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Chapter 1 – The Airport Pickup
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The airport smelled like overpriced coffee and recycled air, the kind that clung to clothes and memories you’d rather forget.

Maya adjusted the strap of her carry-on for the third time, scanning the arrivals board even though she already knew the flight was delayed. Twenty minutes. Enough time for her pulse to remember why she’d almost said no to being maid of honor.

The bride her oldest friend, Lila was marrying golden-boy Ethan, the one who’d introduced her to the man who’d eventually ruin her.

And that man was here. Somewhere. Probably already landed, probably already charming the groomsmen with that easy, predatory smile.

She spotted him before he spotted her.

Aiden moved through the crowd like he owned the terminal tall, shoulders filling out the charcoal button-down, sleeves rolled to the elbows because he’d always hated feeling confined. His hair was a little longer now, darker at the roots, and the scar above his left eyebrow still looked fresh even though it had been two years since she’d thrown a wine glass at him.

He saw her.

The eye contact hit like static. No smile. No wave. Just that slow, deliberate once-over that used to make her thighs clench even when she hated him.

He changed direction, heading straight for her like the rest of the arrivals hall didn’t exist.

“Maya.” His voice was low, rough around the edges like he’d smoked too much on the flight. Or maybe he just sounded that way now because of her.

“Aiden.” She kept her tone flat, chin up. “Still showing up where you’re not wanted?”

“Still pretending you don’t notice when I do?” He stopped close too close close enough she could smell cedar and something sharper, like bourbon he’d had to steady his nerves.

She hated that she noticed.

“I’m here for Lila,” she said. “Not for whatever game this is.”

He tilted his head, studying her mouth like he was remembering how it tasted. “Game? Thought we were past games. Thought we ended on honesty.”

Honesty. The word landed like a slap. The last time they’d been honest, she’d been screaming that he’d fucked everything up, that he’d chosen his pride over her, over them. He’d walked out without looking back.

Now here he was, best man tux waiting in his luggage, about to stand three feet from the altar while she walked down the aisle in silk and forced smiles.

“Lila asked me to pick you up,” she said, turning toward the exit. “Let’s not make this weekend harder than it has to be.”

He fell into step beside her, bag slung over one shoulder. “Harder for who, exactly?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Because the truth was already curling low in her belly: harder for both of them.

They walked in silence to the rental car, the summer heat pressing against her skin like a promise. Or a warning.

When he reached past her to open the passenger door, his forearm brushed her bare shoulder. Electric. Intentional.

She slid in without looking at him.

He got behind the wheel, started the engine, and for a long second neither moved.

“You look good,” he said finally. Quiet. Almost reluctant.

She stared straight ahead. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what? Tell the truth?”

“Don’t start.”

He exhaled through his nose, put the car in drive. “Fine. No starting. Just driving.”

But as they pulled out of the lot, his hand rested on the gear shift close enough that if she shifted her thigh even an inch, they’d touch.

She didn’t move.

Neither did he.

The weekend had barely begun, and already the air between them felt thick, combustible, like one wrong word could set the whole thing ablaze.

And they both knew it.
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Chapter 2 – Ghosts in the Rearview
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The rental car's AC hummed uselessly against the thick July heat pressing through the windows. Aiden kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the gear shift like it had nowhere safer to go. Maya stared out at the highway signs blurring past O'Hare fading in the mirror, the city skyline shrinking behind them like a memory she couldn't quite outrun.

Silence stretched until it felt deliberate. She could feel his eyes flicking toward her every few minutes quick, assessing glances that used to make her skin heat. Now they just made her chest ache in a way she refused to name.

"You still hate small talk?" he asked finally, voice low enough it almost got lost under the engine.

"I still hate bullshit," she shot back. "So yeah."

A ghost of a smile tugged at his mouth. "Some things don't change."

"Some things do." She crossed her arms, nails digging into her biceps to keep her hands from fidgeting. "Like you showing up to weddings now instead of walking out on everything."

The jab landed. His knuckles whitened on the wheel.

They both knew exactly what she was referring to.

Four years ago, that rooftop party in Chicago had been the start. Not love at first sight nothing so clean. More like recognition. Two people who carried the same sharp edges, the same hunger for something real beneath the polished exteriors.

They'd talked until the sky turned pink, then gray, then black. He'd told her about growing up in a nowhere town in Indiana, father who drank too much and left too soon, mother who worked double shifts and still smiled like the world hadn't kicked her teeth in. He'd built himself from scratch scholarships, late nights, the kind of drive that scared people. She told him about her own scars: parents who loved conditionally, a string of relationships that ended because she was "too much" or "not enough," the way she armored herself with sarcasm so no one could hurt her first.

By 3 a.m., the party had thinned out. They were alone on the roof, city lights glittering below like scattered diamonds. He'd stepped closer, brushed a curl from her face, and asked, "You gonna let me kiss you, or keep pretending you're not thinking about it?"

She'd laughed nervous, breathless then pulled him in by his collar.

Their first kiss tasted like gin, summer air, and inevitability. His hands slid to her waist, thumbs pressing into the dip above her hips like he was mapping territory. She arched into him, fingers threading through his hair, tugging just hard enough to make him groan against her mouth. They kissed like they'd been starving for it, like the city below didn't exist.

They didn't go home separately that night.

For the next eighteen months, they were inseparable in the messy, addictive way that only comes from finding someone who sees through your bullshit and still wants more.

Weekends tangled in her tiny Wicker Park apartment sheets twisted, coffee cold on the nightstand, his mouth between her thighs until she was shaking and begging. Nights at his sleek downtown place him bending her over the kitchen island after a long day, skirt shoved up, no preamble, just raw need. Lazy Sundays where they'd fuck slow and deep on the couch, her riding him while he whispered filthy praise against her throat: "That's it, baby... take what you need... you're so fucking perfect when you come for me."

But it wasn't just sex. It was the quiet parts too. Him cooking breakfast in nothing but boxers while she sat on the counter in his shirt, legs wrapped around his waist. Her falling asleep on his chest while he read market reports aloud just to hear her breathing even out. The way he'd trace the freckles on her shoulder like constellations, murmuring that she was the only thing that ever felt permanent.

Then came the fracture.

It started small his promotion that meant longer hours, travel, distance. She understood ambition; she had her own. But the cracks widened. He pulled away emotionally, retreating into that old armor from his childhood: don't need anyone, don't show weakness. She pushed harder, needing reassurance, hating how vulnerable it made her feel.

The final night was a storm literal and otherwise. Rain hammered the windows of her apartment. They'd been fighting for hours about nothing and everything. She accused him of shutting her out; he accused her of needing too much, of turning love into a cage.

"You think I don't feel it?" he'd shouted, voice cracking. "You think I don't want to give you everything? But I can't be the guy who falls apart every time shit gets hard. I won't."

"Then leave," she'd said, tears hot on her cheeks. "If you can't stay, just go."

He'd stared at her for a long, shattering second. Then he grabbed his jacket and walked out into the rain without looking back.

She didn't hear from him for three weeks. When he finally texted I'm sorry. I fucked up. she blocked his number.

Two years of silence. Two years of pretending the hole in her chest wasn't shaped like him.

Until Lila's wedding invitation arrived, with his name printed neatly as best man.

Now here they were, trapped in a car together, the past sitting between them like a third passenger.

Aiden exhaled, long and slow. "I didn't walk out because I didn't love you, Maya."

She turned to him then, eyes blazing. "Then why?"

"Because I loved you too much to keep hurting you." His voice was rough, stripped bare. "I was scared I'd turn into my dad promising the world and delivering nothing but disappointment. So I... chose the clean break. Thought it'd hurt less in the long run."

"It didn't."

"I know." He glanced at her, eyes dark with regret. "I still feel it. Every damn day."

The car filled with heavy silence again. Her heart hammered so hard she was sure he could hear it.

She wanted to scream at him. Wanted to climb into his lap and kiss him until they both forgot how to breathe. Wanted to open the door and walk away forever.

Instead she whispered, "Pull over."

He didn't question it. The next exit ramp led to a quiet rest stop, empty except for a few semis idling in the distance. He parked under a sodium lamp, killed the engine.

They sat there, breathing the same charged air.

She unbuckled first. Turned toward him.

His eyes dropped to her mouth, then back up. "Maya "

"Shut up," she said, and leaned across the console.

Their lips met like a collision hard, desperate, tasting of anger and two years of pent-up want. His hand cupped the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her curls, pulling her closer. She bit his lower lip just sharp enough to make him growl. His other hand slid to her thigh, squeezing possessively through her sundress.

It wasn't gentle. It was teeth and tongues and the scrape of stubble against her chin. She tasted salt maybe tears, maybe just sweat and didn't care.

When they broke apart, both panting, foreheads pressed together, she whispered against his mouth, "This doesn't mean anything."

"Liar," he rasped.

She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. "We have a wedding to survive. That's all."

He searched her face, then nodded once slow, reluctant. "For now."

She straightened her dress, smoothed her hair, tried to pretend her lips weren't swollen and her thighs weren't trembling.

He started the car again.

The rest of the drive passed in loaded quiet. But every time their eyes met in the rearview mirror, the truth hung there, undeniable.

The weekend wasn't going to be survivable.

It was going to be combustible.

And neither of them was ready to walk away a second time.
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Chapter 3 – The Lobby & the First Cracks
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The hotel lobby smelled like fresh lilies, expensive cologne, and the faint metallic tang of anticipation. Crystal chandeliers dripped light across marble floors, turning every movement into something cinematic. Maya stepped through the revolving doors first, the cool blast of AC hitting her flushed skin like a slap. Aiden followed a half-step behind close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off him, far enough that no one would call it deliberate.

She hated how aware she was of him. Every shift of his weight, every slow exhale, every time his fingers flexed around the handle of his duffel like he was holding himself back from reaching for her.

The check-in line was short. Lila had booked the whole wedding party into the same boutique hotel on the lakefront grand, old-world elegance with modern edges. The kind of place where secrets felt expensive and inevitable.

Maya handed over her ID at the desk. The clerk young, smiling too brightly tapped keys, then frowned slightly.

“Ms. Reyes? You’re in Suite 712. And... Mr. Callahan is also checked into 712. Connecting rooms, actually. The bridal party requested it for coordination.”

Maya’s stomach dropped. Aiden went still beside her.

“Connecting rooms?” she repeated, voice dangerously calm.

“Yes. Door between them. Standard for best man and maid of honor when there’s a lot of last-minute planning.” The clerk slid two key cards across the marble. “Lila said it would make things easier.”

Aiden let out a low, humorless laugh under his breath. “Of course she did.”

Maya snatched both cards before he could reach. “I’ll handle this.”

She turned on her heel and headed for the elevators without waiting. Aiden caught up in three long strides, falling in beside her like it was muscle memory.

“You think this is funny?” she hissed as the elevator doors slid shut, trapping them alone.

“I think it’s fucking poetic,” he said, leaning back against the mirrored wall, arms crossed. His reflection multiplied behind him every angle showing the same dark eyes watching her. “Two years of radio silence, and now we’re sharing a wall. Thin wall, if the architect was feeling romantic.”

“Stop talking like this is some rom-com setup.”

“Isn’t it?” He tilted his head. “Maid of honor. Best man. Forced proximity. Old flames. The universe has a sick sense of humor.”

The elevator dinged at the seventh floor. Maya stepped out first, striding down the carpeted hallway like she could outrun the conversation. Aiden followed, silent now, but his presence filled the corridor.

Suite 712 was at the end double doors, heavy wood, brass handles that felt cool under her palm. She swiped the card. The lock clicked green.

Inside: cream walls, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the lake, a king bed piled with pillows that looked too innocent for what was already brewing. A small sitting area with a velvet sofa. And on the far wall a discreet door marked “Connecting Suite.”

She dropped her bag on the luggage rack and crossed straight to it. Tested the handle. Unlocked.

Of course it was unlocked.

Aiden appeared in the doorway behind her, leaning one shoulder against the frame. “You gonna barricade it with a chair, or...?”

She turned slowly. “I’m going to pretend you’re not there. For the next forty-eight hours.”

“Good luck with that.” He stepped inside uninvited, unapologetic and closed the main door behind him. The click sounded final.

The room suddenly felt smaller.

Maya backed up until her thighs hit the edge of the bed. “Get out.”

“Not yet.” He didn’t move closer, but he didn’t leave either. Just stood there, hands in his pockets, looking at her like he was memorizing every inch again. “We need ground rules.”

“Ground rules?” She almost laughed. “The only rule is: stay on your side of the wall.”

“And if I don’t?” His voice dropped, velvet over gravel. “What then, Maya?”

The question hung between them, thick with everything they weren’t saying.

She swallowed. “Then I tell Lila exactly why I can’t be in the same room as you for more than five minutes without wanting to claw your eyes out. Or kiss you. Or both.”

His gaze darkened. “Both sounds accurate.”

Heat crawled up her neck. She hated how easily he still did this to her turned her anger into something liquid and hungry.

A knock at the main door saved her from answering.

“Maya? Aiden? You guys in there?” Lila’s voice, bright and oblivious.

Maya exhaled sharply, smoothed her dress, and opened the door.

Lila stood in the hallway in a flowy white sundress, hair in loose waves, holding a bottle of champagne and two flutes. Behind her, Ethan grinned, already in vacation mode.

“Welcome party!” Lila sang, pushing past Maya into the suite. “I figured you two would want to coordinate schedules. Maid of honor, best man power duo, right?”

Aiden stepped forward, easy smile sliding into place like armor. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

Ethan clapped him on the shoulder. “Good to see you, man. Been too long.”

Lila handed Maya the champagne. “We’re doing a quick group toast downstairs in twenty. Rehearsal dinner prep starts tomorrow, but tonight’s just... us. Old friends. No drama.”

Maya forced a smile. “No drama.”

Lila’s eyes flicked between them, just a flicker of curiosity. “You two okay? You look... tense.”

“We’re fine,” Maya said too quickly.

Aiden met her eyes over Lila’s head. “Just catching up.”

Lila beamed, oblivious. “Perfect. See you downstairs!”

She and Ethan left in a swirl of laughter and perfume.

The door clicked shut.

Maya turned back to Aiden. He hadn’t moved.

“Twenty minutes,” she said. “Then we go play happy wedding party.”

He stepped closer slow, deliberate. Close enough she had to tilt her head to hold his gaze.

“And after?” he murmured.

“After, you stay in your room. I stay in mine. And we don’t cross that door.”

He studied her mouth for a long beat. “You really think that door’s gonna stay closed all weekend?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Because the truth was already burning low in her belly: no. It wouldn’t.

He reached past her slow enough she could stop him and picked up one of the champagne flutes from the dresser. Poured two fingers from the bottle Lila left. Handed her one.

“To surviving the weekend,” he said quietly.

She took the glass. Their fingers brushed. Electric.

She clinked her glass against his. “To not killing each other.”

He smiled small, dangerous. “Yet.”

They drank in silence, the champagne sharp and cold against the heat rising between them.

Downstairs, the lobby bar waited. Friends. Toasts. Pretending.

But up here, in this room with its thin connecting door, the pretending was already starting to crack.

And the weekend had only just begun.
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Chapter 4 – After the Toast
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The lobby bar had been loud laughter echoing off high ceilings, champagne flutes clinking, old college stories retold with exaggerated gestures. Maya played her part perfectly: smiling at the right moments, hugging friends she hadn’t seen in years, toasting to Lila and Ethan like the perfect maid of honor. Across the long table, Aiden did the same charming, easy, the best man everyone remembered.

But every time their eyes met over the rim of a glass, the room narrowed to just them. A slow burn no one else could see.

Now the group had scattered. Some to late-night room service, others to the rooftop bar. Maya slipped away first, claiming jet lag she didn’t have. She rode the elevator alone, the champagne buzzing warm under her skin, her sundress clinging slightly from the summer humidity.

She swiped into Suite 712. Kicked off her sandals. Padded to the windows overlooking the dark lake, city lights shimmering on the water like spilled diamonds. She didn’t turn on more than the bedside lamp soft gold spilling across the bed, shadows pooling in the corners.

The connecting door was still there. Closed. Silent.

She exhaled, shoulders dropping. Poured the last of the champagne into a glass, took a slow sip. Let the bubbles burn down her throat.

Then the knock soft, deliberate. Not on the main door. On the connecting one.

Her pulse kicked.

She crossed the room in bare feet. Opened it.

Aiden stood on the threshold in his shirt sleeves rolled up, top two buttons undone, hair slightly mussed from running his hands through it during the toasts. No tie. No pretense.

He didn’t speak at first. Just looked at her really looked like he’d been starving for the sight all night.

Maya leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them up just enough to make his gaze drop. “You’re supposed to stay on your side.”

“I tried.” His voice was rough, low. “Couldn’t.”

She didn’t move to let him in. “What do you want, Aiden?”

He stepped forward slow, giving her time to stop him. She didn’t.

Now he was inside her room. Door still open behind him like an escape route neither of them wanted.

His eyes traced her slowly, unhurried. From her bare feet up her calves, lingering on the curve of her thighs where the sundress ended mid-thigh. Higher to the soft swell of her hips, the dip of her waist, the full rise of her breasts straining against the thin cotton.

“God, Maya,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Look at you.”

She felt the heat bloom across her chest. “Don’t.”

“Can’t help it.” He closed the distance until there was barely space between them. His hand lifted hesitated then settled lightly on her hip, thumb brushing the fabric over the bone. “This body... fuck. It’s even better than I remembered.”

Her breath hitched.

He didn’t rush. His palm slid up her side, slow, reverent, mapping the hourglass of her waist flaring into generous hips. “These curves,” he said, voice dropping to gravel. “Always drove me insane. The way your hips sway when you walk... like you’re daring the world to look away.”

His other hand joined the first, framing her waist, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh just above her hipbones. He pulled her fractionally closer.

“And your ass...” He turned her gently, just enough so he could see the profile. His hands slid down, cupping the full, rounded cheeks through the dress, squeezing with enough pressure to make her gasp. “So fucking perfect. Thick, juicy, the kind that bounces when you ride me. I used to dream about burying my face between these cheeks, spreading you open, tasting every inch until you begged.”

Maya’s thighs clenched. She could feel herself getting wet, slick heat building low in her belly.

He spun her back to face him. One hand slid up to cup the underside of her breast, thumb circling the hardening nipple through the fabric. “These tits... Christ. Heavy, soft, nipples that get so hard so fast. I remember how they felt in my mouth how you’d arch and moan when I sucked them deep, bit just enough to sting.”

His thumb pressed harder, rolling the peak until she whimpered.

“And this stomach...” His hand flattened against her soft lower belly, fingers splaying wide. “Not flat. Real. Feminine. The little roll when you sit, the way it trembles when you come. I loved gripping it while I fucked you from behind, feeling it shake with every thrust.”

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “Your thighs thick, strong, wrapping around my head like you never want to let go. And between them... that pretty pussy. Always so wet for me. Swollen lips, tight little clit that throbs when I lick it slow. I can still taste you. Sweet. Salty. Addictive.”

Maya’s hands fisted in his shirt. “Aiden...”

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes dark, hungry, stripped of pretense. “I’ve spent two years trying to forget how perfect you are. Every curve. Every soft place. Every part of you that fits against me like it was made for it. And I failed. Miserably.”

His forehead rested against hers. Breathing ragged.

“I want to worship this body again,” he whispered. “Slowly. Thoroughly. Until you remember exactly how good we were. How good we still could be.”

The connecting door stood open behind him like an invitation. Or a dare.

Maya’s fingers tightened in his shirt. Pulled him closer.

“Not tonight,” she breathed against his mouth. “But... soon.”

He groaned low in his throat a sound of pure frustration and want.

“Soon,” he echoed, like a promise.

Then he kissed her once, hard, claiming before forcing himself back a step.

He turned toward the connecting door. Paused.

“Sleep well, beautiful,” he said quietly. “Dream of me touching every fucking inch of you.”

The door clicked shut between them.

Maya stood there, heart hammering, body aching, the echo of his words and hands burning into her skin.

She walked to the bed on unsteady legs. Collapsed onto the sheets still warm from the lamp.

And for the first time in two years, she let herself remember fully, what it felt like to be wanted like that.

By him.

The burn was no longer slow.

It was roaring.
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Chapter 5 – The Thin Wall
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Maya didn’t bother turning off the lamp.

She collapsed onto the bed still in her sundress, the fabric twisted around her thighs, heart slamming so hard it echoed in her ears. The champagne glass sat forgotten on the nightstand, half-empty, bubbles long gone flat.

Aiden’s words were still crawling under her skin.

“Your ass... thick, juicy, the kind that bounces when you ride me.”

“That pretty pussy... always so wet for me. Swollen lips, tight little clit that throbs when I lick it slow.”

“I want to worship this body again... until you remember exactly how good we were.”

She squeezed her thighs together. It didn’t help. If anything, the pressure only made the ache sharper hot, insistent, pulsing between her legs like a second heartbeat.

She tried to breathe through it. Closed her eyes. Told herself she was stronger than this. That she could wait. That she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing he’d unraveled her with nothing but words and a single bruising kiss.

But the connecting door was right there.

Thin.

Wood and a few inches of air between her and him.

She could hear the faint sounds from his side water running in the bathroom sink, the soft thud of shoes hitting the floor, the rustle of fabric as he undressed. Every noise felt amplified, intimate, like he was doing it on purpose.

Her hand moved before she could talk herself out of it.

Slid under the hem of the sundress. Found the damp cotton of her panties. Pressed.

A low whimper escaped her throat.

She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper.

Not enough.

She hooked the fabric aside with trembling fingers. Slid two digits along her slit slick, swollen, embarrassingly ready. Circled her clit once, slow, testing.

Her hips jerked off the mattress.

“Fuck...” The word slipped out, barely a whisper.

She spread her legs wider. Knees falling open. Dress rucked up to her waist now, panties shoved to the side. No more pretending.

She pushed one finger inside herself slow at first, feeling the tight, wet heat clench around it. Then a second. Curled them upward, searching for that spot that always made her see stars.

Found it.

Her back arched. A louder moan tore free raw, needy.

She didn’t try to muffle it this time.

Let it spill.

“God... yes...”

Her thumb found her clit again. Rubbed tight, frantic circles while her fingers fucked deeper, harder. The wet sounds filled the room obscene, unmistakable.

She pictured him.

Aiden on the other side of that wall. Shirt off. Pants open. Hand wrapped around his thick cock, stroking slow while he listened to her fall apart.

Imagined him pressing his ear to the wood, breathing ragged, knowing exactly what she was doing because of him.

“Fuck... Aiden...” His name came out like a plea.

She pumped faster. Palm grinding against her clit with every thrust.

“You did this to me,” she gasped, voice breaking. “You and your filthy fucking mouth... telling me how you want to bury your face in my ass... suck my tits until they’re sore... fuck my pussy so deep I can’t walk straight tomorrow...”

Her hips rolled up to meet her hand. Toes curling into the sheets.

“I hate you for it,” she moaned, louder now, shameless. “I hate how wet you make me... how my cunt’s dripping just thinking about your cock stretching me again... filling me up... coming inside me like you used to...”

The rhythm turned brutal. Fingers slamming in and out, curling hard on every upstroke. Thumb mashing her clit in messy, desperate circles.

“Want you to watch me come,” she panted. “Want you to hear it... hear how fucking soaked I am for you... how my pussy’s clenching around my fingers wishing they were yours... wishing you were pinning me down and fucking me raw...”

Her free hand flew to her breast squeezed hard through the dress, pinched the nipple until it stung.

A broken cry ripped from her throat.

“Oh god fuck Aiden !”

The orgasm hit like a freight train.

Back bowing off the bed. Thighs shaking. Walls fluttering and spasming around her fingers as she rode it out, grinding down hard, chasing every last pulse.

She kept moving slow now, milking the aftershocks until the sensitivity became too much and she had to pull her hand free.

Wet fingers glistened in the lamplight.

She brought them to her mouth without thinking. Sucked them clean. Tasted herself sharp, musky, proof of how badly she’d needed this.

Her chest heaved.

The room was quiet again.

Except...

From the other side of the wall came a low, guttural groan.

Then the unmistakable sound of skin on skin slow, deliberate strokes.

He’d heard every word.

Every moan.

Every filthy confession.

And he was finishing to it.

Maya’s lips curved small, wicked, exhausted.

She rolled onto her side, facing the connecting door.

Whispered into the silence, just loud enough to carry:

“Sweet dreams, asshole.”

A beat of silence.

Then his voice rough, wrecked, right against the wood:

“You’re gonna pay for that tomorrow, baby.”

She smiled into the pillow.

Closed her eyes.

And for the first time in two years... she slept without the ache.

Only anticipation.

Continued....
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