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The headboard slammed against the wall. Again. Again.

Amanda arched her back, pressed her palms flat against the mattress, and pushed into me like she wanted to leave a dent. Her skin glowed under the amber light bleeding in from the parking lot, sweat pooling in the small of her back. I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise and drove in.

Just another hook-up Tinder date.

Go figure.

"God, yes—just like that—"

I tuned her out. Focused on the rhythm instead. The way her body gave. The heat. The friction. Nothing else.

She moaned louder, fingers twisting in the cheap sheets. Her voice climbed higher, breathier, like she thought I needed the encouragement.

I didn't.

My jaw clenched. Sweat dripped down my temple. The pressure built low in my gut, coiling tight, but my head wasn't here. Wasn't in this room. Wasn't watching this blonde bend over for me.

I closed my eyes. Kept the rhythm. My mind saw the dark hair. Pale blue eyes. A mouth that curved just right when she smiled. The one I always wanted.

Fuck.

I pulled out, ignored Amanda's whimper of protest, and flipped her over. She blinked up at me, flushed and eager, chest heaving. Big tits, wide hips. I guess something other men wanted.

"Come here."

I sat back against the headboard and pulled her onto my lap. She straddled me without hesitation, sank down with a gasp that turned into a moan. Her hands splayed across my chest, nails scraping lightly over the ink on my forearms.

"You're so big—God, Logan—"

She rode me like she had something to prove. Hips rolling, bouncing, hair falling around her shoulders. She looked good. Felt good. Should've been enough.

It wasn't.

I closed my eyes. Let my head fall back. Let the sensation wash over me without the visuals—because the visuals were wrong. Amanda's curves blurred into someone smaller. Tighter. Someone who'd look up at me with those blue eyes and say my name like it meant something.

The pressure spiked. My breath hitched.

Amanda leaned forward, pressed her mouth to my neck, whispered something I didn't catch. Didn't care to. I gripped her ass, guided her movements, chased the release building in my spine.

Not her lips.

Not her body.

Not her.

I grunted, muscles locking as the orgasm hit. White heat flooded my vision. My grip tightened on Amanda's hips, holding her still while I emptied into the condom, jaw clenched so hard my teeth ached.

She shuddered above me, making small sounds like she'd finished too. Maybe she had. Maybe she faked it. Didn't matter.

I opened my eyes.

Amanda smiled down at me, breathless and satisfied, fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest.

"That was... wow."

I said nothing. Just lifted her off me and set her aside like moving furniture. She laughed, a little uncertain now, and reached for the sheet.

I stood. Walked to the bathroom. Dealt with the condom. Splashed cold water on my face.

When I came back out, she was still in bed, sheet pulled up to her waist, looking like she wanted to stay the night.

"So," she said, voice hopeful. "You live around here or—"

"You should go."

Her smile faltered. "What?"

I grabbed my jeans off the floor, pulled them on. "Got an early morning."

"It's barely midnight."

I didn't answer. Just picked up her dress and tossed it onto the bed.

She stared at me for a long moment, something wounded flickering across her face before it hardened into annoyance. "You're serious."

"Yeah."

"Wow. Okay." She snatched the dress and stood, yanking it on without ceremony. "You know, you could at least pretend to be a decent guy."

I shrugged. Grabbed my shirt.

She shoved her feet into her heels, grabbed her purse, and stormed toward the door. Paused with her hand on the knob.

"For what it's worth," she said, voice sharp now, "whoever she is? She's better off without you!"

The door slammed behind her.

I stood there in the silence, jaw tight, hands curled into fists at my sides.

She wasn't wrong.

* * *

The cabin sat forty miles outside Crescent Ridge, tucked into the pines where cell service went to die. I'd driven three hours through thickening snow to get here, windshield wipers struggling to keep up with the white curtain dropping from the sky.

Veterans' retreat. Remote. Quiet. Exactly what I needed after last night.

My phone buzzed as I killed the engine. Weather alert. Major blizzard warning. Roads closing within hours.

Perfect.

I grabbed my duffel from the passenger seat and shouldered the door open. Snow crunched under my boots, already ankle-deep and falling harder. The cabin glowed warm through the windows, smoke curling from the chimney.

I stopped.

Someone was already here.

A silver Honda sat parked near the porch, hood buried under fresh powder. I scanned the plates. Colorado. Local.

Probably some other vet who'd gotten their wires crossed on the booking. I'd sort it out inside, maybe split the space if they weren't an asshole.

I climbed the steps and pushed through the door.

Warmth hit me first. Then the scent—something sweet, like vanilla and firewood. Then her.

Reily.

She lay curled on the couch near the stone fireplace, knees tucked to her chest, oversized gray hoodie swallowing her frame. Black leggings clung to curves I had no business noticing. Fuzzy white socks. Dark hair spilling over her shoulder in waves that caught the firelight.

She looked up. Those pale blue eyes went wide.

"Logan?"

My chest tightened. "Reily?"

She sat up fast, pulling the hood down, like that would somehow make this less real. Color flooded her cheeks.

"What the hell are you doing here?"

"Could ask you the same thing."

She blinked. Opened her mouth. Closed it. Her gaze flicked to my duffel bag, then back to my face.

"I... I needed to get away for a few days. You know, post-divorce thing." Her voice caught slightly on the word. "Dean might have been a cheating bastard who screwed half of Denver, but at least he left me the keys to this place in the settlement."

Divorce. Right. Dean had mentioned it in passing last month—said she'd finally kicked him to the curb after catching him with some paralegal from his firm. About damn time. I'd watched that marriage crumble from the sidelines for two years, watching Dean treat her like an afterthought while he chased anything in a skirt. Part of me had wanted to beat the hell out of him. The other part had wanted to comfort her.

Both parts had kept me awake more nights than I cared to admit.

She stared at me. I stared back.

Her hoodie had slipped off one shoulder, exposing pale skin and the thin strap of a tank top underneath. My eyes dropped before I could stop them. The curve of her collarbone. The soft swell of her chest rising and falling with each breath. Those leggings doing absolutely nothing to hide the shape of her thighs, her hips, the way she sat with her legs tucked—

Stop.

I dragged my gaze back to her face. Too late. Heat coiled low in my gut, the same heat that had driven me to that hotel room last night. The same heat I'd been trying to bury for years.

She was twenty-three. My buddy's ex-wife. Off-limits in every conceivable way.

And all I could think about was what she'd look like without that hoodie. What sounds she'd make if I pulled those leggings down and spread her out on that couch. Whether her skin tasted as sweet as she smelled.

I hated myself for it.

"So..." She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, eyes darting away. "This is awkward."

"Yeah."

Silence stretched between us. The fire crackled. Snow battered the windows.

She glanced toward them, then back at me. "How bad is it out there?"

"Bad. Getting worse." I dropped my duffel by the door. "Roads are closing. We're stuck."

Her eyes widened. "For how long?"

"However long it takes the storm to pass." I shrugged out of my jacket, hung it on the hook by the door. "Could be tonight. Could be a few days."

"A few days?"

I turned to face her. She'd stood now, arms crossed over her chest, chewing her bottom lip. That hoodie fell mid-thigh, riding up just enough to give me another eyeful of those leggings molded to her ass.

Christ.

"You got somewhere better to be?" I asked.

"No. I just—" She exhaled. Looked at me like she was trying to solve a puzzle. "This is weird, right? Us being here. Together."

"Extremely."

"Okay. Good. Not just me then."

A beat passed. She shifted her weight, rubbing one fuzzy sock against her ankle. The movement drew my eyes down her legs again.

I forced them up.

"Look," I said, voice rougher than it needed to be. "We're both adults. We can handle a couple days without making it weird."

Her lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile. "Pretty sure it's already weird, Logan."

She wasn't wrong.

I shrugged, trying to ease the tension. "Weird is relative."

"Says the guy standing in a snowbound cabin with his best friend's ex-wife."

There it was. The elephant in the room, named and breathing between us.

"Former best friend," I corrected, dropping onto the couch. "Haven't talked to Dean in months."

She gave a humorless laugh. "Join the club."

The cabin fell silent except for the fire's crackle and wind howling outside. I watched her move around the kitchenette, pulling two mugs from a cabinet. Her movements were fluid, deliberate. Different from the girl I remembered. The memory hit me without warning.

Reily at eighteen. All wide eyes and nervous laughter. Dean had brought her to a barbecue at my place after they'd been dating a few months. She'd worn a sundress, hair pulled back, cheeks flushed pink whenever someone spoke to her directly. Smart as hell—talking about the literature program she was starting in the fall—but quiet about it, like she wasn't sure if anyone wanted to hear.

I'd found her in my kitchen, studying the bookshelves above the counter.

"You've read Hemingway?" She'd asked, not turning around.

"All of it."

That made her look at me. Those eyes, curious and bright.

"Most men claim they have. Few actually do."

I'd grinned. "Test me."

She'd smiled then, really smiled, and something in my chest shifted. Then Dean walked in, slid his arm around her waist, and the moment vanished.

I'd known right then she was trouble.

"Earth to Logan." Reily's voice pulled me back. She stood in front of me, holding out a mug. "You planning on staring at the wall all night?"

I took the mug. Whiskey. Neat. She remembered.

"Just thinking."

"Dangerous pastime." She settled into the armchair across from me, tucking one leg under herself. She'd ditched the hoodie, wearing just a thin white tank top that clung to curves I had no business cataloging. No bra. Definitely no bra.

I took a long swallow of whiskey.

"So," she said, "cards? I saw a deck in the drawer."

"Sure."

Two hours and half a bottle later, we'd settled into something resembling normalcy. She'd pulled her hair back into a messy bun, exposing the elegant line of her neck. Every time she leaned forward to place a card, the tank top gaped just enough to make my mouth go dry.

"Your play," she said, eyes dancing with amusement. "Unless you're forfeiting."

I placed my card. "Not likely."

"Still hate losing, I see."

"Some things don't change."

"And some do." She collected her winning hand, shuffling the deck with practiced ease. "Five years ago I was planning my wedding. Now I'm divorced before twenty-five."

"Regrets?"

She looked up, those blue eyes suddenly sharp. "No. Just pissed I wasted five years on a man who couldn't even remember my coffee order. You know what's worse than being cheated on?"

I waited.

"Being forgotten. Being so goddamn invisible that he'd schedule trips on my birthday. Twice." She dealt the cards with more force than necessary. "I didn't lose my twenties to divorce. I lost them to a marriage that was never real."

Something raw in her voice made me look at her—really look at her. Not the girl she'd been, but the woman she was now. Stronger. Harder around the edges.

"Dean always was a self-centered bastard."

"Why were you friends with him?"

"Marines. You fight beside someone, it creates a bond." I shrugged. "Doesn't mean you don't see their flaws."

She studied me over the rim of her glass. "Did you see what he was doing to me?"

The question hung there. Dangerous.

"Yeah," I admitted. "I saw."

"And you said nothing."

"Wasn't my place."

"Bullshit." No heat in it. Just certainty. "You were the only one of his friends who treated me like a person instead of furniture. You noticed me."

The whiskey was making her bold. Making us both reckless.

"I noticed," I said, voice lower than intended.

Her eyes held mine, unblinking. "How much did you notice, Logan?"

Too much. Everything. The way she laughed. The books she read. How she'd bite her lip when concentrating. The curve of her waist. The sound of her voice.

Dean had her. And he blew it. That's on him. Not me.

I tossed back the rest of my whiskey. "Enough to know I should deal the next hand."

I deal the cards. She leans back, eyes still locked on mine like she's daring me to look away first.

I don't.

"You always this stubborn?" she asks.

"You always this curious?"

"Only when someone's avoiding the question."

The fire crackles. Shadows dance across her face. She's barefoot, and somehow one of those feet has found its way under the blanket we're both using—her toes brush against my calf.

Electric.

I don't move. Neither does she.

"Your turn," I say, nodding at the cards.

She plays, but her foot stays where it is. Casual. Like it's nothing.

It's not nothing.

"Logan Carter." She draws out my name, taking a sip of whiskey. "Always in control. Never flustered."

"That a problem?"

"I don't know yet." Her toes trace a slow line up my shin. "Let's find out."

I look at her dead-on. "You're playing a dangerous game, Reily."

She laughs—bright and unexpected. "Your face right now. Like you're about to bolt through the window."

"I'm fine."

"You're terrified."

"Of what?"

"This." She gestures between us. "Me. The fact that I'm not Dean's anymore and you don't have an excuse."

Truth cuts deeper than a blade.

I gather the cards, shuffle them. Focus on something that isn't the heat of her skin against mine.

She pulls her foot back slow, like she's savoring the loss of contact. Stands in one fluid motion, arms stretching overhead in a way that makes every line of her body go taut. That thin tank top rides up with the movement, exposing a strip of pale stomach that catches the firelight. Smooth skin. The kind that would be warm under my hands.

I force my eyes back to the cards, but the damage is done. The image burns behind my retinas—the gentle curve of her waist, the way her ribs expand with each breath, that tantalizing glimpse of skin just above her sleep shorts.

She knows exactly what she's doing. The stretch lasts longer than necessary, deliberate as a loaded gun.

"I'm going to bed," she says, heading toward the bedroom. She pauses in the doorway, one hand on the frame. Turns. "You okay sleeping on the couch? Not much insulation there."

Beat.

"Or we could just share."

My throat goes dry.

"It's a king bed," she continues, voice casual. "You stay on your side. I'll stay on mine. We're adults."

Adults. Right.

"Sure," I hear myself say.

The sheets are thin. Too thin.

I lie on my back, arms crossed over my chest, staring at the ceiling like it holds answers. Reily's beside me, her back to mine. I can feel every breath she takes, the warmth radiating off her skin.

This was a mistake.

"You always sleep like a corpse?" she murmurs.

"You always talk this much before bed?"

She shifts. The mattress dips. Her shoulder blade presses against my arm.

"Can't sleep when I'm cold."

"There's another blanket in the—"

She moves again, this time deliberately. Her ass brushes against my hip. Subtle. Testing.

Every muscle in my body locks.

"Reily."

"Mmm?" Innocent. Except it's not.

She does it again. Slower. Arching her back just enough that the curve of her fits against me.

Heat floods through me. My cock stirs despite every screaming alarm in my head.

"What are you doing?"

"Getting comfortable." Another shift. Another press. She's wearing thin sleep shorts and that tank top, nothing between us but a few scraps of fabric and rapidly dissolving willpower.

I'm hard now. No hiding it. She has to feel it.

She does. Her breath catches, and she presses back again, firmer this time. Deliberate.

"Reily—"

"Tell me to stop." She rolls her hips. "Say the word and I will."

I don't say it.

Instead, my hand finds her hip. Rough. Possessive. She gasps when I pull her back against me, letting her feel exactly what she's doing to me.

"This what you want?" My voice comes out gravel and need.

"Yes."

One word. All I need.

I flip her onto her back, and she's looking up at me with those blue eyes, pupils blown wide, lips parted. Beautiful. Dangerous. Mine for the taking.

"No protection," I manage.

"Don't care. I'm on the pill. I want this. Want you."

That breaks me.

I kiss her hard, claiming her mouth like I've wanted to for years. She tastes like whiskey and something sweeter, her hands fisting in my hair as she kisses back just as fierce. No hesitation. All hunger.

I shove her tank top up, breaking the kiss just long enough to pull it over her head. Her breasts are perfect—full and pale in the dim light, nipples already hard. I palm one, thumb circling the peak, and she arches into my touch.

"Logan—"

"Been thinking about this," I admit, rough and low. "Too damn long."

Her hands are at my waistband, shoving my sweatpants down. I kick them off, help her with those shorts. She's bare underneath, already wet when my fingers slide between her thighs.

"Fuck," I breathe.

"Please."

I position myself, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. She's tight, hot, perfect. I push in slowly, watching her face as she takes me inch by inch.

Her mouth falls open. Eyes flutter closed.

"Look at me," I order.

She does. Those blue eyes lock on mine as I sink deeper, filling her completely. The sensation—slick heat gripping me, her body opening for mine—it's overwhelming.

"Move," she whispers.

I do. Long, deep strokes that make her gasp. She wraps her legs around my waist, nails digging into my shoulders as I set a rhythm. Hard. Fast. Everything I've held back unleashed.

"God, yes—" She's vocal, each thrust drawing sounds from her that drive me wild. Her breasts bounce with every movement, and I can't stop watching the way pleasure transforms her face.

"Touch yourself," I growl.

Her hand slides between us, fingers finding her clit. She moans, tightening around me, and I nearly lose it right there.

"That's it. Show me."

She circles faster, her breathing turning ragged. I feel her getting close—the way her walls flutter, how her thighs start trembling.

"Logan, I'm—oh God—"

She shatters. Head thrown back, body arching off the bed as she screams my name. The sound echoes through the cabin, raw and unfiltered. Her pussy clenches around me in waves, so tight I have to grit my teeth to hold on.

Warm. Wet. Perfect.

I thrust through her orgasm, chasing my own release. She's boneless beneath me, whimpering with each stroke, oversensitive but taking it.

"Come for me," she breathes. "Want to feel it."

That does it. I bury myself deep and let go, spilling inside her with a groan that comes from somewhere primal. Pulse after pulse, her body milking every last drop.

I collapse beside her, both of us breathing hard.

"Well," she says eventually, voice hoarse. "That happened."

* * *

Morning light filters through the frost-covered windows. Gray and cold. The blizzard's still howling outside, worse than yesterday if that's possible.

I smell coffee before I open my eyes.

She's in the kitchen. Wearing my hoodie—the black one I left on the chair last night. It hangs past her thighs, sleeves rolled up three times. Her legs are bare underneath.

Fuck she is gorgeous.

I sit up, and she glances over. No smile. No awkwardness either. Just a look that says we both know what happened and neither of us is ready to talk about it.

"Coffee's ready."

"Thanks."

I pull on my jeans and cross to the kitchen. She hands me a mug, fingers brushing mine. Electricity shoots up my arm.

"Sleep okay?" The question sounds ridiculous after what we did, but here we are.

"Better than I have in months." She leans against the counter, both hands wrapped around her cup. "You?"

"Yeah."

Silence. Not uncomfortable exactly, but loaded. Heavy with everything unsaid.

"I've been thinking about going back to school," she says suddenly. "Finish my degree."

"What were you studying?"

"Education. Elementary." She takes a sip, steam rising past those blue eyes. "Dean thought it was a waste of time. Said I should focus on being a wife instead."

"Dean's an idiot."

That gets a small smile. "Took you long enough to say it."

"Known it for years." I drink my coffee black, bitter and strong. "What changed your mind?"

"About school?" She shrugs, and my hoodie shifts, exposing her collarbone. "Realized I gave up everything trying to be what he wanted. Time to figure out what I want."

"Makes sense."

The conversation feels normal. Safe. But underneath, there's a current pulling us toward dangerous water. Every word is careful. Every movement deliberate.

I want to bend her over this granite counter right here. Pin her wrists against the cold surface and shove that oversized hoodie up past her hips. Take her hard and deep, rough enough that she forgets every careful thought rattling around in that pretty head of hers. Make her gasp my name the way she did last night when I had her legs wrapped around my waist.

The image burns through me—her back arched, ass pressed against me, that soft whimper she makes when she's close. My fingers itch to grab her hips, feel that smooth skin under my palms again.

But I stay put. Drink my coffee like a civilized man instead of the animal she turns me into.

"Storm's not letting up," she observes, looking toward the windows.

"Might be stuck another day or two."

"Guess we'll have to keep ourselves entertained."

The way she says it—innocent on the surface, promise underneath—makes my cock twitch. I shift, adjusting myself while her back is turned.

Was last night just drunk sex? One-time thing fueled by whiskey and proximity? Or did I just cross a line I've been wanting to cross for years?

Don't know. Can't think straight with her wearing my clothes and smelling like sleep and something uniquely her.

"Fire's dying down," she says. "I'll get it."

She walks to the stone fireplace with that easy confidence I've always admired about her. Bare feet silent on the hardwood, she crouches low beside the hearth. The hoodie—my hoodie—rides up her thighs as she settles into position, exposing the bottom curve of her ass. Pale skin. Smooth. Nothing underneath but her.

My hand tightens on the ceramic mug. It burns my palm through the handle, but I don't let go.

She reaches for a split log from the stack beside the hearth, takes her time selecting the right piece. Her movements are deliberate. Too deliberate. The kind of careful choreography that says she knows exactly what she's doing and exactly who's watching.

She adds the log to the dying flames, then picks up the iron poker. Leans forward to adjust the wood, angling it just right to catch the draft. The movement forces her to bend lower, and the oversized fabric pulls taut across her hips. Hugs every curve. I can see the outline of everything beneath—the swell of her ass, the dip of her spine, the way the material barely covers what I had my hands on just hours ago.

She shifts her weight, adjusts her position. The hoodie creeps higher.

Christ.

Fuck.

She knows exactly what she's doing. Has to. No one moves like that accidentally—all grace and subtle invitation.

I'm rock hard. Aching. Every instinct screaming at me to cross the room and finish what she started.

She straightens slowly, glancing back over her shoulder. Our eyes meet. Hers are knowing. Amused.

Testing me.

Before I can move—before I can decide if I'm going to—the lights flicker.

Once. Twice.

Then everything goes dark.

The hum of the refrigerator dies. Silence except for the wind and crackling fire.

"Power's out," she states.

"Yeah."

Cold starts creeping in immediately. The cabin's well-built, but without the baseboard heaters, the chill spreads fast. Already I can feel it settling into the corners, sneaking across the floor.

"How long until it gets bad?" she asks.

"Few hours maybe. We've got the fireplace. Blankets." I pause. "Each other."

She turns fully toward me. "Guess we better stay warm then."

The temperature drops as afternoon fades. We've piled every blanket we can find near the fireplace, but the cold's relentless. Seeping through walls, stealing warmth faster than the fire can replace it.

"This isn't working," she says, teeth chattering slightly.

"Bed's warmer. Body heat."

"Is that your professional opinion, Marine?"

"It's physics."

She laughs, breath visible in the cold air. "Alright then. Lead the way."

We pile into the bed, layered in blankets. She presses against me immediately, seeking warmth. I wrap around her, pulling her close.

"Better?" I ask.

"Getting there."

Time passes. Wind screams outside. The room grows darker as evening approaches, firelight our only illumination.

She shifts, and I feel bare skin against my leg.

"What are you doing?"

"Too many layers. Can't get warm enough." Her jeans hit the floor. Then her socks. My hoodie stays on, but underneath—nothing.

"Reily—"

"Relax. It's just practical." Another shift, her ass pressing against my groin. "You should too. Layers trap cold air between them. Skin to skin is warmer."

She's right. Also dangerously close to making me lose whatever control I've got left.

I strip down to my boxers. Pull her back against me.

Heat. Immediate and intoxicating. Her skin's soft, smooth, warming against mine. My cock hardens, pressed between us, and she doesn't move away.

"Logan?"

"Yeah."

"You used to scare me."

That surprises me. "Why?"

"Because I always noticed you." Her voice drops to a whisper. "And I didn't want to."

My hand finds her hip. Rough palm against smooth skin. She inhales sharply.

"Noticed you too," I admit.

"I know." She rolls toward me, and suddenly we're face to face in the darkness. "I always knew."

Her hand slides down my chest. Lower. Fingers tracing the waistband of my boxers.

"Last night—" I start.

"Was just the beginning." She kisses me soft, then harder. "If you want."

I roll her onto her back, settling between her thighs. "I want."

But she pushes against my chest. "My turn first."

She kisses down my neck, my chest. Works her way lower with deliberate slowness. My boxers disappear, and then her mouth—

"Fuck—"

Warm. Wet. Perfect. She takes me deep, tongue swirling, and it's the best thing I've ever felt. Better than anything with anyone else. She knows exactly what she's doing, varying pressure and speed, watching my face to gauge my reactions.

I fist my hands in the sheets, fighting not to thrust.

She hums around me, and the vibration nearly kills me.

"Reily—I'm close—"

She doesn't stop. If anything, she doubles down, taking me deeper until I hit the back of her throat. One hand wraps around what won't fit, working in perfect rhythm with her mouth. The other cups lower, fingers gentle but insistent, adding pressure that makes my vision blur.

She's learned things in the years since I first knew her. Techniques that shouldn't surprise me but do. The way she hollows her cheeks. How she uses her tongue. The timing of when to pull back and when to take me deep.

My breathing turns ragged. Every muscle in my body coils tight.

"Reily—" It's barely a warning.

She looks up at me through dark lashes, blue eyes holding mine as she works. There's something fierce in her expression. Determined. Like she's claiming something that was always meant to be hers.

That look pushes me over.

I come hard, groaning her name like a prayer. My back arches off the bed, one hand finding her hair, the other gripping the sheets until my knuckles go white. She swallows everything, doesn't pull away, milking me through each pulse until I'm completely spent and boneless beneath her.

When the last shudder passes, she releases me slowly. Deliberately. Her lips are swollen, and there's satisfaction written across her face that makes something primitive stir in my chest despite being thoroughly wrecked.

She crawls back up, kisses me deep. I taste myself on her tongue.

"Best I ever had," I manage.

"Good." She settles against my chest. "We've got all night."

Outside, the storm rages on.

* * *

The storm's passed.

Reily's still asleep against my chest, one leg hooked possessively over mine, my hoodie rucked up around her ribs and exposing the smooth curve of her hip. Her breathing's deep and even, each exhale warm against my skin. Peaceful in a way that makes something tight in my chest finally relax.

Her dark hair fans across my shoulder, soft and still smelling faintly of whatever shampoo she uses. Something floral that doesn't match the wildness I discovered last night. One of her hands rests flat against my sternum, fingers splayed like she's claiming territory.

I don't move. Don't want to wake her. Don't want to break whatever spell kept the nightmares away.

Best sleep I've had in years. Maybe ever.

The weak morning light filters through the cabin windows, casting everything in soft grays and golds. Outside, I can hear the steady drip of snow melting from the eaves, the occasional crack of a tree branch settling after the storm's assault. But inside, there's just this—her weight against me, the rhythm of her breathing, the way she fits perfectly in the space between my arm and my ribs.

She stirs against me, and I feel the shift in her breathing before those pale blue eyes flutter open. They're hazy with sleep at first, unfocused as she takes in the morning light filtering through the cabin windows. Then her gaze finds mine, and I brace myself for what comes next.

I wonder if there'll be regret written across her features. Awkwardness settling in like a cold front. Some morning-after bullshit that ruins what we've started, that makes her pull away and pretend last night never happened. The kind of second-guessing that turns good women into ghosts who can't meet your eyes over coffee.

Instead, she smiles.

Not a shy smile. Not the uncertain, questioning look of someone trying to figure out if they made a mistake. Not the polite smile women give when they're already planning their exit strategy. Just pure contentment spreading across her face like sunrise, soft and warm and completely unguarded. The kind of smile that says she knows exactly where she is and exactly where she wants to be.

"Morning," she murmurs, voice still rough with sleep.

"Morning."

"Storm's over."

"Noticed that."

Her fingers trace lazy patterns on my chest. "Roads'll still be shit for a day or two."

"Probably."

"Guess we're stuck."

"Terrible situation."

She laughs, the sound low and warm. "The worst."

We lie there a while longer, neither of us moving. Then her stomach growls.

"Hungry?" I ask.

"Starving." She kisses my jaw. "Feed me, Marine."

I make eggs and toast over the fireplace while she watches from the counter, again wearing my hoodie and nothing else. Her legs swing idly, and I catch glimpses of bare thigh that make cooking difficult.

"You're staring," she says.

"You're half-naked in my clothes."

"Your clothes are comfortable." She stretches, and the fabric rides up. "Besides, you weren't complaining last night."

"Not complaining now either."

She grins. "Good."

I plate the eggs, hand her one. She takes a bite, eyes closing.

"God, that's good. When did you learn to cook?"

"Marines. You learn fast when the alternative's starvation."

"Dean could barely make cereal."

"Dean had you to do it for him."

Her expression shifts. "Yeah. He did." She takes another bite. "Not anymore though."

"No." I lean against the counter beside her. "Not anymore."

She bumps my shoulder with hers. "You ever think about it? Before?"

"About what?"

"This." She gestures between us. "Us."

I could lie. Should probably lie. "Every goddamn day."

Her breath catches. "Really?"

"Since the night I met you." I finish my eggs, set the plate aside.

"But you never said anything."

"Wasn't mine to say."

She's quiet for a moment. "And now?"

I turn to face her fully. "Now you're divorced. Now there's no rules." My hand finds her knee. "Now I can say whatever the hell I want."

"Like what?"

"Like you've been driving me insane for five years. Like every time Dean talked about you, I wanted to put my fist through his face." My thumb strokes her skin. "Like I've imagined this a thousand different ways, and none of them were as good as the real thing."

Her pupils dilate. "Logan—"

"We should shovel," I say, stepping back before I take her right here on the counter. "Clear some paths before it freezes solid."

She blinks, flushed. "You're evil."

"Practical."

"Evil and practical." But she's smiling as she slides off the counter. "Fine. But I'm wearing your other hoodie."

Outside, the world's transformed. Snow blankets everything—three feet at least, maybe more in the drifts. The sky's clear now, brilliant blue, and the sun makes the whole landscape glitter like diamonds.

Beautiful. And fucking cold.

We work in companionable silence at first, carving paths from the cabin to the woodshed, then to where my truck's buried. The exercise warms me up fast despite the temperature.

Reily's cheeks flush pink. Snow clings to her hair.

I'm watching her bend to shovel when something cold explodes against my back.

I turn. She's already packing another snowball, grinning like a devil.

"You did not just—"

The second one hits my chest.

"Oh, you're done."

I drop my shovel and advance. She shrieks, running, but her legs are shorter and the snow's deep. I catch her easily, lifting her off her feet.

"Logan! No! Don't you dare—"

I drop her in a snowbank.

She comes up sputtering, snow in her hair and down her hoodie. "You bastard!"

"You started it."

She lunges, tackling me. We go down together, rolling in the snow, both laughing. She ends up on top, straddling me, hands pinning my wrists.

"Surrender," she demands.

"Never."

Her hair falls around us like a curtain. "Logan."

The laughter dies. Heat replaces it—immediate, electric. Her breathing changes. So does mine.

"Reily—"

She kisses me hard, tongue pushing into my mouth. My hands find her hips, pulling her down against the erection that's suddenly painfully obvious.

She grinds against me, and I groan into her mouth.

"Shed," she gasps against my lips. "Now."

We scramble up from the snow, stumbling and slipping through the deep drifts toward the weathered woodshed. My heart pounds against my ribs, blood rushing south so fast it makes me dizzy. The twenty feet feels like a mile.

The second the door slams shut behind us, she's on me like a wildcat. Shoving me hard against the rough-hewn wall, her small hands already tearing at my belt with desperate urgency.

"Need you," she breathes against my neck, voice thick with want. "Right fucking now."

Her fingers fumble with the buckle, shaking either from cold or need—probably both. I help her, yanking the leather free. My jeans hit the floor with a heavy thud, belt buckle clanging against the wooden planks. Then my boxers follow, and the cold air hits my heated skin like a shock.

She strips faster than I thought humanly possible, peeling away layers like her life depends on it. Hoodie, thermal shirt, bra—all of it hits the floor in a heap until she's down to bare skin in the frigid air. Her nipples are already hard peaks, whether from arousal or the bite of winter I don't know and don't care.

"Condom?" The word comes out rougher than I intended.

"Pill. Remember?" Her hand wraps around my cock without hesitation, stroking with a firmness that makes my vision blur. "And I need to feel you. All of you. No barriers."

Fuck it feels good.

I lift her, pressing her back against the rough wood wall. She wraps her legs around me, and I position myself at her entrance.

"Ready?"

"God, yes."

I push in slowly, watching her face. She's already wet, tight, perfect. Her head falls back, mouth opening in a silent gasp as I fill her completely.

"Move," she demands.

I do.

Hard. Fast. No finesse, just raw need. The kind of fucking that's all instinct and desperation. She meets every thrust, nails digging into my shoulders, urging me deeper.

"Yes—fuck—just like that—"

The wall creaks with each impact. Her breasts bounce with the rhythm. I drop my head to capture one nipple, sucking hard enough to make her cry out.

"Logan—I'm—"

"Come for me."

She does, clenching around me like a vise, her whole body convulsing as the orgasm tears through her. Her back arches against the wall, pressing her chest harder into mine, and she cries out—raw, uninhibited, beautiful. The sound goes straight to my core.

I feel every pulse, every tremor as she comes apart in my arms. Her nails rake down my back, leaving marks I'll wear like a badge. The way she says my name, breathless and broken, pushes me right over the edge.

I follow seconds later, thrusting deep one final time as the climax rips through me. White-hot pleasure shoots up my spine, and I bury myself as far as I can go, spilling inside her with a groan that sounds like it came from somewhere deeper than my chest. Her name tears from my throat like something primal, something I've been holding back for ten fucking years.

"Reily—"

The word echoes off the cabin walls, mixing with our ragged breathing and the distant sound of wind through the trees.

We stay like that, breathing hard, while the cold air raises goosebumps on our sweat-slicked skin.

"Jesus," she whispers.

"Yeah."

She kisses me soft this time. Gentle. "Take me back inside?"

"Yeah."

I carry her back to the cabin, both of us half-dressed, not giving a damn about anything except getting warm and doing this all over again.

I lower her onto the couch near the dying fire, wrapping a blanket around her shoulders. My hands linger longer than necessary, and she catches them, holding them against her collarbone.

"Logan."

"Let me get the fire going again." I pull away, needing distance. Needing air.

"Don't."

"You're freezing."

"I'm fine." Her voice carries an edge. "Sit with me."

I grab another blanket, draping it over both of us as I settle beside her. The silence stretches, comfortable at first. Then it shifts—becomes weighted with something unspoken.

She breaks it.

"I knew."

I turn my head. "Knew what?"

"That you were the one I wanted." Her  eyes meet mine, unflinching. "Years ago. Before I married Dean. Maybe even that first night I met you."

My chest tightens. "Reily—"

"Let me finish." She shifts, tucking her legs beneath her. "You remember that barbecue? Fourth of July, your place?"

I remember everything about that night. The way she'd laughed at my terrible jokes. How she'd looked in that sundress—white with little blue flowers. The exact shade of her eyes when the fireworks reflected in them.

"Dean introduced us," I say carefully.

"He did. And I spent the entire night watching you instead of him." She traces a pattern on the blanket. "You were different. Quieter than the others, but... present. Like you actually listened when people talked. Dean was loud, charismatic. The life of every party. But you?"

"What about me?"

"You were real." Her fingers find mine beneath the blanket. "No performance. No bullshit. Just... Logan. And I wanted that. Wanted you."

The confession lands like a punch to the solar plexus.

"Then why—"

"Because you were his best friend." She laughs, bitter. "And because you never looked at me the way I looked at you. Or so I thought. Dean pursued me hard after that night. Flowers, late-night calls, grand gestures. I was stupid enough to think persistence meant love."

I shake my head. "You weren't stupid."

"I married the wrong man, Logan. That's pretty fucking stupid."

"He was my brother," I say quietly. "In every way that mattered except blood."

"I know."

"I couldn't—" The words stick in my throat. "Even if I'd wanted to, and Christ knows I did, I couldn't do that to him."

She turns fully to face me now, eyes bright. "Do you think I don't know that? Do you think I didn't see you pulling away every time we were in the same room? The way you'd leave early from dinners, make excuses to avoid trips?"

Guilt twists in my gut. "I was trying to protect—"

"Everyone except yourself." Her hand cups my jaw, forcing me to hold her gaze. "You were loyal to a man who didn't deserve it. Who cheated on me repeatedly. Who made me feel invisible in my own marriage. And still, you stayed away because of some code."

"That code matters."

"I'm not saying it doesn't." Her thumb brushes my cheekbone. "I'm saying it cost us both. Years, Logan. We lost years."

The truth of it burns. How many nights did I lie awake, hating myself for wanting her? How many women did I fuck trying to forget the taste of her name on my tongue?

"I tried to make it work with Dean," she continues. "Really tried. Convinced myself that what I felt for you was just infatuation. That it would fade once we settled into married life."

"Did it?"

"No." The word comes out small but certain. "It got worse. Every time you'd visit, every phone call Dean took from you, every story he'd tell about your deployments together—it all just reminded me that I'd chosen wrong. That I was living the wrong life with the wrong man."

My jaw clenches. "You should've told me."

"What would you have done?" Her eyes search mine. "Honestly. If I'd shown up at your door two years into my marriage and said 'I made a mistake, I want you instead'—what would you have done?"

The question hangs between us. I want to say I would've taken her in my arms. Told Dean to go to hell. Claimed what I'd wanted from the beginning.

But that's a lie.

"I would've sent you home," I admit. "Told you to work it out. That you made vows."

"Exactly." She doesn't look hurt. Just resigned. "Because you're loyal to a fault, Logan Carter. It's one of the things I love about you. And one of the things that's kept us apart."

Love. Present tense.

My heart hammers against my ribs. "Reily—"

"He was your brother in arms," she says, echoing my earlier thought. "I understand that bond. I do. But Logan?" She leans closer, her breath warm against my lips. "I was fire. I was gravity. And you felt it too, even if you'd never admit it."

I close my eyes. She's right. She's always been right.

"Every deployment," I confess, "I'd think about you. Wonder if you were happy. If he was treating you right." My voice drops. "If you ever thought about me."

"Every day." Her forehead rests against mine. "Every single day."

The admission breaks something in me. Some last wall I'd been maintaining.

"I wanted to kill him," I say roughly. "When I found out about the cheating. First time, second time, every goddamn time after. Not because he was breaking his vows. Because he had you and he was too fucking stupid to see what that meant."

Her breath catches.

"You were never the mistake, Reily. Marrying him was. But wanting you?" I open my eyes, meeting her gaze. "That was never wrong. That was the only thing that ever made sense."

She kisses me then—slow, deep, devastating.

When we break apart, she whispers, "What do we do now?"

"Now?" I pull her against my chest, tucking her head beneath my chin. "Now we stop running."

I don't let her pull away. My hand slides into her hair, gripping gently, and I kiss her again—harder this time. No more restraint. No more boundaries between what I want and what I can have.

She makes a sound low in her throat, pressing closer.

I stand, pulling her up with me. The blanket falls away. She's still wearing my hoodie, nothing else, and the sight of her bare legs makes my blood run hot.

"Logan—"

"All those years," I say, walking her backward toward the bed. "Every night I lay awake thinking about you. You have any idea what that does to a man?"

Her eyes darken. "Tell me."

"No." I lift the hoodie over her head, dropping it to the floor. "I'll show you."

She's naked beneath, pale skin flushed from the fire. I take my time looking—committing every inch to memory. The curve of her breasts, the slope of her waist, the way her thighs press together as I study her.

"Beautiful," I murmur. "Christ, Reily. You're—"

She reaches for my thermal, tugging it up. I help her, pulling it off and tossing it aside. Her hands spread across my chest, tracing old scars, the outline of muscle.

"I used to imagine this," she admits. "What you'd look like. How you'd feel."

"And?"

"Better." Her nails rake down my abs. "So much better than I pictured."

I catch her wrist, bringing her hand to my mouth. Kiss her palm, her wrist, the tender skin of her inner forearm. She shivers.

"What else did you imagine?"

"Everything." The word comes out breathless. "Your hands on me. Your mouth. The weight of you."

I back her onto the bed, following her down. She opens for me instinctively, legs spreading, and I settle between her thighs. But I don't rush. Not this time.

This is every fantasy I've ever had, and I'm going to savor it.

I start with her mouth—deep, claiming kisses that make her arch beneath me. Then her jaw, her throat, the hollow at the base of her neck where her pulse hammers wild.

"Logan—"

"Patience."

I work my way down. Her collarbone, the upper swell of her breast. I take one nipple in my mouth, sucking until she gasps, her fingers threading through my hair.

"Please—"

"Not yet."

The other breast gets the same attention. I mark her with my teeth, gentle but possessive, and she writhes beneath me.

Lower. Kissing the soft skin of her belly, the indent of her hip. She's trembling now, thighs falling wider.

"Every deployment," I say against her skin. "I'd think about tasting you. About making you come on my tongue."

"God—"

I spread her open with my thumbs, and she's already wet. Glistening. The sight nearly undoes me.

But I take my time.

First kiss is feather-light—just the barest brush of my lips. She jerks, hips lifting.

"Logan, please—"

I lick into her slowly, thoroughly, learning what makes her breath catch. What makes her thighs clench around my head. She tastes perfect—salt and heat and everything I've craved.

When I find the rhythm that has her moaning my name, I don't change it. Just work her steadily, relentlessly, until her hands fist in the sheets and her back bows off the bed.

"I can't—I'm—"

"Let go."

She breaks with a cry, pulsing against my mouth. I don't stop until she's gasping, oversensitive, pushing at my shoulders.

I kiss my way back up her body, settling my weight over her. She's flushed, eyes glazed, and I've never seen anything more perfect.

"Turn over."

Her eyes focus on mine. Something passes between us—understanding, surrender.

She rolls onto her stomach, then rises to her hands and knees.

The view nearly kills me. The curve of her spine, the swell of her ass, the way she's still wet and ready.

I run my hand down her back, feeling her shiver. "You know how many times I imagined you like this?"

"How many?"

"Too many to count." I grip her hip with one hand, guiding myself to her entrance with the other. "Every time I was with someone else, this is what I pictured."

"Then stop picturing." She looks back at me over her shoulder, eyes burning. "Take what you want."

I push inside slowly, inch by inch, watching her take me. She's tight, perfect, and the feeling of her wrapped around me blanks my mind.

"Fuck," I breathe.

She pushes back, taking me deeper. "Don't hold back. Not anymore."

Something snaps.

I grip both her hips, pulling her back as I thrust forward. She cries out, head dropping.

"This what you want?" I pull almost all the way out, then slam back in. "All of it?"

"Yes—God, yes—"

I set a hard rhythm, watching where we're joined, the way her body accepts mine. It's raw, primal, everything I've denied myself for years.

She reaches back, her hand covering mine on her hip.

"Yours," she gasps between thrusts. "I'm yours."

The words undo me.

I lean forward, covering her body with mine, one arm wrapping around her waist to hold her steady as I drive into her harder. My other hand tangles in her hair, turning her head so I can kiss her—messy, desperate.

"Say it again."

"Yours," she moans against my mouth. "Only yours."

I feel her tighten around me, another orgasm building. I reach between her legs, finding her clit, and she detonates.

The squeeze of her coming pulls me over with her. I bury myself deep, spilling inside her with a groan that tears from my chest.

We collapse together, breathing hard. I pull her against me, still inside her, unwilling to separate.

"Worth the wait?" she whispers.

I kiss her shoulder. "Every goddamn second."

* * *

Morning light cuts through the gaps in the curtains, sharper than yesterday. Different.

I wake first. Reily's curled against me, her back to my chest, my arm draped over her waist. Her breathing's slow and even. Peaceful.

Outside, I hear it—the steady drip of water off the eaves. The groan of weighted branches releasing snow.

The thaw.

I don't move. Don't want to wake her. Don't want this moment to end.

But reality doesn't wait for permission.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. I reach for it carefully, trying not to disturb her.

Text from Marcus: Roads clearing. Plow came through. You good?

Another from the retreat coordinator: All-clear for tomorrow. See you then.

I stare at the screen.

The world's opening back up. The cocoon we've been in for the past two days—it's dissolving.

Reily stirs, turning in my arms. Her eyes open, still drowsy, and she smiles.

"Morning."

"Morning."

She stretches against me, lazy and content. "What time is it?"

"Almost nine."

"Mm. We should probably get up."

"Probably."

Neither of us moves.

Then she notices my face. The phone still in my hand.

"What's wrong?"

"Roads are clearing."

The words hang between us.

She sits up slowly, pulling the sheet around herself. "Oh."

I watch her process it. The end of the storm means the end of this. Back to separate lives. Back to being people who shouldn't have done what we did.

"So you'll leave." Her voice is neutral, but I hear the edge underneath.

"I've got the retreat tomorrow."

"Right."

She slides out of bed, wrapping herself in my hoodie again. Moves to the window, looking out at the world returning to normal.

"Reily—"

"It's fine." She doesn't turn around. "We knew this wasn't... I mean, it was just the storm. Being trapped here. It doesn't have to mean anything."

Every word lands like a punch.

"That what you think this was?"

She finally looks at me. "Wasn't it?"

I get out of bed, crossing to her. "You tell me."

Her jaw tightens. "You're the one checking your messages. Planning your exit."

"I'm reading a text. Not planning anything."

"Then what are you doing, Logan?" Her eyes flash. "Because I can't—I won't do this halfway. I've already spent years being someone's afterthought."

"You think you're an afterthought to me?"

"I don't know what I am." She turns back to the window. "We never talked about what happens when the door opens."

She's right. We'd been so focused on finally having what we wanted, we never looked past it.

I step behind her, close enough to feel her warmth. "You want to know what I'm thinking?"

She nods, silent.

"I'm thinking I should leave. Go to the retreat. Keep my life simple. Uncomplicated."

Her shoulders tense.

"I'm thinking that's the smart play. The right one."

"Okay." Her voice is barely audible.

"I'm also thinking I don't give a damn about smart."

She turns, eyes searching mine.

"I'm not ready for this to end," I say. "Not even close."

"The retreat—"

"Can wait. Or I can skip it. I've got phone numbers. They'll understand."

"Logan, you can't just—"

"I can. And I will. If you want me to."

She blinks. "You'd stay?"

"If you're asking."

"I'm not asking for you to give up—"

"You're not asking for anything. That's the problem." I cup her face, making her meet my eyes. "So I'm asking you. Do you want me to stay?"

The question sits between us. Heavy. Loaded.

"I'm staying another week," she says finally. "Maybe two. I need time to figure things out. What I'm doing. Where I'm going."

"Alone?"

"I thought I would be." She touches my chest, palm flat over my heartbeat. "But if you stayed... I wouldn't mind the company."

"Just company?"

A smile ghosts across her lips. "We could start there. See what happens."

It's not a declaration. Not a promise. But it's real. Honest.

And it's enough.

"I'll call Marcus. Tell him I'm taking some personal time."

"You're sure?"

"I've been sure about you for ten years. This is the easy part."

She kisses me then—soft, slow, different from last night's urgency. This one tastes like possibility.

When she pulls back, there's worry in her eyes. "What about Dean?"

"What about him?"

"He'll find out eventually. That we're—" She gestures between us.

"Let him."

"Logan—"

"He lost you. That's on him." I tuck her hair behind her ear. "And he lost me a long time before that. The moment he stopped appreciating what he had."

"People will talk."

"Let them."

"They'll say—"

"I don't care what they say." I mean it. "You were never his. Not really. You were just waiting for someone who saw you."

Her breath catches. "And you see me?"

"Every goddamn detail."

She leans into me, forehead against my chest. I hold her there, feeling the last of her walls crumble.

"Stay," she whispers.

"Already decided."

She looks up, eyes bright. "What happens after the week?"

"We figure it out. Together."

"That simple?"

"Probably complicated as hell." I kiss her temple. "But yeah. That simple."

She smiles—real, radiant. The kind of smile that makes everything else worth it.

Outside, the snow keeps melting. The world keeps turning.

And I don't give a damn.

I didn't care if it was wrong. I was already hers.

“Let me show you another type of simple,” she says and fiddle her hair in a rough ponytail before she slowly descends before me releasing my rock-hard erection.

Yes, I don’t give a damn.  __________________________________________________________________________
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