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      At twenty years old Lake Heart was inexperienced in all things male related, but that didn’t stop her from wanting Reese, a man who had his heart locked down.

      He was a decade older than her, ex-military, powerful, and he made her feel wholly feminine.

      It was also a little forbidden to be together, a little wrong, but he wanted her just as desperately as she did him.

      Reese shouldn’t have wanted Lake, not in any sense of the word. Being with her would look bad, be seen as inappropriate. Not to mention he didn’t need to get involved with anyone, not when he’d put his divorce behind him and was carving out a new life for himself.

      But that didn’t stop him from watching her, from being a lewd voyeur where she was concerned. He couldn’t stop himself and didn’t care enough to try.

      And telling himself not to make Lake his was easier said than done. He found himself not caring about the repercussions claiming Lake would have, especially when she wanted him as much as he wanted her.

      But would one night of pleasure ruin a future they could have together?

      

      Note: This story was previously published under the same title. It’s been re-covered and re-edited, but the story itself is the same. This would not be considered a safe read.
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      “I swear she’s marrying him because of his money.”

      At eighteen, Lake was too old to be eavesdropping, but she couldn’t help listening to Ginny, her stepmother, speak on the phone. Then again, she loved the gossip, and Ginny loved to talk, especially when it concerned Ginny’s older brother, Reese Jordan, and his soon-to-be wife.

      “No, I’m not telling him that. God, he’s my brother, not my son. If Reese wants to get strapped down with a money-hungry wench, then that’s on him,” Ginny said, and the scent of nail polish came through the crack in the door. “He’s lonely. That’s the only reason he’s strapping himself with the bitch.”

      Lake pushed the door open another inch and saw her stepmother, a woman no more than ten years older than Lake herself, sitting on the bed painting her toenails. The woman was built like a svelte swimsuit model, and Lake grew annoyed that Ginny was gossiping about her brother when Lake knew Ginny had partially married Lake’s father because of his money.

      “You’re such a snoop.” The deep voice came from behind her.

      Lake stood, straightened her back, and turned to face her dad. Calvin Heart, one of the leading attorneys in Denver, Colorado, and her father, looked at her with a disapproving scowl. In his early forties, he was the epitome of what a good man should be like. She looked up to him, and he was her role model.

      After her mother passed away when Lake was twelve, she and her dad had become closer. They had to just to get through the grief. That had been six years ago, and her father had remarried, which wasn’t a bad thing. Lake wanted him to be happy, and although he’d been married only a short time to Ginny, she knew his sometimes superficial new wife gave him the comfort he needed and deserved. As long as Ginny treated her father right, then Lake was happy with her.

      Lake pushed past her dad without saying anything and went into her room. Her father shut the door behind him and crossed his arms over his chest. He’d just come from working out, which was clear by his clothes and the sweat dampening his hair.

      “What?” Lake said, not wanting to have to explain why she’d been listening to Ginny or hear a lecture on why it was wrong. When her father didn’t say anything, she breathed out and took her glasses off. Compared to Ginny, Lake was a chunky Plain Jane. She’d been called cute, but when a hot guy at school called a girl “cute,” it certainly didn’t mean he was ready to do anything with her. Hell, she’d been called sweet and smart, but had an excess of baby fat.

      “Why are you listening to Ginny’s conversation?”

      “I wasn’t.” Her father scowled, and she shrugged. “Okay, I was, but I didn’t set out to listen to her bitching.”

      “Lake,” her father said in that parental voice. “I’m serious. I’ve told you not to listen to other people’s conversations. You’re too old for me to have to be telling you this.”

      “I walked by, heard her bitching about Reese, and well, I was curious. And you act like I listen to people all the time. This is only the second time I’ve overheard Ginny talking.”

      “That’s one too many times, Lake.”

      Lake stood, went over to her dresser, and started grabbing stacks of clothes that she’d folded the night before for the weekend trip everyone was taking for Reese’s wedding. “Maybe if she wasn’t on the phone constantly, gossiping and bitching about everything under the sun, I wouldn’t be in the position to listen to what she says.”

      Her father just scowled harder. He went over to her bed and sat down, patted the seat beside him, and waited until she moved closer before he started talking. “Ever since I married Ginny, you seem upset. You don’t like her,” he stated without phrasing it as a question.

      “I like her just fine, Dad.”

      “She’ll never be your mother, Lake, and she isn’t trying to replace her.”

      Okay, this conversation was going down a road she didn’t want to take. Exhaling roughly, Lake looked at her door and heard Ginny laughing loudly. “First off, I would never think she was trying to replace Mom. But it’s hard to take her seriously, and hard to see her as some kind of adult figure in my life with the way she acts and the fact she’s only twenty-eight.” She stared at her father, saw that he was motionless, and didn’t even blink after she spoke.

      “I love her, Lake.”

      “I know, and I’m glad she makes you happy. I want you to be happy.” Why were they even talking about this? “Weren’t we talking about my eavesdropping? How did we get on this subject?” Which, if she was being honest, was a subject she wanted to be done with.

      “Okay, subject change then,” her father said. “Are you excited about the weekend?”

      She shook her head. “Not really. Going to a wedding that lasts all weekend, for a man I’ve never even met, is a little awkward.” She’d never minced her words, never held anything back with her dad. They had that kind of relationship where she could tell him everything, anything, and he’d always be there for her.

      “I know, but I want to say thanks for sucking it up,” her dad said sincerely. “I know this last year has been weird and tense, what with me marrying Ginny, you graduating and waiting for those colleges you applied for to contact you, but I want you to know that you’re strong. You’ve always been strong. Even after your mom died you kept it together.” He smiled softly.

      “You were, too, Dad. You’re strong, and I’m happy for you. I’ll try and do better with the whole listening on Ginny’s conversations thing.” She gritted her teeth after she said that, because seriously, two times of overhearing Ginny talking didn’t constitute as actively eavesdropping, not in Lake’s eyes at least.

      “This weekend will be great. You won’t have to worry about school, and hey, maybe you’ll even meet a nice boy to hang out with while up there.” He started chuckling when she rolled her eyes. Yeah, like she really had issues with controlling herself around guys.

      He stood and gave her one more smile before leaving her alone in her room. He’d cracked the door open, and she heard him and Ginny talking. She did like her stepmother, but it was still strange, even a year later. Lake got up and finished packing, knowing that things would work out. They always did. Did she miss her mother even all these years later?

      Of course. There were even times Lake could picture her mom coming into her room as if no time had passed, as if no tragedy had struck. And it was those times that she clung on to, that she held close.

      Maybe she would find a guy up there, one she could finally just let loose with? There would be people she didn’t know at this wedding, people that didn’t know what a nerd she was in school. She could be anyone, could make herself act like one of those girls that knew what they were doing around a guy.

      Hell, that put a little extra bounce in her step as she finished packing and had her thinking about exactly the kind of trouble she could get into by being someone else for the weekend.
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      They’d driven two hours south to Colorado Springs for the wedding. It was a beautiful day, and there were about a hundred people in attendance. It was ninety-eight more people than Lake knew.

      It was an outdoor wedding, and Lake sat toward the front with her father. The bridesmaids were just now walking down the aisle, Ginny one of them. Although she knew Ginny and the bride weren’t close, Ginny had still been made a bridesmaid, probably for the sole reason that she was the groom’s sister.

      Lake looked over at her father, saw the smile on his face as he stared at Ginny, and knew he was probably thinking about their wedding day. Her dad loved Ginny, and Lake knew that she had to make a better effort to be close to her stepmother.

      But even thinking about Ginny as a stepmother was weird. Pushing all of that to the back of her mind, Lake looked to the side when she saw movement. The groom and groomsmen were coming toward the altar. Once at the altar, the groom stood beside the pastor, and she took in the sight of him.

      She’d never met Reese, not even when her father and Ginny had gotten married. He’d been overseas in the military, but other than that, she didn’t know much about the man. But as she stared at him, taking in his imposing height, she saw that even with the tux on, he had an impressive, muscular body.

      His short dark hair was slightly disheveled—not as though he didn’t care about his appearance, but in a way that was stylish.

      And then he grinned, and everyone turned in their seats as the bridal song started playing.

      Everyone stood, faced the bride, and of course she was gorgeous. She had long blond hair that was curled and put into some kind of side twist and a dress that molded to her perfect body. She was smiling, but she wasn’t looking at the groom, which Lake would have assumed would be her first reaction, like an instinct.

      Instead she was looking at everyone in the audience, smiling brightly, even posing for the cameras.

      Lake looked at the groom again, saw that he was standing straight, his attention focused on the bride. Once the bride was at the altar and handed off by her father to Reese, everyone took their seats. For the next twenty minutes they sat there, listened to the vows being taken, and watched the rings being exchanged.

      It was a nice ceremony, but a part of her, a part that she felt extremely uncomfortable with, kept staring at Reese, wondering why she couldn’t find a guy like that. He seemed so devoted to the bride, so enamored with her.

      Once the ceremony was over, Lake sat there, ready to drink, ready to meet someone, and ready to pretend she was someone who didn’t have the reputation of being the geeky virgin that had no friends.
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        * * *

      

      Lake had no clue how long she’d been standing on the deck overlooking the mountains, or how many shots of liquor she’d snuck.

      Her father was too busy dancing with Ginny to notice that Lake had been slowly getting drunk, and everyone else that had seen her didn’t know who she was or that she was only eighteen.

      But it had also been easy to grab the drinks when she’d met a guy that was clearly twenty-one and willing to bring her shots.

      Looking over her shoulder, she stared at him as he got them another round. She felt bad because she didn’t even know if his name was Alex or Alan, but that was mainly because she was getting too wasted to wrap her mind around anything. Turning back toward the mountains, she grabbed the glass of water she’d snagged before walking out here and stared at the scenery.

      Although the sun was setting, and the lights from the country club they were at were intensely bright, the view was spectacular.

      The sun was dipping below the horizon, painting the sky pinks and oranges, and when she closed her eyes, she wished she could stay in this moment for a little longer before reality came crashing back.

      “You’re Lake, right?” The deep voice came from behind her, and she opened her eyes and looked over her shoulder. It was the groom, Reese, holding a bottle of beer, his tie loosened, his white tux shirt undone at the collar, and his dark hair even more wild.

      “I am. You’re Ginny’s brother?” She knew this, of course, and although she had phrased it as a question, she mainly asked it to not have dead air between them.

      “I am,” he said and smiled, walked toward her, and leaned on the stone banister. For several seconds they just stood there, her drinking her water, him nursing his beer.

      “Pretty wild to know that your life has changed, and although you expected it, anticipated it, it doesn’t quite seem real.” He looked at her then, and she saw him out of the corner of her eye. Turning and facing him, he looked very thoughtful as if maybe he’d had too much to drink and was trying to be philosophical. But she had a feeling he wasn’t drunk, not at all, and that he didn’t have to try to be thoughtful or philosophical. “Know what I mean?”

      She nodded. “I do, actually.” She thought about her mom, turned back to the mountain scene, and wished that she’d had more time with her. She wished a lot of things, but wishing didn’t make anything different, and didn’t change reality.

      He turned and looked at the mountains, and the silence that stretched between them was nice, comfortable.

      “Well, I’ll leave you to it,” he said and chuckled to himself. “But I look forward to seeing more of you guys since we’re moving closer to you all.” He stood to his full height, and she realized he had to be at least a foot taller than her five foot four. “Try not to drink so much,” he said softly this time. “I don’t want your old man getting mad at me because I didn’t stop you from making use of the open bar.” He smiled again and turned to leave her just as Alex/Alan showed up with another drink.

      He handed her the shot. She took it and looked at it, but set it aside.

      Looking at Reese again, she saw him pull his wife into an embrace, but the woman pushed him off, laughed a little tightly, and turned to finish speaking with the man she’d been talking with. Reese looked annoyed but went over to the bar for another drink.

      “So how about we take this party to my hotel room?” Alex/Alan said, but by this point Lake had her thoughts on the past, and that made for one major situation changer, as in it was like she’d been doused with cold water.

      She should have said no, but she was tired of always playing it safe. This was her chance to be wild, to just let go and not have to worry about what anyone thought or said. She was certainly feeling the buzz of the alcohol enough to not care.

      “Lead the way,” she said softly, and by the expression on his face it was clear he thought she’d turn him down, not agree to go have a one-night stand with him.

      She followed him out of the reception hall, feeling like, although this was foolish, she wanted to be someone else, even if for only one night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun was hot, like so damn hot it was almost unbearable for Lake to sit out by the pool. But she was in desperate need of a tan, because looking at her almost luminescent white skin any longer was going to be the death of her.

      Yeah, a little overdramatic, but wearing skirts that showed off her legs, which were as white as the paper she wrote her notes on, was not attractive to her in any sense.

      She pulled her sunglasses down and saw Ginny and her father in the pool. Her dad had Ginny in his arms, and the way the other woman giggled told her that whatever her dad was saying was not something Lake wanted to hear anyway.

      “You guys want something to drink?” Lake yelled out.

      “Yeah, thanks, sweetheart,” her father replied, but didn’t turn to look at her.

      Lake got up, grabbed her cover-up, and slipped it on. In the last several months she’d lost a little bit of weight, not because she saw herself as fat, but she couldn’t deny the more active lifestyle made her feel healthier. She wished she had better self-confidence, but in a society where looks and being perfect were thrown in your face, it was hard not to let it sink in and shape how you saw yourself.

      But she was working on not caring.

      Lake would never be a Ginny size two, and that was okay with her. She had her mother’s form, a curvy size that made Lake happy that she looked a lot like her mom.

      Stepping into the house, she made her way through the living room and stopped when she saw her reflection in the large mirror hanging across from her. The cover-up she wore was sheer, so it still showed off the fact she wore a tankini underneath.

      She had her glasses off and a pair of contacts in, and her long dark hair was in a messy bun.

      Even through the cover-up she saw her shoulders were turning red, and her cheeks were becoming the same shade.

      Turning away from her reflection she went into the kitchen, grabbed three bottles of water, and just as she was about to head back out to the pool she heard arguing. It was low, but definitely heated, and the woman currently bitching out the guy sounded extremely familiar.

      Moving toward the kitchen window, Lake leaned forward and saw Reese and his wife Brittany standing by the front door. His wife looked pissed, so mad that her face was red, and she had her hands in tight fists by her sides.

      “I hate coming here, hate pretending like your sister isn’t a bitch, and that I give a shit about the other two.”

      That had Lake’s head cocking back and shock filling her. Brittany had been nice enough whenever she’d seen her over the last few months since they’d moved close to them after the wedding, so hearing Brittany say she didn’t like them was a surprise. It also pissed Lake off.

      “Stop talking like that, Brittany,” Reese said in a low, but hard voice. He sounded angry and looked annoyed as well, but he stayed still, wasn’t flushed from his annoyance, and kept collected.

      “The only reason I’m even here is because you all but demanded it. I had plans tonight, Reese, plans that didn’t revolve around hanging out with your family.”

      “I didn’t fucking demand. I asked my wife to come with me today. They’re your family, too, Brittany. Once you married me they became that,” he said, harder this time. “I’m not fucking arguing about this with you, and you know what?” He pointed to the car. “If you don’t want to stay then just go. I’m not going to try and make you stay.”

      And then he turned from her and headed to the front door. Brittany stared at his back, glared at him, and, surprising Lake even more, turned and headed to the car. She got in and a second later drove off.

      Lake leaned over the sink even more and saw Reese standing at the front door, his head hanging low, his eyes closed, and his jaw clenched.

      She swallowed, feeling empathy for the man instantly.

      Leaning back and blinking, she tried to process what she’d just seen. The doorbell rang, breaking her thoughts, and she left the kitchen and headed for the front door. The glass covering the front panel of the door showed her the outline of Reese, but the flows, stained coloring, and blurriness of the decorative glass made it impossible to make out his actual appearance.

      Opening the door, she stared at him and saw the way he smiled, but how it was tight, forced.

      “Hey, Lake,” he said. She stepped to the side, allowing him in, and smiled herself.

      “Brittany had something come up and won’t make it today,” he said, but she didn’t mention how she’d heard them fighting, or knew the real reason Brittany had left.

      “Everyone’s out back,” she said, deciding that it wasn’t her place to say anything.

      “Here, let me help you,” Reese said, grabbed the bottles of water, and gave her one more smile. He walked away, and she stood there, conflicted over what had just happened, and the fact he was trying so hard to pretend things were okay. But Lake knew this wasn’t her concern or business, and she also knew she’d keep her mouth shut.

      She contemplated going back outside, but when she made her way toward the back door, she saw Reese standing by the pool, his shirt already off and his head lowered as he spoke to Ginny, a wave of emotion filled her. She knew him, of course, and had gotten more acquainted with him as the months passed, but she felt bad for the man that had just gotten married less than six months before and already had to deal with a wife like that.

      A part of her had wanted to go out there and tell Brittany that respect worked both ways, but again, it wasn’t her place, wasn’t her business, and she’d mind her own, especially concerning something like this.
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        Eighteen months later

      

      

      “She’s a bitch, that’s what she is.”

      Hearing Ginny speaking with someone in the kitchen, Lake threw her bag on the couch and walked in, ignoring her stepmother as she grabbed a bottle of water.”

      “Well, they’re coming over for dinner, so I’ll let you know how that goes.”

      Lake minded her own business and went over to the kitchen table. She had a lot of homework to get started on, as well as an exam to study for. Over the last couple of years she’d been attending the local college in her city, working toward her business degree so she could someday help her father in his office.

      Although he’d said he’d like her to practice law, follow in his footsteps and all of that, the truth was legal stuff didn’t interest her in that way. Helping him manage his paperwork, his employees, and set up other things that would help his office run smoothly was far more interesting to her.

      But she had another two years to go before she was finished with her bachelor’s degree and could even think about working at his office.

      Ginny got off the phone and sat down on the seat across from her. “I swear...” she said almost to herself.

      Lake looked up from her yogurt. Ginny and she had become closer, but to Lake Ginny was more of an older sister than a role model. Ginny was interested in shopping, tanning by the pool, and having friends over on the weekends for partying.

      But despite the fact Lake kind of thought Ginny was a little too outgoing and sometimes immature for her age, she was nice and thoughtful of others, and made her father happy.

      “Everything okay?” Lake asked more out of courtesy than actual interest. Knowing Ginny and her friends, it was probably something that was superficial and had nothing to do with a real issue.

      “Reese and Brittany,” Ginny said.

      The sound of Ginny’s older brother’s name had Lake sitting up straighter. Over the last two years since Reese and his wife had moved to the same city, she’d learned more about the man who now only lived twenty minutes from away. He often came over and helped her with studying because Ginny got too confused on the coursework and her father had been working.

      But even during those rare occurrences where Reese had come over strictly to help Lake, all she could sense was this deep unhappiness within him.

      Since that first time she’d seen him and Brittany arguing, and then Brittany storming off, leaving him alone, Lake had hoped he’d be able to find happiness in some way. He was intelligent, had a military background, but had since gotten an honorable discharge, and he was insanely attractive.

      Of course she thought he was gorgeous, because anyone who could see would have noticed that, but it wasn’t that she was after a married man. God, that’s the furthest from my mind. It was just that he was a genuinely nice man and deserved a good life.

      Brittany had rarely come over after that time they’d fought and Lake had seen, but Lake had never uttered a word about what she’d witnessed, or asked Reese about it. Of course she’d been curious and had wanted to ask him about how things were, but she smiled, never brought it up, and focused on her studies.

      Ginny breathed out, leaned back in her seat, and stared at Lake. Ginny wore this obscenely low-cut tank, her cleavage massive, thanks to the breast implants she’d gotten last year. “I swear, I don’t know why she even married my brother.”

      Lake didn’t comment and just ate her yogurt, although she’d wondered the same thing.

      “She doesn’t treat him right. He’s a good guy, treats her like a princess, but all she thinks about is herself.” Ginny tossed her hair over her shoulder. “She doesn’t even want to see us.”

      “You asked him about that?” Lake asked, and then cursed internally for even bringing that up.

      “Of course I did, although I knew she wasn’t good for him when I first met her before they got married. She’s way too conceited, and because he has a large bank account thanks to the trust from our parents, she got her claws right into him. Thank God I know he got a pre-nup.”

      “I’m sure she loves him.”

      Ginny snorted and shook her head. She stared at Lake for a moment. “Let me ask you if, when you first met me, you thought I wanted your dad partly because he had money.”

      Lake swallowed the yogurt in her mouth. “Honestly? Of course.”

      “Sure, but it was a small part.” Ginny had always acted younger than she actually was, and that had been an annoying trait that Lake noticed right away. But then she’d realized Ginny had her own money from the trust fund her parents left her, and that her father and Ginny really did love each other. “But then I understood that you were a good person and would treat my dad the way he deserved to be treated.”

      Ginny smiled softly, reached out, and patted Lake on the hand. “And I do love your dad, so much, Lake.”

      Oh man, this was getting into a conversation that was too heavy with emotions. Lake didn’t want to go down this road. She didn’t want to have to get all sentimental. That always led to her thinking about her mom and sadness engulfing her, even all these years later.

      “Well, now I have to go make dinner for Reese and Brittany, because apparently they have some news to share.” Ginny stood. “I just hope she isn’t pregnant, because I don’t think she deserves to have Reese’s baby.”

      Lake didn’t know what to say, even if she would have said anything.

      “So how about you help me make dinner for your uncle,” Ginny said and grinned, a teasing note in her voice.

      Lake groaned. “Please don’t call him that.” She stood up and walked toward the trash to toss her yogurt cup away.

      “I’m only teasing, but it’s true, you know,” Ginny said and started grabbing a few packs of meat out of the freezer. “I mean technically Reese is your uncle.”

      “Step-uncle, and I emphasize the step part,” Lake said, but she smiled. She was glad she was at a good place in her life with Ginny.

      She wasn’t her mother, and didn’t act like it, but having her around did make Lake feel better.
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      “I don’t think me going will help anything, Reese,” Brittany said as she packed the last of her bag. She was going to stay with her sister in San Antonio for the week. Things with them had been rocky since they’d said their vows, and how shitty was that?

      Reese sat on the edge of their bed, his forearms on his thighs, and the need to just give up on all of this, to just forget about Brittany and this marriage, was strong inside of him. He was tired of trying, tired of this marriage.

      He’d been trying for the last two years to make this work, to make Brittany happy, but nothing he did seemed to please her. Aside from her spending his money, she was content living her own life. She didn’t even want to discuss children.

      “Brittany, I just think it is the respectful thing to do to tell everyone we’re getting a divorce together.”

      She didn’t even look at him as she held a dress to her body and stared at her reflection in the mirror hanging on the back of the door. “I don’t think telling your family that we are splitting up will be beneficial.” She turned around and faced him. “This has been a losing battle, Reese.”

      “Because you’ve made it that way. Ever since the honeymoon you’ve kept your distance—that is, until you needed money from me.”

      She tossed her dress on the chair beside the mirror and glared at him. As she crossed her arms over her chest, they stared at each other, neither speaking for several seconds. “That’s a shitty thing to say, Reese.”

      But it’s the truth.

      He didn’t say that out loud, though, didn’t bother even trying to tell her the interest she had for him had been about his money and sex, but he’d been too fucking stupid and thought he was in love to see through the bullshit. “Listen,” he said and scrubbed a hand over his face. “I’d like for you to come, but it’s clear you’re too interested in packing. I guess I’ve just been too optimistic this whole time, Brittany.”

      She sighed, dropped her hands to her sides, and walked over to him. She sat on the edge of the bed, and for the next several seconds they just sat there. “I really am sorry it didn’t work out, but this has just been too hard, Reese.”

      “That’s because you didn’t try, Brittany.”

      “Reese, you want things I don’t. And let’s be honest, we got married far too quickly.”

      He’d thought he’d loved her, even after six months of dating. And when she’d said “yes,” he thought his life would finally be good, normal even. But this shit was too stressful, too consuming. She didn’t want him anymore, and if he was being honest he was just too tired of this situation to want her anymore either.

      He didn’t deserve to be alone, and at thirty-five he wasn’t getting any younger. He wanted this life to be memorable. He wanted a family, and he knew that trying to work this out was a lost cause. They didn’t love each other, and staying together, or trying to stay together, was only for convenience.

      “I think it’s safe to say that we’re done here,” she said, and he only nodded.

      Yeah, he’d known that for a while, but like a fucking chump he’d tried to go longer.

      She stood, walked over to her suitcase, and finished packing. He didn’t stay to watch, knowing that the week she was spending at her sister’s in Texas would probably be permanent, but he was okay with that.

      “Oh, and Reese?” she called out.

      He braced his hand on the door and turned and looked at her over his shoulder. He felt his annoyance with her indifferent attitude with her uncaring demeanor.

      “I’ve already spoken to my lawyer, so you’ll be getting the papers in the mail about the divorce.”

      He clenched his jaw. “Saves me time and hassle.”

      She flared her nostrils and widened her eyes after he spoke. Of course she’d have all this planned out, probably even had something in the divorce paperwork about alimony. But fuck that, because if she was smart she’d remember they’d signed that pre-nup.

      At least he’d been smart about that. But knowing her, she’d try to get money from him regardless. That she’d look for a loophole pissed him off, even if right now it was just a hypothetical situation.

      No, not hypothetical. She’s a bitch when it comes to money, and you know she thinks your money is hers as well.

      She didn’t want to make this work, never had if he was being honest. He’d be dammed if he gave her anything of his. She didn’t want him, and that included his money.
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        * * *

      

      Reese sat on the back porch, the pool lit up, and the night already fallen. He’d just finished dinner with Ginny and her family, and although telling them that things were over with Brittany hadn’t really been such a hardship, seeing the look of sympathy on his sister’s face made this all the worse.

      Of course she’d never told him she didn’t like Brittany, or that he shouldn’t have married her, but he knew his sister well enough to know from her body language that she’d felt that way.

      “You okay?” Ginny said through the open patio doors. He turned in his seat and stared at her. She brought out two more beers, handed them over, and sat on the seat next to him, staring at the water.

      “Surprisingly I feel good, better than I have in far too long.” And that was the truth. He had been fighting so long to keep Brittany, to try to make it better, that finally just giving up and accepting that they were going nowhere made him feel free, unchained even.

      “I’m really sorry about things going down with Brittany,” she said.

      He nodded, looked down at the bottle he held, and knew that things happened for a reason. “Thank you, but I know it’s for the best. Being with her wouldn’t have gone anywhere.” He tipped his beer back and drank a long pull from the bottle.

      She didn’t respond, but he welcomed the silence. He didn’t want to talk about Brittany. He’d spent too much time worrying about her, trying to make things work, that talking about it now, when things were over, seemed redundant.

      “I’m here for you, Reese, you know that.”

      He looked at his younger sister. She’d always been more on the self-absorbed side, more conceited when they were growing up. Of course she hadn’t drastically changed, but deep down she was a good person, and right now proved that. He could see the sincerity in her expression and knew she was genuine at heart.

      “I know,” he said and smiled. She reached out and wrapped her arm around his neck, pulling him in for a hug, and he just absorbed her compassion. They’d never been extremely close, but right now it felt like nothing separated their sibling bond. She pulled away and smiled, and he saw the pain in her face.

      “I’ll be inside if you need anything.” She stood, and he turned to watch her leave, wondering what he’d be feeling right now if he didn’t have support on his side. Yeah, he didn’t care much on the love and emotion end if Brittany wanted to say forget about the marriage, but that didn’t mean the two years he’d spent with her had meant nothing to him.

      He saw Lake standing by the door, and when she moved back to let Ginny in, he saw for the first time, or maybe just now noticed, that Lake wasn’t a little girl anymore. Although when he’d first met her, when she a teenager, she had been old enough to know how the world could screw over a person.

      She might even know that more than the average person because of the loss she’d experienced. And although she was all of twenty, she looked older now, had this air of maturity to her.

      She moved away from the door, shut it behind her, and walked toward him.

      “Can I take a seat?” she asked and pointed to the seat Ginny had been sitting in.

      “Sure.” He leaned back on the patio chair and propped his legs up, staring at the sky. The pool’s lights didn’t dim the stars, but he wasn’t nearly drunk enough to give a shit about anything at the moment. He wanted to be numb, because this certainly wasn’t how he’d seen his life going after he’d gotten married.

      Hell, he hadn’t really ever seen himself getting married when he was younger. But then when he’d proposed, he told himself it would be this one and only time. Nice fucking situation that had turned out.

      “I’m really sorry about Brittany and the marriage.”

      He didn’t look at her when she spoke, because he honestly didn’t want her to see him in this weak state, and to him that’s what this felt like. He felt like a fucking failure as a man and a husband, but there wasn’t anything to be done about it now.

      “Thanks, I do appreciate that, but I guess this just goes to prove some shit just isn’t meant to be, and that life isn’t always what it seems.”

      “I don’t know if that’s true,” she said softly, and he did look at her then.

      “No?”

      She shook her head. “Well, not all of what you said at least.”

      “And why do you say that?”

      She shrugged, stared at the water for a moment, and then looked at him again. “Because I think sometimes the truth is right in front of us, but we either can’t see it just yet, or we don’t want to.” She shrugged again. “Life gives us things that seem totally fucked.” She blushed after she cursed, and he couldn’t help but smile at that. “I guess I’m just saying sometimes life gives us situations that seem great, seem like they’ll make us happy, but in the end they weren’t right for us after all.” She stared at him. “I think that happens to make us stronger.”

      It was strange hearing someone so young speak so genuinely about life and how she felt about it all, as if she’d thought hard on everything.

      She probably has, ever since losing her mom.

      “You make this seem a lot better.” He smiled, actually feeling a little less pissed about the whole situation after speaking to her.

      “Well, I learned a while ago that sometimes you just have to look on the bright side.” She looked flustered after she said that. “I didn’t mean your situation should be taken lightly—”

      “I know what you meant.” And he did. He sat up and faced her. “You made me feel better, so thank you for that.” She blushed again, and he couldn’t help but grin. But as he stared at her he took note that her innocence and vulnerability didn’t just make her this sweet girl, but also this gorgeous woman.

      She could see the light when things looked pretty fucking dark. Her long dark hair was over one shoulder in a loose braid, and little wisps of hair fell around her face. She pushed her glasses up the bridge of her small nose and stared at him with wide blue eyes, and he had to clear his throat and turn from her.

      He wasn’t thinking the most honorable thoughts about her right now, and that made him feel like a sick fucking bastard.

      They were family by marriage, and if he was being technical he was her step-uncle. She’d come out here to make him feel better about his situation, and what was he thinking?

      That she is so damn pretty and you’d like to kiss her.

      “Are you okay?” she asked, obviously sensing the fact his body language had changed.

      “I’m good, Lake.” He cleared his throat. “Thank you again for the talk.” Although he hadn’t meant to make that sound so dismissive, it did, in fact, sound like he was pushing her away. He didn’t look at her again, suddenly feeling really uncomfortable in her presence.

      “Okay, well, if you need anything, everyone is inside.”

      He nodded. “Thanks.” He sat there as she got up and left. Once the door was shut he breathed out and scrubbed a hand over his face, feeling the stubble on his cheeks. What in the fuck was he thinking, feeling? What in the hell was he doing?

      He needed to get his shit together, because wanting anything more than a friendship with his sister’s stepdaughter was fucked up.
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      “I just feel like this is moving a step back, Ginny,” Reese said to his sister. It was a couple of months after Brittany had gone to Texas, and he hadn’t spoken to her aside from organizing the legal aspect of the divorce. True to her word, he’d gotten the divorce paperwork shortly after she’d gone, dated weeks prior.

      But he hadn’t been upset about it, and in fact, had felt this relief.

      “It’s not moving back, Reese,” Ginny said and grabbed his duffle. He’d put the house up for sale shortly after Brittany left, and already it had a bidder and the closing on it was underway. He’d moved out, putting all his belongings in storage, but he’d thought he would have time to find another place.

      The housing market wasn’t the greatest, and although his home was in a great location with a small patch of property, he couldn’t stay there. It was just too big for a man to live alone, and it didn’t have the best memories. If he became involved with a woman in the future he didn’t want to spend time with her in the house that held memories of Brittany.

      But not only that, Brittany had stipulations in the divorce that the property was to be sold and the assets split. If he’d wanted to fight it, he could have, but he didn’t want the property any more than he wanted her as his wife.

      “I can rent until I find a place to buy.”

      His sister waved off his comment as she led them up the stairs and down the hallway to the spare bedroom. “And sign a lease for a year?”

      “They have monthly rentals, Ginny.”

      “Yeah, in the scuzzy part of town.” She pushed open the bedroom door and set his bag on the bed. “We have an extra bedroom, Reese, and you spending money, whether you have it or not, on a decent place just until you find a new house is stupid.” She turned and faced him, and a smile crept over her mouth.

      She went up to him and hugged him, just held him as if she were the older sibling and trying to make everything okay.

      “It’ll be fine, Ginny. I’ll be fine.”

      She leaned back and looked up at him. “I know, but it still breaks my heart that Brittany, that bitch, thinks she could do this to you and try and get alimony.” Her cheeks turned red, and he chuckled at her anger for him.

      “She’s not getting a dime of my trust money. Precautions were put in place. Don’t worry, you know that.” He chucked her under the chin. “Now, I guess I’ll unpack my few things while I crash here for a while.” He really didn’t want to crash at Ginny and Calvin’s house.

      The truth was he had the money to find his own place until he found something more permanent, and staying with his younger sister and her stepdaughter and husband wasn’t what he’d ever envisioned himself doing. But he could see the determination in Ginny’s eyes when she’d brought it up and all but demanded he stay with them.

      “Reese, I want you here, and Calvin knows how important you are to me. You’re family, not just my brother, but family to Lake and Calvin, too.” She smiled. “I know if the roles were reversed you’d do the same for me.”

      “If a man broke your heart, I’d break his face,” he said, teasing but also serious.

      She chuckled. “I know.” She pointed to the bed and bag. “Unpack and rest up. I know you did a lot today with the storage of the furniture and getting the paperwork all organized for the divorce.”

      He stood there when she turned and left, and for a second all he did was close his eyes and listen to the silence surround him. He knew all about being in an empty house, even when he was married. Brittany had enjoyed being out more than staying in, and when she was out it usually wasn’t with him.

      “Stop thinking about her,” he said out loud, even though he was alone. He rubbed his eyes, breathed out, and sat on the edge of the bed.

      Time to start his life over.
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      Reese felt like a pervert, felt like a sick bastard because here he was, standing at the back door and staring at Lake as she swam. Ginny was lying on the chair reading a book, her large brimmed hat creating a saucer of shadow covering her upper body.

      He watched Lake move through the water, her dark hair a trail behind her like spilled ink. His heart started beating a little faster as he saw her form under the water, as he saw the roundness of her ass peek up above the liquid before disappearing just as fast.

      She was a good swimmer, fluid, graceful even, but here he was, watching his sister’s stepdaughter like a bastard wanting to mount her.

      “You fucker,” he said under his breath, telling himself there had to be something wrong with him to even be thinking about Lake in any other way aside from a sweet, innocent girl. But she wasn’t a girl anymore, hadn’t been for a long time. She was smart, beautiful, and knew what she wanted in life. She was making something out of her life, and every time he passed by her father’s office, she was in there studying.

      He didn’t see her go out with any friends, didn’t see her sneak alcohol or smoke pot like he had when he was her age, so a part of him knew she was more focused on bettering herself. But he also felt this empathy for her that essentially she was isolated from her peers.

      He brought the bottle of water to his mouth, watched her like a fucking hawk about to pounce on a damn field mouse, and felt the stirring of his cock behind his jeans. Yeah, he was a sick asshole for wanting her. Hell, the ink on his divorce papers wasn’t even dry yet, and here he was, thinking about what she’d feel like under him.

      But Reese didn’t feel like a predator, like he wanted only one thing from her. She was beautiful, not just on the outside, but on the inside as well. She was smart, so damn smart that even with his education and training in the military he felt like a damn fool at times. When she laughed he felt this warmth move through him.

      He hadn’t even been at Ginny and Calvin’s that long, but he already looked forward to seeing Lake every day, to hearing her speak, and to looking at her because she seemed to light up the whole room.

      She moved toward the edge of the pool, gripped the railing of the stairs, and climbed out.

      “Fuck,” he said low, breathless, and couldn’t help but watch the water as it cascaded down her curvy body. Her ass was so damn full and round that when she was out of the water and stood on the cement pad her ass bounced a little. “Good God,” he whispered and braced a hand on the wall beside him. She was only twenty… only fucking twenty. Lake was fifteen years his junior, and his sister’s stepdaughter. Watching her was wrong; wanting her was so much worse.

      She turned, wearing some kind of bikini that covered her midriff slightly, and started saying something to Ginny. She started smiling, and that had Ginny laughing. God, her smile lit up the whole damn patio.

      She picked up the long fall of her hair, wringing out the water. Her belly become more exposed, flashing him a tempting view of the roundness of it, of the fact she was built like a woman, not some skinny bitch like Brittany. Her tits were these damn works of art, and when she bent down to pick up the towel beside her, the top was low enough that he could see the mounds nearly falling free.

      Throat tight, mouth dry, and tongue swollen, he felt his cock grow harder, press against his zipper, and demand to be free. Hell, all he could picture now was her naked on his bed, her body bared to him, her pussy spread. He turned, needing to get away, needing to try to get the images out of his mind.

      Reese made his way up the stairs and to the room he was staying in. Once the door was shut he rested his forehead against the wood, closed his eyes, and breathed out roughly. His cock throbbed and was so fucking hard it had been painful just to walk.

      Moving into the bathroom attached to the bedroom, he turned on the shower, stripped his clothes off, and stepped into the cold water. It was frigid and had his skin tightening, but his damn dick wouldn’t go down, even if he’d hoped the chill would calm the fucker. He reached down, grabbed his cock, and gave it a squeeze.

      He groaned, not able to help himself. Resting his forehead on the tile before him, he closed his eyes, opened his mouth to breathe harder, and started jerking off. Yeah, he’d just gone from watching her swim like a pervert to being a motherfucker that had to masturbate thinking about a much younger, totally off-limits woman.

      He started furiously stroking himself now, up and down, harder and faster. His balls drew up, his cock grew thicker with his impending orgasm, and he squeezed his eyes shut tighter. He moved his palm up and down his length, rubbed the tip of his dick on every down stroke, and finally let his climax rush through him. He groaned low, trying to keep the noise down, but it felt fucking good.

      The images of Lake getting out of that pool, the water dripping down her body, and her lush, cock-hardening thickness played on repeat over and over in his head.

      His cum shot out of him, his orgasm so fierce that he curled his hands onto the slick tile. His whole body shook with the force of the pleasure coursing through him, and every time he imagined Lake, it just seemed to go on and on. Finally, after what seemed like minutes of pleasure, he let go of his cock and braced his forearms on the wall.

      Yeah, he’d just crossed the line, and he felt like the worst fucking creep in the world. He felt like he’d violated her even though he hadn’t touched her, even though she’d only been in his mind. If this kept up and his desire for Lake intensified, it would just rise until he suffocated from it.

      He didn’t know if he could control himself around her.
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      “This has to be something sadistic professors created to make it as painful as possible for students,” Lake said to herself under her breath, frustrated. But she knew if she didn’t pass this calculus class, her overall average would be lowered.

      That wasn’t something she’d be willing to do. So she’d been studying her ass off for the last week, hoping like hell this shit would stick in her mind before the final.

      The sound of Reese chuckling behind her had Lake looking over her shoulder. He stood in the doorway of the office, his grin wide and the amusement on his face clear.

      “You think it’s funny that I’m in pain with this?” she asked, teasing, but smiled when he continued to grin at her. He pushed off the doorframe and tossed his coat on the couch.

      “I actually happen to be pretty good with math, so I can help if you want?” he asked and cocked a brow. He’d moved in to her father and Ginny’s place temporarily just a few weeks ago, but they hadn’t really seen each other. She’d been busy with school, and the few hours a week she’d been working at the restaurant she waitressed at had kept her pretty busy. Or maybe Reese had just been keeping to himself?

      She knew he didn’t much care about staying here, and she suspected, even though they hadn’t talked or anything, that it probably had to do with the fact he felt a little weird. He might have money, might not even need to be here, but he had to know that they were all here for him. She hoped he realized that at least.

      “Really? So you can help me make sense of this jumble of crap?” she asked and leaned back so he could see the scattering of paperwork on her father’s desk. He braced his hand on the desk and leaned forward. The scent of his cologne filled her nose, and she swallowed as she stared at his profile. He had a few days’ worth of stubble on his cheeks and chin, and his short dark hair brushed along the top of his brow.

      God, he really was attractive, masculine, and so intense that she felt every part of her ignite.

      “See they try and confuse you with extra numbers.” He pointed to the paper, and she forced herself to look away from him and down at her study notes. “You have to focus on the key points, then get the correct formulas to figure out the problem.”

      Her heart was beating so loud it drowned out everything else. It thumped in her ears, made it impossible to hear anything else, and she was shocked by the sudden wave of desire that slammed into her.

      She’d always thought he was attractive, always knew he was smart and strong, but having him so close had something waking up inside of her.

      For the next ten minutes he helped her with a particularly hard and confusing equation, but she couldn’t concentrate, couldn’t stop watching the way he held the pencil, how his big, strong hands were so close to hers that she felt the heat from him.

      His shirt was rolled up his forearms, and she stared at the light splattering of dark hair on his arms, at veins that lined under his skin, and the image of him using deadly force with all that power.

      She’d heard from Ginny that before he got injured and got an honorable discharge and Purple Heart that he’d been a special operative. Aside from that and hearing from Ginny as well about the top-secret missions Reese had gone on, Lake didn’t know much about his military background, or the military in general.

      But she knew being a special operative had to be deadly, as only the best of the best were labeled as such.

      “See how they did this one,” he said, his voice so deep it had her skin tightening, her nipples hardening, and her becoming wet between her thighs. Licking her lips, she moved her gaze way from him and looked at the paper he’d been trying to explain to her.

      “Um.” She cleared her throat. “Kind of,” she said, knowing she had no clue how he’d figured out the problem because she’d been too busy thinking about him.

      He looked at her and smiled, but the action seemed a little tense as the seconds passed. Reese leaned back in the seat he’d pulled up beside her, stared at her, and then cleared his throat. “Just go through the first formula I showed you.”

      She didn’t move for a second as she stared into his dark eyes, took in his strong, masculine jaw, and the fact the first few buttons of his shirt were undone, showing off his smooth, golden skin. Even his throat was masculine, or maybe she was just so sex-charged being around him that everything on him looked good?

      Hell, even his fingernails looked good. Shaking her head, blinking a few times, and trying to push away the images of him, she stared down at the paper.

      She could do this. Lake could actually do her work while Reese sat next to her and not want to jump his bones.

      Well, she hoped she could at least.
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      He stared at Lake, watching the way she worried her bottom lip with her little white teeth and seeing the concentration on her face as she tried to work out the problem. All he could think about was how he should be a role model, be someone she could look up to, come to for advice because he was older, more experienced.

      He shouldn’t be an asshole wanting to stick his dick in her tight little pussy.

      God, you can’t even think honorable thoughts, you sick motherfucker.

      Closing his eyes, he clenched his teeth and curled his hands into fists as they sat on his thighs. The thing was he knew she was attracted to him. He’d seen her watching him on several occasions and knew about women well enough that her body language screamed arousal when he was near.

      That had this heady sensation moving through him, had this desire like he’d never felt fill him.

      He looked at her, her body hunched slightly over the desk. She shifted her legs and pressed them together over and over again, and she kept bouncing her feet, as if she couldn’t sit still. She also started biting on the end of her pencil, and his cock started getting hard at the sight of her teeth chewing on that wood.

      God, he could picture that mouth of hers, all lush and red, wrapped around his cock.

      Turning his head away from her, he tried to focus on something that wouldn’t have his dick hard. Nothing helped, and in fact just sitting here made it worse. She smelled good, so damn good. When she shifted next to him, the feel of her arm brushing along his had his skin tightening and his heart beating faster.

      “Like this?” she said, and he turned and looked at the paper. Shifting on the seat, he watched her write out the problem, and although he knew right away that she was going in a different direction with the formula, and that the equation wouldn’t be correct, he couldn’t even focus enough right now to stop her and explain the right way to do it.

      Closing his eyes tight for a second, he opened them again and cleared his throat, making himself get in this moment where he was nothing but a person helping her out.

      He reached out and took the paper, moving it slightly toward him so he could see it, and another zing of electricity, another wave of arousal and awareness shot up his arm when their fingers touched. They stared at each other for a moment. Then he cleared his throat and took a deep, steadying breath to try to calm himself.

      He needed to focus on the task at hand.

      What that task didn’t involve, didn’t revolve around or come close to, was taking Lake to his room and getting her naked so he could touch, lick, suck on every part of her body like he was starving and she was the only thing that could sate him.

      Fuck, he wanted her, and that was so fucking wrong.
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        Several weeks later

      

      

      Lake was either losing her mind, going through some kind of sick phase, or she really had feelings for a man she shouldn’t. She didn’t want to think it was the two latter that made her want Reese the way she’d been fantasizing about.

      But it wasn’t just about thinking of him touching her, kissing her, making her come like she’d never gotten off before. It was also about the fact she liked being in his presence.

      He was so smart, so knowledgeable of the world. Listening to him tell them about his time in the military, about the things he’d done, the things he’d experienced, was as fascinating as it was enthralling. And she could swear when their eyes would meet she’d see this spark of awareness go across his expression.

      Or maybe that was just her wanting to see something that wasn’t there?

      It didn’t matter, though, because wanting Reese and having him were two totally different things. She couldn’t cross that line, and not just because he was so much older than she was, or because he was Ginny’s brother. It just wasn’t right. He was technically part of the family, by marriage or not.

      He was still family.

      When Lake got to her room, she grabbed a change of clothes and headed to the bathroom. A hot shower was exactly what she needed, was exactly what would help wash away the day and relax her. As it was she felt kind of dirty, somewhat in a good way, but also in a not so honorable way because of the lewd thoughts she’d been having for Reese.

      She knew that thinking about things she wanted with Reese wasn’t necessarily wrong, but it felt like it was. She felt like she was betraying Ginny, tarnishing something that she didn’t really have with Reese, even if that made no sense. She didn’t want to think of him as her step-uncle because she’d known him for such a short time.

      But with all those factors bunched together, he’d also just gone through a divorce. Knowing she wanted a man who was older than she was, who might even be emotionally unstable over the shit he had just gone through, made Lake feel like a bad person.

      Once in the bathroom she undressed and stared at herself in the mirror. She looked at her body, at the fact she was lumpy where most girls weren’t, saw the way she wasn’t a perfect size four. Back in the day she’d hated herself, hated how she looked. But with time she’d realized she was beautiful in her own way. Those high school years hadn’t been anything but a pothole in her road to life.

      She smiled, not feeling any shame in her appearance anymore and hadn’t for some time. She’d outgrown that awkward teenage stage in her life and was feeling more confident in herself.

      Once she was showered and dressed again, she finished getting ready for bed, trying to get her mind off Reese. Just yesterday he’d been helping her study once again for a test. He helped her so much, took time out to make sure she understood things.

      Even though she knew he probably didn’t see her as anything but this little girl that was his sister’s daughter by marriage, she hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him, or focus on anything else.

      He’d never be with you for probably more than one reason. Stop this. You’ll only end up embarrassing yourself.

      The shirt she wore rubbed against her nipples, causing the buds to tighten even more and unbearable pleasure to course through her. She felt like this dirty girl for wanting a man like Reese, as if a man so much older, more experienced, and who probably was attracted to the thin, gorgeous super model types like Brittany had been, would even look at her twice in a sexual way.

      She’d lost her virginity to Alex that night at the wedding two years prior. Lake had told herself after that unmemorable night she wouldn’t be with anyone else, not until she felt this all-consuming desire, this breathless need.

      So aside from that one night two years ago, she’d not been with another guy. Oh, she’d touched herself, of course, but it certainly wouldn’t be the same as how it felt to be with a guy that actually knew what he was doing. Alex had been drunk, sloppy, and the sex had been gross, in a way.

      Her virginity hadn’t been something she thought she’d want to get rid of so badly, but after he’d taken it, then promptly passed out, she realized she’d most definitely made a mistake.

      Well, that was the past, and all she could do was move forward, like she’d been doing with her chin up. After washing her hands, Lake opened the door and turned off the light. The house was silent with Ginny and her dad gone for the night. Reese’s car hadn’t been in the driveway when she’d gotten home, so it seemed like Lake was alone in this big house for at least the night.

      As she started walking to her room the sound of a car pulling up, and the flash of muted yellow light from headlights coming through the window had her stopping. Then she heard a door opening and closing, and the car driving off. She stood at the railing, looking down at the entryway.

      The sound of keys jingling, and then of someone clearly trying to open the front door and failing several times, given the fact his deep curses rang through the front door, told her it was Reese. When the door finally unlocked, Reese came stumbling in, his keys hanging from the lock, and his gait and posture clearly showing he was drunk.

      “Fuck,” he said in a slightly slurred voice. He braced a hand on the wall beside him, made a soft groan, and straightened after a second. He turned and went to grab his keys from the lock, but continued to curse, as he clearly couldn’t get them disengaged.

      She was tempted to go down and help him, but when she took a step toward the staircase he finally got his keys out and shut the door with an audible slam. He didn’t move for a second as he rested his head on the door, but then turned and went into the kitchen. She should have helped him, made sure he was okay, but she felt frozen in place.

      The sound of the faucet turning off and on, of a glass being set on the tile counter softly, and then of him groaning again and saying something under his breath, filtered up to where she stood.

      When the kitchen light turned off, she made her way away from the banister and toward her room just in time to hear Reese climbing the stairs. Lake should have gone in her room and shut the door, but here she was, watching him from the shadows like some kind of creep.

      She told herself she was just making sure he was okay. She didn’t want to see him this drunk, didn’t want to see this vulnerable side of him, which, to be honest, was a first.

      She gripped the doorframe as she watched him hold on to the banister. For a second he stood there, not moving, at the top of the stairs. Then, surprising her, she watched as he grabbed the back of his shirt and pulled it up and over his head.

      Even in the darkened hallway, from where she stood, she could see the sight of his chest, could see the definition, the muscles, the dips and hollows of all that toned, hard male flesh.

      He shook his head, rubbed his jaw, then started moving toward her, where his bedroom was located right next to hers. She swore her heart beat so loud he had to have heard it, and just when she moved back into her room the sound of him stopping, his boots making a slight scraping nose on the hardwood floor, had her freezing as well.

      “Lake?” He said her name in a deep voice, slightly slurred.

      The smell of his expensive cologne and the sight of him reminded her all too well of what she really wanted ... all of him. As if her body knew what was right before her, what she really wanted, desire like a freight train slammed into her, far fiercer than any other time.

      “Yes,” she said softly, her voice sounding breathless.

      He stared at her for a moment, but the shadows were wrapped around him even more now, slightly concealing his face. “You should be in bed. It’s late,” he said, and leaned forward, braced his hand on her doorframe, and continued to look at her.

      Lake should have moved back, but she felt his body heat, and these little goosebumps popped out along her skin, making her want to stay right here, right in front of him.

      “I’m sorry you have to see me piss ass drunk.”

      The smell of the whiskey lacing his breath didn’t turn her off.

      In fact, it made her even more aroused.

      Lake swallowed the lump that suddenly formed in her throat.

      It was like they were in a standoff, neither moving nor speaking, but their gazes locked on the other’s. Her lips were dry, and her heart thundered behind her ribs. “It’s okay, Reese.” Even her voice was laced with the arousal that beat through her veins. “I know life has been hard, and letting loose on occasion seems like the natural thing to do.”

      God, why was she still talking? She stared into his face, feeling herself fall deeper into the web of arousal that refused to let her go.

      What she wouldn’t give to have Reese feel it, too, to have him just pull her into his chest, hold her close, and refuse to let her go.

      “Drinking isn’t the answer to solving someone’s problems.”

      She knew that, but surely if she was going through something like he was she’d want to drink as well, at least to numb the pain.

      “But I’m not upset about Brittany or the divorce, and that’s not why I got wasted tonight,” he said a little more sure this time, his voice a little less slurred.

      He wasn’t?

      “It’s not about Brittany, not about the divorce?”

      He shook his head slowly. “I feel free now, if that even makes any fucking sense.”

      She nodded. “It does.”

      “I thought I wanted more with her, but after it was all said and done I realized I didn’t.” He breathed out slowly, and the scent of whiskey filled her head, and could have made her drunk from the fumes alone. “But when I signed those divorce papers and things were settled, I understood that if I had tried and stayed longer, tried to make it work, I would have been pretty damn lonely.”

      She swallowed, heard the emotion and truth in his voice, and knew that although he was drunk, right now he was being genuine. “I’m glad everything is working out, Reese.”

      He moved an inch closer, reached out, and, shocking the hell out of her, he snagged a piece of her hair. He stared at that strand, rubbed it between his fingers, and finally lifted his gaze back to her face.

      “Is everything okay?”

      He didn’t answer her right away, and she swore her heart stopped beating as she stared at his face, took in the sight of the dark scruff along his jaw, and the way he was so masculine and raw left her breathless. She didn’t know how long they stood there, her question hanging in the air, but then he finally leaned forward slightly.

      “Yeah, everything is good, Lake. Everything is really fucking good.”

      Her heart thundered harder as she watched him lower his head toward her. Oh God. Is this really happening? She didn’t move, couldn’t move. This was what she had wanted for far longer than she had really ever let herself understand or comprehend. A twinge of fear mixed with her desire, causing her to understand that this could be construed as wrong in some people’s eyes.

      His lips were now a hair’s breadth away from hers, and the smell of whiskey swirled around her and seemed to make her intoxicated as well. Of course his being intoxicated played a big part in why he was being so forward, but she didn’t have the same excuse. She was sober, stone cold sober, and yet she wasn’t stopping this.

      “Yesterday I couldn’t stop staring at you, Lake, couldn’t stop looking at the lushness of your mouth, the way you are so fucking beautiful,” he said close to her lips. He lifted his hand and touched her bottom lip, stroking it, as if mesmerized. “And then I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to kiss you, stroke you, have my mouth on every part of your body.”

      She was so wet, and her clit throbbed in time with her heart.

      “I shouldn’t want you, not because you aren’t drop dead gorgeous, so fucking smart and sweet, but because of the many other things that stand in the way of this.”

      Yeah, she knew what he meant, knew her age, the family, all of that could cause problems. But she didn’t want this to end.

      “But I’m not going to stop,” he said, his gaze still on her lips. “I can’t.” He looked at her, his eyes at half-mast, almost drugged-like. “I want you, Lake.” He slid his hand over her shoulder, down her arm, over her belly, and finally stopped between her legs. She was frozen, stunned that he’d touched her so intimately.

      The move was so sudden, so powerful, that she actually pressed her body, her pussy, down on his hand, seeking more pressure.

      “That’s it,” he said softly, leaning a little closer to her mouth until she felt his lips rub along hers. He pushed the material of her lounge pants down and cupped her pussy again. She still wore her panties.

      He started moving his fingers gently over her clit and pussy lips, having a gasp leaving her at the amount of pleasure coursing through her. In an instant he had her panties pushed down her thighs. When he had his bare hand on her exposed slit her toes curled and a small cry left her.

      His fingers were thick, big and long, and his skin so very hot.

      He moved them into her room by forcing her to walk backward using his body. When they were inside he closed the door, pushed her back up against the wall, and breathed out heavily.

      “I want you so fucking badly, baby, even if it seems a little wrong.” He took possession of her mouth in a searing kiss. His tongue was like silk against hers, demanding, probing, dominating. And the hand he still had between her thighs was like fire, scorching her, inflaming her, and having her feel like she’d burn alive.

      He used his thumb to rub circles against her throbbing clit while he kissed her. This kiss was fierce and urgent. It was exactly how she felt at the moment.

      He moved his other hand over her breast and cupped the mound. Her nipples were hard as rock, and she knew he could feel it through the thin material of her shirt. He pinched the turgid peak between his thumb and forefinger, and she gasped against his mouth.

      “Does it feel good, Lake? Do I make you feel good?” he murmured against her lips as he continued to pull at the sensitive tissue. She nodded because she couldn’t find her voice. “Tell me how good it feels. Tell me how good I make you feel.” He kissed a path across the side of her face and down her neck. She couldn’t hold her eyes open any longer, not when his mouth on her flesh felt like fire.

      “It feels so good. You make me feel so good, Reese.”

      The hand that cupped her pussy started moving back and forth, rubbing her, making her wetter. The friction caused a delicious burn inside of her. She was so very close to finally feeling what it would be like to get off at the hands of the man she’d been lusting after for far longer than she cared to admit.

      “You’re soaked for me,” he breathed out along her neck. “Your cream is slipping down my hand.”

      She reached up and grabbed hold of his biceps, held on to him tightly, and dug her nails into his skin as her pleasure mounted. Faster and faster he rubbed, moving the palm of his hand against her clit while he pressed his fingers slightly into her body. He didn’t fully penetrate her, though, and for that she bit her lip and moaned.

      Her body wasn’t her own any longer, or at least it didn’t feel like it was. All she could focus on was how good he made her feel. He pressed his chest more firmly against her, the wall stopping her from retreating if she’d wanted to. But she would have had to be a fool to want to stop this. And when his lips met hers once again, she felt his hard, extremely large erection press against her belly.

      He was drunk, that was clear, but he was also hard ... so hard and big. His cock was frighteningly big, but that fright had her pussy clenching and her clit throbbing.

      Legs braced apart and breasts thrust forward in invitation, she prayed he took the hint and stopped torturing her.

      “You’re so fucking primed for me, Lake.” A deep, almost feral growl left him as he took his thumb and pulled one side of her labia out.

      She nodded at his statement.

      The cool air didn’t ease the inferno between her legs in the slightest.

      He placed his other hand on the other side of her pussy, pulling that lip apart as well. The sound of suctioning flesh coming undone should have embarrassed her, but she was far too gone to give a shit.

      “Spread your legs even further, baby.”

      She did as he said, so lost and drunk on her lust she couldn’t have broken this moment for the life of her. With her pussy lips spread apart, he slid his fingers against her inner flesh, knowing exactly how to touch her to make her nearly come right then and there.

      Up and down, expertly placed and paced, his movements were those of a man that knew what he was doing. She found herself thrusting her hips slowly at first, moving her pussy back and forth on his fingers and seeking her orgasm. Her eyes were wide, feeling like saucers as she watched him. As he rubbed faster, she pushed her hips against him harder.

      “You want more than just my hands on your body, Lake?”

      She nodded, her lips parted, her breathing erratic, her throat so tight she couldn’t actually form any words.

      “Then tell me you want my mouth sucking at this pussy, getting you off.” It was strange hearing him speak so erotically, so dirty.

      Never had any man put his mouth on her down there. Instead of getting on his knees right there, lifting her leg up and spreading them further like she envisioned and fantasized about, he removed his hands from between her legs and brought his fingers up to show her how glistening they were.

      Then, shocking her once again, he spread that cream on her lips and immediately leaned down to run his tongue over her mouth.

      He licked and sucked at her lips, cleaning off her arousal, but also having her become wetter because of the act.

      “You taste so fucking good. Sweet and addicting.” He gripped her ass and lifted her effortlessly, but also kept her back to the wall for a suspended moment. Lake instinctively wrapped her legs around his waist, and immediately felt the hardness of his cock right between her thighs. He still had his jeans on, but God, could she feel the outline of that huge shaft adding pressure to her pussy.

      “I feel like I’m going to fall right off a cliff, Reese.”

      He pulled back slightly and stared at her. “I’ll break your fall, because I’m right there with you, baby.”
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      Reese leaned down again and started running his tongue up the side of her throat. The very thought of being under him in her bed as he thrust in and out of her had this thrill and uneasiness coursing through her.

      She knew, in the back of her mind, that stopping this was the smart and right thing to do, but she couldn’t, not when she was high from the feelings he brought out in her.

      Reese pulled them away from the wall and started walking toward her bed. He set her down on the mattress, and then took a step back, just staring at her. As she looked up at him, she couldn’t help but feel like a lamb before a ravenous wolf. Although this was Ginny’s brother, and he might still be going through hard emotions over his divorce, whether he admitted it or not, she didn’t want this to stop.

      This felt too right and good to ignore.

      Another small, nagging voice inside of her told her he’d had way too much to drink, so wasn’t this her taking advantage of him? If he were sober none of this would be happening ... right?

      “I can see what you’re thinking just by your expression,” he said and started undoing the button on his pants. “I don’t want you to think about how wrong this might appear to others.” He slowly brought his zipper down, and damn, did it sound so loud. “Right now, right here, is all that matters.” He slurred out his words, and she wanted to believe him, wanted to believe that this might not hurt anyone.

      The two of them being together could certainly piss off her father and Ginny, not to mention have looks thrown their way that she was doing something that might seem taboo. As Ginny had put it, he was her step-uncle.

      He pushed his pants off, showing his boxer briefs, and the erection pressed hard, demanding, against the material. “You want this?” he asked in a dark, commanding tone.

      She licked her lips, gripped the comforter in her hands, and nodded. “Yes.” She lowered her gaze down his hard, broad shoulders, over the tribal tattoos inked on each of his pecs, and traced that same ink as it made its way down both of his sides. His abdomen was defined, rippling with muscles, and showing an incredibly hard six-pack.

      The thin trail of dark hair that disappeared beneath his underwear had her inner muscles clenching.

      “You’re drunk,” she said, common sense coming through, making a point to state the obvious, even if everything inside of her wanted to shut up and just accept this.

      He pushed his boxer briefs down, and a small gasp left her as she took in the sight of his cock. “I’m drunk, but not so fucking wasted I don’t know what I’m doing right now.” He moved closer, grabbed his cock, and started stroking himself from root to tip. “I know I have you here, Lake, my step-niece by all accounts.”

      She licked her lips. Watching him. “You’re Ginny’s brother,” she said softly, her gaze on his shaft as he jerked himself off. “Isn’t this wrong on a lot of different levels?” She was trying to push through her arousal, trying to rationalize this, even if she really did want him.

      “I know all of that. Believe me when I say I’ve thought about this many times.” He moved his palm up to his cockhead, squeezed the tip for a second, and let out a gust of breath, as if the pressure felt incredible. “I want you, and you want me. Right now, right here, I’m not thinking about anything but having you.” He moved closer. “And taking you on this bed until you can’t walk straight tomorrow is exactly what’s on my mind, baby.” He looked down the length of her body and stopped when he got to the area between her thighs. “If you don’t want this, Lake, then tell me now.” He was still staring at her pussy, although her legs were pressed together, so she knew he couldn’t see much of anything aside from the top of her mound.

      Lake stared at him for several long seconds, really thinking about what she was doing and why she was doing it. Was this something she was really willing to do? Ginny could be devastated, and her father would probably be furious. There was a small selfish side of her that said she should be able to have this, to have a man want her like this.

      Lake should be able to be with whomever she wanted, and right now just happened to be her opportunity.

      “I don’t want things ruined, Reese.”

      He shook his head, stopping her from saying anything else. “Things won’t become ruined unless we make them that way.” The air stilled around them.

      Before she could change her mind or talk herself out of this, she said the first thing that came to her. “I want this. I want you.” He groaned, closed his eyes for a second, and then started stroking himself a little harder, faster. The erection she’d felt when he was pressed up against her was nothing compared to getting an eyeful of the real thing. Long and thick, his cock was a little unnerving. She wasn’t a virgin, but it had been years since she’d been with a guy, and Reese wasn’t a boy. He was definitely all man and would clearly know what he was doing. Her breathing accelerated when he took several steps toward her until he was right in front of her.

      “Take the shirt off, Lake. Let me see all of you.” Dominant and deep, his words had her gripping the hem of her shirt instantly and lifting it from her body. The chilled air teased her nipples, and she felt them extend even further. And here she was, naked, aching, and so wet for this man. She felt like she was starving, dehydrated, and only Reese could help her with those problems.

      Lake couldn’t keep her eyes off of his monstrous cock. The tip was slightly bigger than the shaft and glistening with pre-cum. The idea of giving head had never turned her on, but as she saw that pearl-sized drop of semen at the tip of his dick, her mouth watered, and this need to lean forward and lick the slit, suck away the cum, consumed her.

      “Lean back and spread your thighs for me.”

      She shivered at his dark command but did what he said. The comforter beneath her was soft, but right now it felt like gravel because of her oversensitive skin. When she leaned back, her legs spread, her chest thrust out, she kept propped on her elbows, watching him, waiting to see what his next move would be. He didn’t move for several long moments.

      “Wider,” he said deeply, low, almost frightening in intensity.

      She did as he asked until she felt her pussy lips pull apart. Could he see how swollen her clit was in the darkness, or how wet she was? Did he know the effect he had on her? He moved closer to her and dropped to his knees between her legs. She felt his warm breath teasing her cunt. The air came out of him in hard, short pants along her pussy.

      All she could do was watch and wait for him to make his next move.

      He placed his hands on her inner thighs and started running them up and down, causing her skin to become even more sensitive. Each time his fingers came close to her pussy he would slip the digits away, torturing her. Over and over he did this until she could no longer hold herself up, couldn’t even think straight.

      It was when she was flat on her back with her eyes closed and her thighs spread so wide the muscles ached, that she felt his hot, moist mouth latch on to her clit. She bit her lip to hold in the cry of ecstasy that threatened to come out.

      “Just let it out, baby,” he murmured against her cleft, sending vibrations to her clit.

      When he thrust his tongue into her pussy, opening her inner muscles clenched, drawing it farther into her body and pushing her closer to the climax she desperately needed. He used his fingers to spread her open wider, to pull her lips apart so she was completely bared to him.

      The sound of wet suctioning filled the room and mixed with her moans and his grunts of pleasure. It was after several pleasure-pain filled moments that she found she was thrusting her pussy into his face, seeking more from him. The vibrations from his grunts went straight to her clit, and she felt it become even more engorged, teetering right on the edge.

      “I’m so close, Reese,” she said on a whisper. She needed this. Damn, did she need to feel Reese bring her to completion.

      Her words seemed to fuel him on. He sucked, licked, nipped, and fucked her with his mouth like it was the last thing he would ever do. When she felt her orgasm nearing, her whole body tensed, preparing to go over the edge. As her back arched with impending pleasure, he cupped her breasts with his big, masculine hands and suctioned his mouth around her clit harder.

      With his thumb and forefinger, Reese pinched her nipples until she felt them elongate further. That was all she needed to explode around his mouth.

      Never once did he remove his mouth from between her legs, as her climax seemed to go on and on. It seemed the harder and longer he sucked, the more intense her climax peaked. When she couldn’t take any more of the pleasure, she tried to close her legs.

      “No more, Reese. I can’t take anymore.”

      “Oh, you’ll take everything I give you, Lake.”

      Sweat coated her body, and her heart thundered like a freight train. When she was finally able to peel her eyelids open, she saw Reese hovering over her. Air left her in a gush when she felt his steel-like erection slip against her still clenching pussy.

      They stared at each other for several long seconds, and then he dipped his head and kissed her softly. She could taste the whiskey and herself on his lips, a combination that, although she had just had an orgasm, brought her arousal to a fever pitch once again.

      His cock felt hot against her flesh, big and thick. How she ached to feel him penetrate her, thrust deep inside of her until she didn’t know where he began and she ended. His hands were everywhere, stroking her breasts, caressing her inner thighs, squeezing her flesh. All she wanted to do was reach between their bodies, grab hold of his dick, and place it at the entrance of her pussy.

      As if he read her mind, he took hold of her hand and moved it between their bodies. He never stopped kissing her. In fact, he seemed more ferocious and urgent.

      With her hand so close to her pussy, she felt her wetness coat the back of her fingers. It was hot and creamy, so saturating that she knew once he was inside of her he would have no resistance.

      “Touch me, Lake. Take my cock and put it in your pussy, where you ache, baby,” he murmured against her lips and thrust gently against her hand as if to emphasize his point.

      She was nervous, so scared and aroused her head felt foggy. If she hadn’t been lying down, she knew she would’ve passed out. Lake grabbed his cock, and her pulse skyrocketed when she couldn’t wrap her fingers fully around the girth. He seemed to pulse in her grip, and when she placed him at the entrance of her pussy, her eyes widened and her breathing stopped.

      “Are you ready for me, Lake?”

      No. Yes.

      When she removed her hand and gripped his biceps, she prepared herself for the penetration, for the stretching and burning that would surely encompass all of her. Their breath mingled together as she anticipated what it would finally feel like to have him inside of her.

      Ever so slowly, he started to push into her. The wide head of his cock stretched the opening of her pussy, and a delicious burn traveled through her whole body. He was slow and gentle, but he was also dominating. He had his hand on the bed beside her head, his jaw clenched tightly and his expression fierce.

      Lake curled her nails into his flesh and brought him closer. It hurt, but the pain morphed into pleasure the deeper he tunneled inside of her. Inch after inch he pushed into her ... owning her.

      “God, baby. You’re so tight, so hot and wet.” She could see beads of perspiration dot his forehead as a look of pure ecstasy covered his face. “This feels so good, so fucking good.”

      It did feel so good, and although she still couldn’t wipe away the guilt that lingered in the back of her mind that she could be hurting people by being with him, she knew that she would have never been able to stop wanting him. Her need would have only grown in intensity. She knew that.

      He started thrusting into her, pulling out and pushing back in. He was slow and gentle at first, but with each passing second, his speed and the pounding of his cock into her pussy became harder. Their breathing became hard pants, and she moaned aloud.

      He stared right at her, his face hard, strained, as if he were holding back. She didn’t want that.

      “Don’t hold back. Take me how you want.” She couldn’t believe she was being so wanton right now.

      Every time he pulled out of her, her pussy would tighten around his shaft, as if trying to draw him in. The stretch and burn of his cock filling her only increased her need to have him pounding all that heavy flesh into her body.

      “God, baby. Don’t say shit like that to me because I won’t be able to hold off.”

      “Then don’t.”

      He groaned and leaned his face toward the crook of her neck. “Wrap your legs around my waist,” Reese said against her cheek, his words muffled and out of breath.

      She did as he asked and loved the feel of her sweat-slicked skin rubbing against his. The act seemed to make what they were doing more intimate. He moved his hands to her waist, lifted up slightly so there were inches between them now, and stared down at her.

      With his hands on her hips, holding her down, she felt his domination. Just when she felt another orgasm rise, he pulled out of her and went onto his back, pulling her up and over him. Lake now straddled his waist, his cock hard and slicked with her juices, and her hands on his pecs.

      A little voice in her head said they should have used a condom, but she was too far gone in her lust to give it more than a passing thought.

      He stared up at her, his look drugged, yet his cock pulsing inside of her. “Ride me, Lake.”

      She swallowed and curled her hands in his pectoral muscles.

      She could feel his heart pound right beneath her palms. Reaching between them, she took his cock, rose up on her knees, and placed the tip at her entrance. And then she pushed down, engulfing him with her body. Her muscles tightened, a moan left her, and he grunted as if in pleasure/pain.

      Her pussy was so juicy that when she rose above his cock again, it slipped almost all the way out with no effort. When she pushed back down, he closed his eyes and sighed. Up and down she moved, curling her nails into his chest as the pleasure morphed into something so much more intense.

      Despite her lack of knowledge of how to properly please a man, given the sounds he made, she knew she was doing something right.

      “Faster. Harder.” He gripped her waist tight, demanding she obey him. When Lake slid down his shaft once more, she ground her pussy on the root of his cock, not able to help herself. They both groaned.

      The exquisite pleasure of it all was too much. Her orgasm crept up on her, threatening to rock her very existence. Reese held onto her tighter and started lifting his hips to thrust even harder into her. He also used his strength to help her rise and fall on his dick, lifting her and thrusting her back down on him.

      It was like she was just along for the ride now as he took control. God, did she love him taking control.

      Her breasts shook from the force, and finally her climax peaked and she exploded on top of him. Head thrown back, hands braced behind her on his thighs and chest thrust forward, she didn’t care how she looked or sounded. The pleasure was too much, so intense that it sucked the breath out of her.

      Animal-like groans came from Reese as he thrust once, twice, and a third time into her before stilling and coming. Her pussy convulsed around his cock, and she felt him thrust once. She felt his cum, felt the hotness and thick quantity of it as he emptied himself in her body. It was such a turn-on.

      She couldn’t help but press her cunt on him, trying to get as much of his dick into her as possible.

      When her orgasm finally descended and she could breathe once more, she collapsed on his chest. They both panted heavily as their sweat-soaked bodies rubbed against each other. Nothing was said for several long moments, and neither moved, but it was a comfortable silence.

      Lake felt herself starting to drift off to sleep, but before she let darkness take over, she tried to push herself up, tried to look at his face.

      Reese had a steel-like hold around her, and if she was being honest, it felt so good lying naked in his arms, having him hold her tightly. His heart had been pounding something fierce, but the longer they lay together in the silent darkness, the slower the rhythm became, matching her own.

      “Go to sleep, baby,” he said softly.

      “Did we really just do this?” she asked, ignoring his gently spoken command.

      He smoothed a hand over her hair, his eyes still glossy from his intoxication, but his expression clear as he stared at her. “Yeah, we really did. You regret it?”

      She shook her head. “Do you?” She waited for him to respond, and it seemed like forever before he spoke again.

      “No,” he said and smiled.

      She rested back on his chest and closed her eyes.

      He didn’t let her move for several moments, but finally he released his hold on her. When they lay side by side, he wrapped his arms around her again, and they stayed like that for a few more minutes.

      “I should probably go to my room.”

      His words were like cold water on her body. She nodded, not about to ask him to stay, but of course she did want that.

      “Not that I want to, mind you, but I should, knowing how this would play out if Ginny and your dad would end up coming home earlier than they should and catch us.”

      Her throat dried. Did he want to tell them, or was this something that would be kept in the dark?

      He got off the bed, and she watched the muscles play on his body as he picked up his clothes. She could see the scars that lined his side where the ink didn’t cover and knew he’d been wounded in battle when he was in the military. He was still so powerful and strong, still so intense that she could easily see herself falling for this man.

      When he was fully clothed, they stared at each other in silence. What could she say? Lake stood, grabbed a sheet, and wrapped it around herself. She stood a few feet from him, not wanting to feel awkward about this, but also not able to help the sudden weirdness in the room.

      Reese stepped forward, placed his hand on her shoulder, and gently pulled her close to him. Her throat instantly went dry as she gazed into his eyes. Neither one of them said anything, but they didn’t need to because the chemistry between them was tangible, and that weirdness was now gone.

      A second later he dipped his head and kissed her deeply. It wasn’t a kiss that was meant to arouse her, although it certainly did that. The kiss had her heart stopping and every emotion inside of her blooming.

      “I don’t care if they catch us, Lake,” he said after he pulled away. “But I think having them walk in on me having sex with you might have emotions being raised.”

      She knew he was right, and she certainly didn’t want Ginny or her dad seeing them in this compromising position. She was confused as it was on where she stood with her emotions. She needed time to process everything without having her dad and Ginny in on this, jumping to conclusions.

      “Don’t worry,” he said against her mouth and pulled back. He wrapped his arms around her and brought her closer to him, then kissed her again. The kiss lasted several seconds until she finally pulled away and rested her forehead on his chest.

      “This wasn’t just sex for me, Reese.”

      He gripped her chin with his thumb and forefinger. “I know. It wasn’t for me either.”

      This felt like things were happening lightning fast, but she didn’t want to slow down. “I’m worried about what Ginny and my dad will say if they find out.” They hadn’t had time to think, let alone talk about them knowing, and she didn’t think she wanted to go there right now.

      “Don’t worry,” he said again and kissed the top of her head. He caressed her cheek, and moved away from her. She stood there in the center of her room with the sheet wrapped around her, realizing she’d just had sex with Reese.

      The future scared but warmed her. Overall, it was one confusing situation that she hoped didn’t backfire.
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      Reese had woken up early and left before anyone else was up. He not only had things to finalize with the divorce, but he also didn’t know what in the hell was going on with him and Lake.

      Closing his eyes as he sat in his car in the parking lot of his attorney’s office building, he thought about last night. He’d been hungover when he got up this morning, but he’d remembered what they’d done very clearly. He shouldn’t have been with her, at least not without talking to her, getting to really know her, and making sure she was okay with it all.

      Instead he’d been drunk, saw her gorgeous ass watching him, and knew she wanted him as badly as he wanted her. All common sense had left him. They may have a large age gap between them, some kind of pseudo-taboo thing going on because she was his sister’s stepdaughter, but to him none of that had mattered.

      But did he want to jump into one relationship right after getting out of another just a short time ago?

      Be honest with yourself on how your marriage really was.

      The relationship with Brittany had been done long before he signed those divorce papers. Yeah, he’d known that, felt it, and there was no lost love between him and his ex. Did he love Lake? He couldn’t say he was in love with her, because they weren’t at that stage in any shape.

      Did he want to know her more, want to be able to fully invest his emotions for the woman who controlled his thoughts since he’d really seen her as an adult? Yeah, he really fucking did, and that should scare him instead of intrigue him.

      Before sleeping with Lake last night he hadn’t been with Brittany in over a year. That’s how bad things between them had been. Hell, he hadn’t ever cheated on his ex either, so going over a year without sex had been hard, although the emotional shit going on in his personal life had faded that other stuff to black.

      But until he’d been with Lake, desired her like he’d desired no other, not even Brittany, he hadn’t been interested in getting with any other woman, not even his own wife.

      Brittany was the opposite of Lake. His ex was a superficial, coldhearted and selfish person. The short time he’d been in Calvin’s house and had known Lake, he knew she was sweet and good. It was strange to have these kinds of emotions so quickly for her, but he also had learned in his life not to take things for granted, and if they felt right then they probably were.

      He’d go back to Ginny’s place, talk with Lake, and see where they stood.

      He just had to make sure his desire for her didn’t get the better of him, because making her see that what they were doing wasn’t wrong would be hard if he couldn’t keep his dick in his pants.
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        * * *

      

      It had only been a day since Lake had slept with Reese, but she hated that things felt weird inside of her. Although Reese had acted fine, caring and loving even after what they’d done, he’d still left shortly afterward. She couldn’t help that she feared a part of him regretted what they’d done.

      And those thoughts led her to feeling embarrassed, angry, but most of all sad.

      She didn’t regret what they’d done, and she felt those suppressed feelings for Reese rise up.

      Now Lake was at the house alone, thinking about Reese and how things were going to play out. They needed to talk about this definitely, but she had no clue how to broach the subject, or exactly where they stood.

      Yeah, Reese had said a lot of things last night, things that had made her feel good and wanted, warm and desired, but had that just been the alcohol talking?

      She sat at the kitchen table, finished off her lunch before she had to get ready for work, and thought about what would happen if she just admitted to Reese how she felt. And what if she came clean with her father and Ginny? What if things progressed with Reese in a way Lake had been fantasizing about for a long time? Would they talk to their family together?

      God, it seemed too much to even think about, especially when she didn’t even know where she stood with Reese.

      Rising from the table, she rinsed off her dishes and put them in the dishwasher. She headed out of the kitchen, but before she made it to the stairs, the front door opened and Reese walked in. He stared at her as he closed the door behind him. The way he looked—lethal, gorgeous, and intent on keeping his focus on her—had her body lighting up like it had been set on fire.

      “Lake...” He said her name softly.

      She licked her lips, twisted her hands together, and knew that although she didn’t have to bring this up now, there was no time like the present.

      “Ginny and your dad are still gone?”

      She swallowed, and then nodded. “They’re not due back for hours.” Their overnight trip last night had been a little date retreat, something for the two of them. But right here and now she and Reese were alone.

      He nodded and moved closer. His jaw was clenched tightly, his dark eyes watching her thoughtfully. “I did a lot of thinking about ... us and last night.”

      She nodded, not knowing what to say or do all of a sudden. Would he tell her it was a mistake? He moved closer still, and she found herself moving back a step. The banister stopped her retreat, but she didn’t know what she was running from.

      Staring at him, smelling him, hell, just being in his presence instantly had a wave of arousal slamming into her.

      He wore a button-down shirt and well-worn jeans. He looked good ... really good in fact. Her panties instantly became wet, and her nipples beaded up in arousal. Neither said anything for several seconds. Then he moved a step closer.

      “I’ve been thinking a lot about last night, Lake, about how we need to talk about it, but then I saw you standing there, and I swear it’s like all common sense left me. It seems all common sense leaves me when you’re near,” he said almost to himself, softly, low and deep.

      God, had she been thinking about last night, too, about where they stood, but she knew how he felt about the whole common sense leaving. Before he said anything else or she could respond, he wrapped his arms around her, brought her body close to his much larger, harder one, and kissed her like it was the last thing he would ever do.

      She should have gotten lost in the kiss, but her mind reeled about what was happening right now in her father and Ginny’s house, and what they’d done last night.

      But his expert kisses had her warming to everything, melting against him, and pushing her worries aside. He nipped at her lips until she felt the blood rush to the surface. Soon her thoughts turned toward what he was actually doing to her, how he was turning her on and making her feel owned.

      With his expert moves and big, masculine fingers, he started to unbutton her shirt. He slipped his hand inside the opening of the material and cupped one of her breasts. He never ended their kiss as he touched her and brought her to the brink of coming right there for him.

      He started rubbing his thumb along her nipples, causing the bud to tighten further and poke through the thin material of her bra. Hell, it probably felt like a rock against his fingers. A gasp left her when he pinched her nipple and started biting at the base of her throat.

      “Lake,” he moaned against her flesh. “I don’t want to stop this. I don’t want to hide this from anyone. I want to be with you, and call me crazy, but it’s the damn truth.”

      She opened her mouth and exhaled. “I want that, too. I think I’ve wanted that for a while now, Reese.” But they also could not do this right now without talking to Ginny or her dad, or really talking with each other about what this meant.

      She pushed him away with her hands on his pecs. “We can’t do this right now. We haven’t talked about last night.” She pushed him gently again, although that was the last thing she wanted.

      He reached down and gripped himself through his jeans. “See what you do to me?” His voice was deep, husky, lust-filled. His lips were red and swollen, and she lifted her finger and ran it over her own, feeling them tingle. Did her lips look like his? It was as if he had imprinted himself on her, marked her with his mouth, hands, and dick.

      Oh lord, she was so turned on right now. But they should talk, right?

      Oh, who was she kidding? She didn’t want to stop this. Lake wanted this to last with Reese, wanted to just give herself over to him without worry.

      “We can talk, baby, but right now just let me touch you,” he said and moved closer to her again. She didn’t stop him this time, and in fact wrapped her arms around his neck and lifted on her toes to kiss him.

      Just as he stroked her lips with his tongue the sound of the front door opening and of her father and Ginny’s voices coming through had everything in Lake freezing.
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      Lake’s heart was beating fast, her palms were sweating, and she knew that what was about to happen right now would cause a hell of a lot of trouble between everyone. Her dad and Ginny stood in the doorway, their expressions matching: shocked.

      Reese was still in front of her, his hand on her breasts, his erection prodding her belly. She, on the other hand, had gone from aroused to humiliated instantly. She wasn’t embarrassed to be with Reese, because that was the total opposite of how she felt, but Lake certainly didn’t want her dad or Ginny catching them like this.

      “What in the hell is going on here?” her dad said, his eyes wide as he looked between the two of them. He clenched his hands at his sides, and when Lake looked at Ginny she saw horror on her face.

      Reese moved away from her but kept his body partially in front of her. The silence stretched between them, awkward, hard, tense.

      “Dad...” She didn’t know what to say. Hell, she didn’t even know what was going on between her and Reese. Ginny and her dad were home hours earlier than what they’d told her.

      “Reese, what’s going on here?” Ginny was the one to ask now. She moved into the house farther, set the bags she carried on the ground, and looked between her and Reese.

      Reese looked at Lake, this hard expression on his face. “Don’t worry,” he said, and she remembered when he’d told her that last night.

      “Okay,” she said a bit unsure, but trusted him on where he was going with this. She certainly had no clue on how to handle this.

      “Calvin,” Reese said her father’s name slowly.

      “Reese.” Her father said his name hard, pissed off sounding. Ginny took a step forward and grabbed Calvin’s hand, looking up at him as if she were worried the shit would hit the fan.

      Lake thought that would happen, too.

      “I have feelings for Lake, Calvin, feelings that are pretty intense, maybe don’t make any sense, and will probably have consequences.”

      Lake’s heart stopped beating.

      “I can’t even explain how any of this started between us, because it was fast, just kind of happened. I don’t want it to stop. I don’t have any intentions of it stopping.”

      The silence stretched between everyone.

      “Reese,” Ginny said softly, slowly. “You’ve just recently gotten a divorce, and you’re going after Calvin’s twenty-year-old daughter?”

      Reese shook his head. “My marriage with Brittany was over before we signed the papers.”

      “You just signed them not that long ago, and Lake is so much younger than you.”

      “You’re younger than my father, Ginny.” Lake spoke up because she was involved in this as well. She stopped beside Reese, looked up at him, and knew she had to be honest. “I’ve had feelings for Reese for a while, but knew that being with him might cause problems.” She looked at her father after she said that, and then looked at Ginny. “I didn’t do anything to hurt you, but I also can’t help how I feel, and I know that the things I want with Reese might conflict with how he feels and with how you all feel about the situation.”

      “You’re too young to even know about any of this stuff, sweetheart,” her dad said with emotion clogging his voice.

      “She knows what she wants, Calvin,” Reese said.

      Her father looked at Reese, this anger covering his face like a dark stain. “You and I haven’t even begun to scratch the surface of this.”

      “I know seeing us ... like that, is probably unsettling,” Lake said, twisting her hands together as her nerves went up a notch. “But I wanted to talk to him about all of this, and then bring it up with you.”

      “I meant no disrespect, Calvin—”

      “But you did disrespect me, Reese. You disrespected Ginny and violated my much younger daughter, too.” Her father was looking angrier by the second. And when he took off his suit jacket and undid his cufflinks and tie, she knew that this was not going to be civilized. “I walk in on you touching her in my goddamned house, the house I opened up to you. You think you meant no fucking disrespect after all of that?”

      Her father stared at Reese with hatred, his hands tightly fisted at his side, and his jaw clenched tight.

      “I want her.”

      “And that means what?” her father said between clenched teeth. “You want to take advantage of her, be the older man that has the younger woman on his side, at his beck and call?”

      “It isn’t like that, Dad. He didn’t take advantage of me—”

      “No, Lake.” Her father held up his hand, stopping her as he stared at Reese.

      “Calvin, please. We don’t need to go all street brawl in the foyer,” Ginny said, grabbing Calvin’s hand and trying to stop him when he moved a step closer to Reese.

      “I let you in my home, let you be around my daughter.”

      “Calvin, it isn’t how you see it. Just let me explain.”

      Her father shook his head after Reese spoke. “There isn’t anything to explain now, after the fact.”

      “I’ve seen what a special woman Lake is, and I’ve felt this emotion for her before I even fully understood what it all meant. She’s beautiful, smart, and strong. I want her not because she is younger, or because I am newly divorced, but because she is an incredible person that makes me happy even when she isn’t trying.” Reese looked at her for a second. “I mean all of that, Lake, I do, and I’m sorry that I didn’t give you time to process that before...” He stopped talking, clenched his jaw, and it was clear he realized what he was just about to say.

      Her father breathed out roughly. The anger that came from him was tangible, and although she didn’t want anyone to be upset over this, she also knew that it wasn’t fair to Ginny or her father, especially how they’d been found out.

      Her father continued to pierce Reese with an icy stare. “How far has it gone?” her father said in a low, menacing voice, but she could hear that he already knew from what Reese had been about to say.

      “God, Reese...” Ginny said, and she covered her mouth.

      “I don’t think it’s appropriate to discuss that here or now, not when Lake is an adult.”

      Her father let out this deadly sound, one that she had never heard from him before. Calvin had always been controlled and never let his anger out. But right now he looked ready to kill Reese.

      “You did this behind our backs, and although Lake may be an adult, she is still my daughter, you are still Ginny’s brother, and this is my fucking house.”

      Whoa. She’d never heard her father this upset before. “Dad, please calm down because even I am not sure what’s going on here.”

      Oh, she knew Reese wanted her, knew she wanted him, but this situation was escalating far too quickly, and there was no way to stop it, it seemed.

      “How long has this been going on?” her father asked through his teeth.

      He looked at Reese, and this rage moving out of him and slamming around them like a hurricane.

      “Nothing happened until last night,” Reese responded, and the low sound that came from her father had shivers working up Lake’s spine.

      “He didn’t take advantage of me. What happened was my doing as well,” Lake said, not about to let Reese take the fall for this alone.

      Her dad ran a hand over his head and cursed low, seemingly all at the same time.

      “I want her as mine, Calvin, and no matter what happened with Brittany and me, the divorce, or any of the other bullshit like that, I know what I’m doing here.”

      Her dad held his hand out, his finger pointed at Reese, his jaw clenched. “Don’t fucking talk to me about any of that. You went behind our backs and thought having sex with my daughter under my roof while we were gone, was okay.” He took a step closer. “I don’t care what you say, you took advantage of my little girl. My anger is justified.”

      “He didn’t take advantage of me, Dad.”

      Her father glanced at her, the chilled expression on his face now directed at her. “Lake, no offense, because I know you’re a smart girl, but he did take advantage of you. He is not much younger than me, and you’re only twenty.” He turned and looked at Reese again. “I trusted you, not because you were Ginny’s brother, not because you were in the service, but because I thought you were a good man and a friend.”

      “I’m a good man and a friend, but obviously made poor choices when it came to not speaking to you two beforehand.” Reese grabbed her hand, pulled her closer to him, and she felt the heat of his body spear into hers.

      “I trusted you to treat her like family, too.”

      “Calvin, I think we have to back away and really think about the situation,” Ginny said. She started worrying her bottom lip, obviously trying to calm the situation down, but Lake knew it was already far past that line.

      Reese let go of her hand and took a step forward. “She means more to me than family.”

      “You said this happened fast, Reese,” Ginny said, and Lake knew that his sister was possibly implying that maybe this was impulsive for both of them or maybe a rebound thing for Reese.

      But Reese shook his head. “It doesn’t matter, Ginny. I was with Brittany for six months before we got married, then another two years after we said our vows. Look how that went down.”

      Her dad shook his head and ran a hand through his hair. Ginny didn’t respond.

      “If she doesn’t want me, doesn’t want anything to do with me, then I will back off. I am not making her do anything she doesn’t want to do.”

      Her father cursed out.

      Obviously Lake wished she could have told her father about this beforehand, but she had needed to be with Reese right then, needed his comfort, and things just kind of went from there.

      She was an adult, knew that she could make her own decisions without letting her father know, but she also knew that telling him about this since Reese was part of the family should have been a priority.

      “This is fast, Dad,” Lake said, and looked up at Reese. She pulled away from him and saw the surprise on his face, but she wasn’t done speaking just yet. “We aren’t saying we love each other. What we are saying is that we want you to understand we are both adults, and what was done was done with consent.”

      Her father’s face turned a nasty shade of red, and he took a menacing step toward Reese.

      “Stop, Calvin.” Ginny said, her worry clear in her voice.

      Lake knew a fight would transpire if Reese didn’t leave and let her speak to her dad.

      “No, Ginny,” Calvin said and lifted a hand to stop her from pulling him away. “This is between me and your brother.”

      “This is about two consenting adults. This isn’t about us, Calvin—”

      “You’re too old for her, Reese, too experienced and are barely divorced.” Her dad’s jaw clenched, and she heard him grind his teeth. “I don’t want to even think about what you are doing with her, or what you plan to do with her.”

      “You know the age thing isn’t a factor for either of us. If it is for you then there is a problem. The issue is the fact I’m Ginny’s brother, and that we didn’t tell you beforehand what we planned on doing.” Reese took a step closer. “But even if we should have talked to you two beforehand, what we did was done by two consenting adults.”

      And that seemed to be her father’s breaking point. He charged forward, and Reese and Calvin crashed into the foyer wall. Ginny cried out, and Lake stumbled back, but she could do nothing but watch the horror in front of her.

      “Please, Dad, stop,” she shouted. Ginny tried to pull her dad off of Reese, but the two men were in a locked embrace. They were grappling with each other, Reese blocking blows but not delivering them.

      The momentum of her father and Reese fighting had them moving out of the foyer and into the living room. Ginny kept shouting for them to stop, and Lake saw her tears. Lake moved forward, trying to pull her father away, but Ginny grabbed her just as her dad and Reese stumbled back briefly before falling forward.

      “Stay back. You’ll get hurt,” Ginny said, out of breath, her tears coming harder now.

      Reese slammed into the couch, causing the piece of furniture to tumble backward. The first punch from her father hit Reese in the gut, and then he was hit for a second time on the other side. She’d never seen her father fight.

      Her dad’s normally perfectly styled hair was a disheveled mess around his head, and his face was red from his anger. Reese was equally flustered, but he wasn’t fighting back, just blocking the hits and letting her father pummel him.

      “I should kill you,” her father roared out. They fell into a side table, knocking over the lamp and having it crash to the floor. Her father hit him again and again, until blood came out of Reese’s nose and the corner of his mouth.

      “I won’t fight you, Calvin. I won’t.”

      Lake couldn’t stand by and let this happen. She had to do something. She charged forward, trying to pull her dad off of him, but it was like moving a brick wall.

      “Stay back, Lake,” Reese said in a gruff voice.

      Ginny pulled her back, just as her dad punched Reese again. Reese and Calvin fell to the floor with her father on top, throwing punches, gruff noises coming from him. Knowing this had to stop, Lake pushed her dad off of Reese with more strength than she thought she’d be able to muster.

      “Stop,” she pleaded, yelling as she held herself in front of Reese, hating to see the two men she cared about fighting. “He didn’t do anything I didn’t want, Dad. I’m not saying we are in love and will elope. I’m just asking you to try to accept this and my decision to live my life the way I want to, no matter what the consequences might be.” She stared into her father’s eyes, pleading. “Please.”

      “I deserved everything you gave me, Calvin, but I won’t give up on Lake.”

      Her father stared at her and gritted his teeth, clearly still angry and not responding. He looked at Reese. “You deserve a lot fucking more than what I gave you for doing this shit behind my back, Reese.” Her father moved back, and Ginny grabbed his arm, pulling him close to her.

      “What is wrong with you?” she asked through her tears.

      Her father didn’t respond, just stared at where Lake stood with Reese, his face a mask of anger. “I want you out of my house,” he said to Reese, turned, grabbed his keys off the foyer side table, and left. The silence stretched on, and Ginny rushed after Calvin.

      “I’m sorry it came down to this,” Reese said and pulled her into a hug.

      “I thought there would be problems, but never imagined anything like this.”

      He rubbed her back, then kissed the crown of her head. “I’m not going to just walk away from you, not when I feel these emotions.” He pulled back and looked at her face. “I know it’s fast, and I know it’s confusing. I’m not saying I can give you the moon, Lake, but I sure as hell can give you my undivided time and the attention you deserve.”

      She felt more tears well in her eyes. “It is fast, Reese.”

      He smiled and brushed her tears away. “I know, Lake, but it feels right, doesn’t it?”

      She nodded without hesitation.

      “I know it’s hard to see right now, but things will work out.”

      “I hope you’re right, Reese.”
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      “I’m just as pissed that things worked out this way, Ginny,” Reese said and stared at his sister from across the small diner table they were sitting at. He’d met up with her after she’d called days after the altercation with Calvin.

      “I know, and I know you didn’t mean any harm by it, but Reese, see it from Calvin’s point of view.”

      “Believe me, I can understand why he’s upset. I would be, too, if the roles were reversed.” He leaned back in his chair and sighed. “This ended up being all kinds of fucked-up. I didn’t plan to have feelings for Lake, and sure as hell not this quickly. But even during the separation, not long before the divorce went through, I could see Lake for who she was.”

      “For who she was?” Ginny repeated.

      He nodded. “She’s smart and beautiful and has a good head on her shoulders. She’s been through a lot in her life. What with her mom passing when she was younger, and I know she had trouble in school with kids giving her a hard time, but she was strong through it all.”

      Ginny didn’t say anything, but she was listening, and that’s all he could ask for right now.

      “I didn’t actively pursue anything with her until after the divorce, and I certainly didn’t think about being with her in that way until then.” He thought about the night with her, about how yes, he’d been drunk, but how he still knew what he’d been doing. “It’s just something that happened, but it feels like the right move, Ginny. I don’t want to stop seeing her, not because I’m recently divorced and coming from a loveless, emotionless marriage, and not because her father isn’t okay with this. I want Lake because she’s beautiful inside and out.”

      His sister stared at him, then looked at the coffee cup in front of her. “Be careful with her, and I’m not saying that because she’s so much younger than you, but because Lake is one of the most genuine and sweet people I know.”

      He nodded when she looked up at him. “I know, Ginny. I can see that in her, too, and that’s one of the reasons I want this.” He leaned back in his chair and exhaled. “This isn’t what I planned, believe me. I never saw her as anything more than a sweet girl who was your stepdaughter. But then as the years progressed and Brittany and my marriage crumbled into nothingness, I realized there are women out there that aren’t like what I am used to.”

      Ginny smiled and reached out to cover his hand with hers. “I support you two, because I know you’re a good guy and will take care of her. You don’t jump into things without knowing what you want, and that’s how I know this is really what you want.”

      He was grateful and thankful his sister was okay with them. Now he just had to speak with Calvin about all of this.
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        One week later

      

      

      “You need to talk to her.”

      “I’m pissed, Ginny.” He sighed and rubbed his eyes, knowing his wife meant well, but also that he was having a hard time getting over this.

      “They care about each other,” Ginny said, and he knew that.

      “She’s my daughter, and he’s your brother.”

      “And?”

      He glared at his wife. For the last week he’d been working long hours, coming home late when he knew his daughter would be asleep, because he honestly didn’t know how to handle this. Reese had moved out, found a condo in town, and he knew that Lake and Reese would see each other if they wanted. He couldn’t stop that, but that hadn’t meant he liked it.

      “Just go talk to her, tell her that you were an ass, and that you know she can make responsible decisions.”

      “And you just accepted it?”

      She shrugged. “He’s my brother, and I love Lake like a sister. If they’re happy I’m happy.”

      He took a minute to let that sink in. He’d come to that conclusion already, knew that he needed to let Lake live her life the way she wanted to. Maybe Ginny sensed the conclusion he’d come up with, or maybe she saw the fact he agreed with everything she’d said. She smiled and came up to him.

      “You’re doing the right thing.”

      “I know, because you’re always right,” he said and smiled down at her. He hated that his little girl wasn’t little anymore. She might only be twenty, but she was an adult, a young woman who knew what she wanted in life. Yes, it was really damn hard to think that his daughter was with Ginny’s much older brother, but since finding out, he’d done a lot of thinking. They may have fought in front of Ginny and Lake, but he trusted Reese with his life, and with Ginny’s and Lake’s as well.

      “All I can think about is Lake getting with a man that just got out of a divorce and is taking advantage of my little girl.”

      “You know that’s not the truth,” Ginny said. He hugged her, wrapped his arms around his wife’s slender body, and kept her close. “I know that’s not the truth, but that was my first thought and reaction. Now that I’ve thought about it the last week, I realized that Lake has her own life to lead, and that she can decide what’s right for her. I know that I can’t stop this.”

      Ginny tilted her head back and stared at him. “What I do know is that if there was one man on this planet that you trusted to treat your daughter with respect and protect her with his life, who would it be?”

      He didn’t even need to think about it and didn’t need to picture Lake with anyone else. “Reese. I’d want her to be with a man like Reese.” He sighed. “I just didn’t think one day it would actually be him.”
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      For seven days Lake’s father had avoided her, avoided the conversation she tried to have with him. Even Ginny had tried talking to him. She’d at least come around more than her father, and although they didn’t talk about everything that had gone on between her and Reese, Ginny supported her and wanted her to be happy.

      Lake just wished her dad were the same way.

      She put a stack of her clothes away, clearing off the bed because she was going to study here tonight instead of her dad’s office. She just didn’t want to be around his stuff, reminded that he was so very angry with her he didn’t even want to talk to her. It had never been this way between them, and it killed her. She hated things turning out this way, that Reese had left, even if she knew it was the right thing to do after what happened.

      He was staying at a condo in town, not more than twenty minutes away, but she hadn’t seen him since the fight.

      They talked on the phone, but it wasn’t the same as seeing him like she had for the past several months. It was harder now because they’d opened up. Was this whole situation crazy?

      Yeah, it really was. She’d gone from seeing Reese as this man that was married, who kept to himself, but who was incredibly strong, to seeing him being alone, divorced, and her feelings for him growing into something she couldn’t handle or understand.

      But the craziest part of all of this was that he wanted her, too. Yes, they’d slept together, and the fact he’d been drunk had made her worried that he wouldn’t remember what they’d done, or that he’d regret it. Those hadn’t been the outcomes, and instead he’d told her he wanted her as more than what she ever thought they could be.

      She cleared off her bed, grabbed her books, and sat down to get to work on her homework.

      “You hard at work again?”

      Her dad’s voice came from behind her, and her heart instantly started pounding.

      She turned around to see him standing in the doorway, leaning against the frame with his arms crossed. He wore a pair of jeans and a plain T-shirt, and his feet were bare. At home he usually wore this kind of casual attire, but she was also used to seeing him wear his pressed business suits.

      As she stared at him, she expected to see rage on his face, but when he looked at her there was just a man that was looking at his daughter without any anger.

      Clearing her throat, she nodded. This was the most he’d said to her since he had stormed out of the house after the fight. “Yeah, I’m always studying it seems.” She pointed to the books on her bed.

      He nodded and walked into her room. “That’s good to keep your head in school.” Her father sat on the edge of her bed. After he pushed her books away, he patted the mattress, gesturing for her to sit beside him since she was on the other side of the bed.

      She stared at him for a moment, took in his short dark hair, looked into his blue eyes that were the same color as hers, and knew that this man’s opinion meant so much to her.

      He meant so much to her.

      Lake moved closer to him and shifted her body so she faced him. For a second he just stared at her, not speaking, but the emotion was clear on his face.

      “I first want to say I shouldn’t have acted that way, period. But my emotions got the better of me.”

      She nodded, not trusting her voice to speak.

      “I also want to apologize for not speaking to you, and for avoiding you this last week.”

      “I’m sorry things went down the way they did, Dad. We didn’t mean for things to happen that way, didn’t set out to make anyone upset. Things just happened, and I’m just as much involved as he was.”

      He reached out and took her hand, gave it a squeeze, and smiled. “You love him?” He stated it without any hatred or anger in his voice.

      She didn’t answer right away as she thought about his question. She shook her head and looked down at their joined hands. “I don’t even know what love is, Dad, but I care about Reese a lot.”

      “You understand why I got so angry?”

      She nodded, even though he wasn’t looking at her. “Yeah, I do.” She gave his hand a squeeze. “But we really didn’t mean to hurt or betray anyone, Dad. Things just kind of happened, and as uncomfortable as I feel talking about this with you because, well, we never really have before, I want you to know that I want to be with Reese, and he wants to be with me.”

      Her dad nodded again.

      “He makes me happy.”

      “Yeah, I understand that.” He gave her hand a squeeze and looked up at her. “I didn’t mean to blow up like that, hurt you or Ginny, or go after Reese. I just kind of snapped. What I did was extreme, and I should have thought about it, and listened to you two before attacking him like that.”

      “I wish you would have let us explain, but I know things were fast all the way around.” She squeezed his hand again. “I’m an adult and know what I’m doing, and if things don’t work out, well, I’ll learn from that, too. But this is my life and my choices and mistakes to make, Dad.”

      He didn’t respond for several seconds, and then he nodded. “Yeah, sweetheart. I know where you’re coming from, and although it’ll be hard for me to accept that my little girl is a woman now and can make her own decisions, I know you have a good head on your shoulders. You’re smart, so damn smart.” He lifted his hand and brushed a stray piece of hair from her forehead. “But you’re tough as well. I knew from the moment you were born, watched you grow up, and after your mother passed away I saw the strength inside of you. You’re so damn strong and smart, Lake.” He smiled softly at her. “You didn’t let life drag you down even though I know it would have been so easy.” There was sadness in his expression. “You held it together better than me after your mom died, and if I’m being honest you still hold it together better than me.” He leaned in and kissed her on the forehead. “Your mom would be so proud of the woman you’ve become. I love you, and I want you to be happy.”

      She was crying now, but they were happy tears.

      “If being with Reese means you’re happy, then who am I to stand in the way of that?” He smiled down at her, and lifted a hand to wipe away her tears with his thumb.

      “Thanks, Dad. Thanks for giving me the chance to do this on my own.”

      He glanced down at their hands again. “I know that he cares about you genuinely, too. I guess I just didn’t want to accept it.”

      She swallowed back her emotion. “You know that?”

      He nodded. “I could see it in the way he looked at you, how he defended how he felt about you and tried to get me to see what was right in front of me.”

      She leaned into him, and he pulled her closer and wrapped his arms around her shoulders. “I’ll always be your little girl, Dad. Being with Reese, or any man for that matter, won’t ever change that.” She tightened her hold on his waist.

      “I know, sweetie. I’m coming to understand that.” He chuckled softly.

      “I’m not stopping my life because of Reese. I’m still going to get my business degree, and still hopefully work with you at the office.”

      He smiled wider. “I’m looking forward to that, Lake.” He pulled her back and cupped her cheeks. “I just worry about you.”

      “I know. You don’t have to worry so much, though.”

      “I’m realizing that.” He chuckled again, and then she did as well.

      They stayed silent for a moment. She hadn’t realized how much she missed this time with her dad. He was accepting this, or at least trying to, and that was all she could ask for. They hadn’t done things conventionally, hadn’t given anyone time to accept this or even get used to the idea of them together.

      Her father was wanting to understand, and she was so thankful for that, so thankful that he loved her enough to put his very understandable anger and frustration aside because she was happy.
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      Calvin stared out his office window, watching the people twenty floors below walk up and down the streets, but his mind was on his daughter and Reese. He’d already made things right with Lake last night, but he needed to talk with Reese.

      And that was apparently happening any minute now since the man called this morning and was expected to come by here.

      Calvin ran a hand over his face and knew that he’d need to work on this, need to understand that Reese was a good man, even if this seemed wrong, in a way.

      “Mr. Heart, there is a Mr. Jordan here to see you.”

      The sound of his receptionist on the intercom had his thoughts being broken up.

      “Send him in, Louisa.” He didn’t turn around when he heard the door open and close a few seconds later.

      “Calvin,” Reese said in a deep voice.

      He closed his eyes for a second when he heard Reese’s voice behind him. He looked over his shoulder, saw the other man standing by the front doors, and tried to look past all the things that had pissed him off when he first found out.

      Reese stepped closer but stopped about five feet from Calvin’s desk.

      Calvin turned around and sat at his desk. “Have a seat, Reese.” When the other man was in the chair across from him, Calvin breathed out, knowing this just needed to be done so things could move on. Finally he broke the silence. “I was going to call you so we could speak.”

      Reese nodded. “I’m glad, because I think this needs to be worked out, and I don’t want Lake upset.”

      Calvin agreed. He didn’t want his daughter upset because he hadn’t been able to control himself or see that this was her choice. Reese was a big man, tall and muscular, and matching Calvin in height and weight, but even if the man was ex-military and had lived his life in the battlefield, he was now the person his daughter wanted to be with.

      Calvin would need to accept that. Since meeting Ginny he’d met Reese, and he’d grown to care for the man like a brother. He trusted him, even if time and distance had separated them. He’d been Ginny’s rock, and because of that Calvin had embraced him as part of the family.

      But then all of this had gone down, and Calvin had been lost in his emotions, consumed by them. He hadn’t known how to proceed aside from with violence. Of course he wanted his daughter happy, no matter whom she chose to be with in life.

      But then another part of him said that this wasn’t okay, that Reese was too old, had a lifetime of experience that was too much for his young daughter, and he had been divorced already.

      They continued to stare at each other.

      “I meant no disrespect, Calvin. But I care about her, want this to work, and I won’t back off.” Reese didn’t say it with disrespect. “She makes me feel alive, like what I’ve had in my life doesn’t even compare to what I feel when I’m with her.”

      “You just got divorced and haven’t even had a relationship with Lake as more than Ginny’s brother.”

      Reese nodded. “I know, but what I feel is real. My marriage wasn’t a happy one and didn’t mean what I’d hoped having a wife would mean. I’ve lived a hard life out in the battlefield and know what death is. I also know what it feels to have something good and perfect, and that’s what I feel with your daughter.” He said it matter-of-factly.

      Reese looked down at the ground for a few seconds, and when he looked at Calvin again there was honesty on the man’s face. “I’ve never felt this way about anyone, not even Brittany. Lake makes me see that not everything in this world needs to be put in its place, or that it has to be a certain way. I feel like a better man with her, and I know how crazy this sounds given the quickness of it all, but it’s the truth.” The silence stretched out between them. “I deserved everything you gave me. But I want you to understand that what I feel for your daughter is real.”

      Calvin understood what he said and was trying to understand and come to terms with it all.

      “I know you need time to process all of this. I can give you that time, but I won’t leave Lake. I can’t, not unless she doesn’t want me, Calvin.” They stared at each other for a moment, and then Calvin nodded once.

      “I’ve spoken to Lake, and I know she cares about you. I may not understand why a man your age, with your history, wants someone so young, so innocent.” Calvin cleared his throat, thinking about his sweet daughter, about what she’d been through in her life, how she was so strong. “She’s smart, strong, and knows what she wants.”

      Reese nodded.

      “I can also see you’re genuine. I know you’re a good man, Reese, but if we were in the other’s shoes, I know you’d have gone off the deep end, too.”

      “I would have, without a doubt,” Reese said.

      “I can’t tell Lake what to do in her life, and she’s smart enough to know what she wants. But if you ever hurt her I’ll make sure you feel her pain as if it were your own. Understand?”

      Reese nodded. “I wouldn’t expect any less, but I won’t hurt her.” He stood.

      “Be good to her and treat her like the queen she is.”

      “Always,” Reese said. They nodded once more to each other, and then Reese left the office.

      Calvin would have no problem delivering on his promise to hurt Reese if he hurt Lake, but he knew in his heart that Reese was the right man for his daughter.

      He would just need time to fully accept that his little girl was not so little anymore.
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        Several months later

      

      

      Reese watched Lake as she moved around his kitchen, insistent on making him dinner. He sat at his dining room table, the boxes he’d had stacked against the wall for the last few months finally out of the way as he’d gotten around to storing them.

      She looked over her shoulder, smiled at him, and for the millionth time since they’d been together he realized this woman was it for him. He loved her. Fucking hell, did he love her.

      He grinned, picked up his bottle of beer, and drank it slowly as he continued to watch her. The truth was he could stare at her all day every day and never get enough. When he’d invited her over it had been to take her out, maybe even get a little dirty before going on a date, but she’d shown up with a bag of groceries and insisted on cooking for him.

      He wanted to be in this relationship, wanted her to be a part of his life.

      He stood and walked over to her but stopped and leaned against the frame of the entryway. Reese watched her washing the dishes she’d just cooked with and heard her humming softly.

      He walked up to her, stopping just inches from her, and placed his hands on her hips, holding Lake. “I just realized we’ve never danced.” He pressed the play button in the iPod dock on the counter, and Bach started playing. He turned her around to face him.

      Reese dipped his head low, ran the tip of his nose along the arch of her throat, and heard her breath falter. She smelled good, like vanilla and warmed sugar.

      “Are you sure dancing is what’s on your mind?” she asked, obviously feeling his erection. The fact that his cock was right on her belly, moving back and forth as he swayed with her, was probably a dead giveaway.

      He wanted her, always seemed to in fact, but the truth was he just wanted to hold her. And Reese did just that, continuing to move back and forth. Her scent enveloped him, and the fact that this woman made him feel things he’d never thought would made him love her even more.

      “I love you,” she said softly, and he reached his hand on the back of her head, pulling her toward his chest. She relaxed against him, and he rested his chin on the crown of her head.

      “I love you, too, baby.”

      She wrapped her hands around his waist and sighed one of those contented ones that made a man feel like he was doing all the right things.

      “You are doing all the right things,” she whispered, and he realized he’d spoken out loud. He couldn’t help it. Reese dipped down and took her mouth with his.

      Reese knew this woman was it for him, absolutely-fucking-it. She was his world, his everything, and he knew that with the time passing his love for her would only increase. It was one hell of a feeling to have.
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        Two years later

      

      

      It had really happened. Lake had graduated with her bachelor’s degree in business management, and she’d never felt prouder of herself than she did now. She’d worked hard to get here in her life, busted her ass in her studies, and was trying to do the best she possibly could.

      It had all paid off.

      She pulled into the driveway of her apartment complex, cut the engine, and smiled. She’d just left the ceremony to come home and rest a bit before she was going back to Ginny and her dad’s house for a big party.

      She couldn’t wait to start this chapter in her life, and when she saw Reese’s car in the parking lot she couldn’t wait to start the next chapter with him as well.

      Once she grabbed her things and got out of the car, she headed up the steps to her place. When she pushed the door open, she immediately stopped. Reese stood a few feet from her, candles lit on the table, and an expression on his face that had her heart stopping.

      “Hey, baby,” he said in his deep voice that had her toes curling.

      She shut the door, set her bag down, and smiled a little tentatively. She’d seen him just a couple of hours ago, but when she started talking with some of her friends he’d disappeared. She looked around.

      “Hi.” She smiled. “What’s going on?” Lake was worried, but she didn’t feel that something bad was going to happen, and not just because he’d lit candles.

      “Come here, Lake.” He held his hand out to her.

      She moved closer, slipped her hand in his, and stared at him. He didn’t say anything for a few moments, but then he exhaled and closed his eyes for a second. When he opened them again, she felt her heart jump in her throat.

      “I want to be here with you, to work this relationship out and experience it all with you, Lake.” He stared in her eyes, lifted his hand and cupped her cheek.

      She felt this zing of electricity go through her when their flesh touched. She always felt that intensity when he was near. “I’m glad, because I want that, too.” She smiled, having a feeling of what was going on but holding her breath regardless.

      “I want to be able to give you the world, to give you whatever you want.” He dropped to one knee, and her heart stopped. When he reached in his pocket and pulled out a small black box, she knew that her life would forever be changed from this moment on.

      “Reese...” She didn’t know what to say.

      He opened the lid, showing her a solitaire diamond. “This ring means I want to spend the rest of my life with you.” He took the ring out of the box. “I don’t want to rush this with you, even though it’s been two years, Lake.” Reese slipped the ring on her finger. “Lake Heart, my beautiful, beautiful Lake,” he said and stopped for a breath. “I am asking for your hand in marriage, asking for you to be my wife, my lifelong partner.” He smiled up at her. “I’m asking you to be the mother of my children, to go through the good and bad times with me, and to be in my life until we are old and gray.”

      She covered her hand with her mouth, looked down at him, and felt tears in her eyes. Her vision became blurry, and she shook her head, not refusing this proposal, just not knowing what to say at the moment.

      Maybe he took her silence as she was saying no, because he started speaking again. “I don’t want to rush you. I never want to rush this. If you don’t want to give me an answer right away, I understand, and will be here regardless.”

      Her heart picked up speed.

      “Baby, I want you to be able to experience life, start your career.” He smoothed his fingers over the back of her hand. “When you’re ready, I want to make you my bride.”

      She looked down at her ring, at the size of it, the way it seemed so large on her finger, even dwarfing her hand.

      “You’re making me nervous, baby,” he said on a little, nervous chuckle. “You let me know how fast or slow to go, and I’ll be here.”

      “Yes, God yes, Reese,” she said and started laughing through her happiness. He smiled and stood. Reese pulled her in for a hug, and she closed her eyes and smiled. She leaned back.

      Rising on her toes, she pressed her lips to his. He lifted his other arm and wrapped it around her waist, pulling her close to him, and slightly having her going off the ground. He was so strong, so powerful. The feel of his erection prodding her belly had a flash of wetness leaving her pussy. God, even two years later this felt so new and exciting with him. They’d taken things slowly. She lived alone now, having moved out of her father’s and Ginny’s place and gotten an apartment about ten minutes from where they lived. Although she saw Reese a lot, and he spent the night more times than not, she hadn’t wanted to rush into anything.

      “I’d do anything for you, baby,” he said against her lips. He went back to kissing her, harder this time, and slid his hand that cupped her cheek to the back of her head. He held her face close to his as he fucked her with his lips and tongue.

      “Reese...” She breathed against his mouth. Her eyes fluttered closed when he moved his mouth to her neck, and his warm breath teased the skin right below her ear.

      “Yeah, baby?” His voice was low, husky.

      “I...” she said on a moan when he ran his tongue along her throat.

      “You’re mine,” he groaned, stopping her from speaking anymore. The feel of his tongue on her throat had a small mewl leaving her. “I won’t ever take anything you’re not willing to give, and I’ll never rush you into anything. I’m here for the long run.”

      Her head was suddenly too heavy for her to hold up, and so she let it fall back, baring her throat.

      “That’s it, baby, give yourself to me. I swear to fucking God, I’ll make you never regret it.”

      She knew she’d never regret anything with Reese, would never think twice about giving herself to him. Lake wanted to let go, so she brought her hands up, gripped his massive biceps, and nodded her desire for him to continue. “I want you, want this, but...”

      He lifted his head and looked down at her. “Tell me what you want, and it’s yours, Lake.”

      She licked her lips, knowing she really did want this, but wanted him to submit to her, too, at least at first. “Will you let me lead?” She didn’t need to elaborate, because by the sound he let out she knew he understood.

      “Anything. Anything and everything I have is yours. I’m yours.” He brushed his lips against hers, like he was ready to let her take the reins. She knew it was probably for this one time, because Reese was a very dominating man. She’d seen it, felt it in him when he’d taken her that first time, and every time after that for the last two years. Lake liked that he took control. It made her feel like a woman, and that he knew how to make her feel good because he knew her so well.

      He took a step back, and for a moment all they did was stare at each other. The shirt he wore was a button-down. She lifted her hands to his chest and rested her open palm right over his pectoral muscles, felt the firm definition, and felt her arousal grow.

      Lake slipped the buttons out one at a time, and when the material was hanging open, she smoothed her hands along the hard, smooth ridges of his chest.

      Pushing the shirt off his shoulders, she stared at the dark hair that started right below his belly button and disappeared beneath his jeans. All other thoughts left her mind, and she breathed out roughly as she stared at his hard chest. It was broad, golden in color, and so muscular she felt like a small, insignificant woman beside him. He groaned low in his throat as she stared at him.

      Lake knew it must be hard for Reese to just stand there, not taking control when she knew he wanted to. Nervousness was a living entity inside of her, but she pushed it aside and reached for the belt at his waist.

      His erection was already tenting his jeans, and it was enormous. After getting the button undone and his zipper down, she took a deep breath, gripped the edges of the denim, and pushed them down along with his boxer briefs. His shaft sprang forth like another limb, and all she could do was stare at it.

      “You see what you do to me, baby.” His voice was so low, so rough, that her nipples instantly hardened, and her pussy swelled with her arousal. “You have total control over me, Lake, and always will.” His gaze was lowered to her chest that was rising and falling from her rapid breathing.

      She was so turned on, and the feel of the weight on her finger from the ring had her arousal growing for this man.

      “Touch me before I lose my control and just take you right here and now without giving you the chance to take the lead, baby.”

      Her heart thundered, her palms were sweating, and beads of perspiration dotted her temples and the area between her breasts. Keeping hold of his gaze with hers, she reached out and smoothed her hands over his chest again. Slowly moving her hands down the granite-like, hairless, and hard expanse of flesh, she gripped his shaft.

      He was so thick and long that she couldn’t even wrap her fingers fully around his girth. God, she loved that.

      “Yeah, just like that, baby.”

      She wanted him, wanted to feel Reese touch every part of her. Power surged through her when she started stroking him, and he couldn’t hold his eyes open any longer. The fact she couldn’t seem to get enough oxygen into her lungs had her feeling lightheaded, dizzy, and powerful. She wanted it all, and she wanted it with this man that had made her feel so beautiful.

      He always made her feel strong, intelligent, and like a well-loved woman.

      “I love you, Reese.”

      He groaned. “I love you, baby.”

      Letting go of his erection and taking a step back, she watched the different emotions pass across his face: love, arousal, and the need to dominate her and take control.

      “I’m done holding the reins, Reese. Take me—” She didn’t finish that sentence, because this low noise left him, before he had his arms wrapped around her. He kissed her like he couldn’t get enough, like he’d die if he didn’t take her right now. He moved her so her back met the living room wall. Reese ran his teeth and tongue up and down her neck, and had his hands on her upper arms, holding her in place for him.

      “I could devour you right now, Lake. I want to. I want to pretty damn badly.”

      She moaned out at his erotic words.

      He moved his other hand down her waist, over her outer thigh, and snaked it around until he could grip her behind the knee. “Let me own you, own this part of you,” he said and touched her pussy through her clothes.

      A gasp left her.

      “You already do, Reese.”

      He licked at her pulse. “You are the only one that can bring me to my knees.” When he lifted her leg and brought it flush with his hip, it put her pussy in direct contact with his erection. He thrust his hips forward, and she groaned as his cock pressed against her clit. The skirt she wore had him in direct contact with her panty-covered pussy. Sparks of pleasure went straight through her body.

      He did it again and again until she started grinding herself on him, seeking more pressure. If he kept it up she would get off from this alone.

      He kept moving against her, bringing her pleasure higher and higher until she was gasping for air. “Fuck, baby.”

      “God.” Curling her hands farther into his arms, she started moving her hips in time with his, but harder this time, bringing herself closer to climax. She wished her panties weren’t in the way, and that she could feel how smooth and hot he was against her bare flesh.

      Her head fell back against the wall, and a moan spilled from her right when he thrust especially hard against her. He cupped her breast with one hand while still holding her leg with the other.

      “I’ll come in my damn jeans if we keep this up.” He ran his palm up and down her nipple, causing the little bud to tighten further. Lake wanted her shirt and bra off.

      Yes, she had said she wanted to take control, but right now she wanted Reese to be the one to control things, to make her scream out his name.

      In the next instant he had her shirt off and reached behind her and unlatched her bra. The material slid down her arms, and he tossed it aside. When he pulled back and looked at her bare breasts, it was like he reached out and touched her. It seeped into her body and had her only thinking about being with this man.

      He pulled her closer to his hardness and claimed her mouth. His groan vibrated against her lips. He moved his mouth down her neck. The lower he went, the deeper the sounds he made.

      His hot, humid breath teased the peak of one of her breasts, causing the turgid tip to stiffen further. For several long, agonizing seconds all she felt was his warm breath teasing over her.

      “You’re torturing me.” Spearing her fingers into his hair, she tried to pull him closer to her chest, pleading with her actions as well that she wanted this. But trying to move him was like moving a brick wall.

      “That’s the last thing I want to do,” he said in this husky, arousal-laced voice.

      Her insides turned to mush with him, and her instincts told her that this man would always be there for her.

      Lake tightened her fingers in his hair, and he gave one last groan before covering her left nipple with his hot, wet mouth and sucking long and hard. Blood rushed to the surface and swelled under his ministrations. For several agonizingly pleasure-filled seconds all he did was suck on her breasts.

      He alternated between them, drawing the tissue out with his teeth, and then dragging his tongue over the slight sting he caused.

      She was vaguely aware of the sounds coming from her, ones that should have made her embarrassed, but she couldn’t comprehend anything because the ecstasy was far too intense. He slid his palm down her belly, pushed her skirt up and over her hips, and slid his hand down her underwear. At the first touch of his fingers in her slick cleft, Lake cried out.

      “It’s so good.” She hadn’t meant to say the words out loud.

      “Yeah, it really fucking does feel good, baby.” He continued to stroke her slowly. “You’re so damn wet for me, so primed for my cock.” He slipped a thick finger into her pussy and started pushing it in and pulling it back out slowly. “You want my cock, don’t you?”

      She nodded, not able to speak.

      “Yeah, you do.” He rubbed her even more. “This is all for me, baby. Tell me you’re this soaked for me, that I’m the one that made this pussy juicy.” He murmured against her chest at the same time he pressed his thumb to her clit and started working the bundle of nerves back and forth.

      “Reese, oh God, Reese...” The words fell from her lips like a plea. All she wanted was to be naked so they could rub themselves against each other. She wanted to grind herself on him, get off from that alone, and then do it all over again.

      God, did she want to do that desperately. Lake let go of his hair and moved her hands between their bodies.

      Reese let out a hoarse sound in the back of his throat, grabbed her ass, and hauled her up his body. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pressed herself on his dick, rubbing her pussy on him. Hissing out a curse, he took her mouth in a hungry kiss for long, drugging seconds.

      He broke away only long enough to stride out of the living room and into her room.

      Taking hold of chunks of his hair in her hands, she brought his mouth to hers and kissed him like she had never kissed another person before. Their tongues pressed to one another, and when he retreated, she followed into his mouth.

      He moved his lips down to her collarbones and dragged the muscle of his tongue across them. He moved them over her back and forth, over and over again as if he couldn’t get enough of the act.

      Before she get could even take a breath, her back met the mattress, and then Reese was tearing her skirt and panties off. Before she knew what was happening, she was naked for him. He placed his hands on her knees and pried her legs apart slowly. Closer and closer he smoothed his hands down her inner thighs until he came to the area of her body that ached the most for him.

      “Look at me, baby. Watch as I touch you.”

      Forcing herself up on her elbows so she could see what he was doing between her legs was harder than she thought. Her limbs felt like pudding, and a jittery sensation coursed through her veins. Reese lifted his gaze to her, and she held her breath.

      “I want you to watch as I eat your pussy out and love every fucking minute of it.”

      A high settled into her, and she parted her lips as he lowered his head to her pussy, never once taking his gaze off of her.

      And at the first lick of his tongue on her cleft she clenched the sheets in her hands and prayed that this would last forever.
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        * * *

      

      Well, Reese had done it, asked Lake to marry him. He was ecstatic, elated, and happy, but he didn’t want to think about anything else aside from the here and now and making his woman come.

      Fuck. Her pussy was the hottest damn thing he had ever tasted. When his mouth was only an inch from the soft, supple lips of her cunt, he broke eye contact with her and looked down at her slit. “Damn, baby, you’re so pink and wet for me.” He licked at her, sucked at her pussy lips, and then he ran his tongue up her cleft and sucked on her clit.

      She was pink and glistening from her arousal for him.

      Her clit was swollen and red and just begging for him. Latching his mouth over the engorged bud, Reese sucked on her like a starving man. She tasted so good, so fresh that he grew thirsty for more. “I’m so very hungry for you, Lake baby.” He licked her so many times he couldn’t feel his tongue, but he didn’t stop, couldn’t.

      She made these needy little sounds, ones that drove him absolutely crazy with lust.

      Moving his hands down her thighs, he stopped and framed her pussy. Taking his thumbs and spreading her labia apart, he lifted his gaze up the length of her body, loving her curves. Her eyes were closed, lips parted, and her large breasts heaved from her increased respirations. Hell yeah, she was right here with him, experiencing it all.

      He went back to attacking her cunt with his lips and tongue.

      “You taste so sweet.” As he ran his tongue up and down her slit, she became so juicy for him he couldn’t help but grunt against her swollen, soaked slit.

      “I’m so close to getting off,” she breathed out. Her hands were bunched in the sheets, pulling at the material as she thrashed her head back and forth.

      “I want you to come all over my face, baby.” Sucking furiously on her clit again, he felt her body start to tighten. He placed a hand on her rounded belly, loving how she was all curves, thickness ... lush. Holding her still, he took his other hand and pushed two fingers into her pussy. He was slow, not being too rough. A cry of ecstasy left her on a long wail.

      “God, baby, that is so fucking it. You are so damn hot.”

      She lifted her hips and ground her cunt against his face. The wet noises of his mouth between her legs had his cock throbbing. Reese started pressing his hips into the mattress, trying to alleviate the pressure. His balls were going to explode if he didn’t get his cock inside of her.

      “Reese, yes.” His name came out of her on a long moan, and that was his breaking point.

      Dragging his tongue down her cleft, he slipped his hands under her ass, lifted her slightly, and continued his downward path. He licked at the puckered hole of her bottom with just the tip of his tongue, allowing her to grow accustomed to what he was doing.

      When she started panting again, he used more force, licking her hard then sucking on her flesh. Her pussy juices slid down the crack of her ass, and he devoured her.

      She tasted salty and musky, and it drove him wild with lust. With one more lick up the crease of her bottom, he pulled away. He kept her legs spread open with his hands on her inner thighs and stared down at her pussy—his pussy.

      Her chest rose and fell from her post-orgasm euphoria. He was the one that put that look on her face, who made her feel this way. His pulse throbbed in his cock, and her legs were still parted on either side of him. When he positioned himself above her, the feel of her wet pussy slipped along his length. He groaned, closed his eyes, and grappled with his control.

      She lifted up slightly, reached between them to grab his cock, and positioned the tip of his dick at her entrance. He had to grit his teeth as her slender fingers wrapped around his cock, and he forced himself not to thrust into her at the feel of her wet heat against him. Their eyes locked, and he slowly started to push his cock into her.

      A deep groan left him, and her breath hitched.

      When he was fully inside of her, he slipped his hands under her ass, clenched the flesh, and in one move had her over him. She now straddled his waist, her hands on his chest, and her mouth parted. She worked herself on him, and Reese clenched his hands against her hips to keep from taking control. Her movements were slow and sensual.

      Her breath hitched when she slid all the way down on him and rose back up, over and over again, gradually picking up speed. For a moment he lost it and found himself thrusting up every time she pushed down on him. He wanted to be deep inside of her, so deep every part of him was covered in her wet, tight heat.

      She moaned loudly. In a quick move, he had her on her back again, with his pelvis wedged between hers. He speared his hands in her hair, tugging her head back and arching her throat.

      “Reese.” She moaned. “God, yes.”

      She held him tight and lifted her hips, grinding herself on him. He was still inside of her tight, wet heat, and it was euphoria. Curling his hands in the sheets by her head, he started moving inside of her fast and hard, steady, and powerful.

      Sweat trailed down his hairline, and his skin felt too tight. Her pussy felt so fucking good, and all he wanted to do was bury his face in the sweet spot once more. But his dick was a greedy bastard and pulsed, needing him to continue pulling out and pushing back inside.

      He lowered his gaze to her pussy. Her clit protruded, begging for attention. With his cock lodged in her body, Reese fucked her good and thoroughly. Their sweat-slicked stomachs touched, and he pushed another inch into her when he thrust in deep.

      She gasped out his name. “I feel so stretched, so full.”

      A grunt left him when her tight little body clenched around him. Slowly and with measured movements, he continued to move in and out of her. Her inner muscles tightened around him, then relaxed. His balls drew up tight with his impending orgasm.

      He was going to fill her with his cum, make her so full of it there would be a damp spot on the sheets beneath her.

      For several long moments he didn’t move, couldn’t for how good it felt. He wouldn’t last long, not when she slid her hands up his sides and around to his back. Her nails dug into his skin, and she wrapped her legs around his waist.

      Lifting up just enough that his arms were locked straight and his chest no longer touched hers, Reese pulled out of her wet heat and pushed back in.

      “Slow is good, Reese, so good, but don’t hold back, please.” She arched her back, and her breasts rose up from the motion.

      He sat back on his knees, gripped her waist with his hands, and fucked her like he meant it, and damn did he mean it. The sloppy, wet sound of his cock tunneling into her cunt was an auditory orgasm all its own. He bottomed out of her every time he pushed back inside. She pulled at his hair, and the slight sting of pain felt so fucking good.

      He pulled away, wanting her to know that there was nothing about her he didn’t desire.

      “I’m going to come again.” She moved her hands to his back and pierced his flesh with her nails. The sensations were all- consuming pleasure and had his orgasm washing through him. Her muscles milked him so strongly that he threw his head back and groaned out his climax.

      “Fuck, baby. Fuck.” He jerked against her as he emptied himself inside of her body, gave her every last drop of his cum. The fact he was filling her with his seed, and saturating her with a part of himself, had this power coursing through him. It always felt like this with her, and he knew it always would. “You’re mine.” His voice was low, scratchy from his desire. “You’ll always be mine.” He continued to thrust into her shallowly, sensing her climax still consuming her.

      He didn’t want this to end, didn’t want to pull out of her sweet, wet, and warm pussy.

      She stared up at him with wide, pleasure-filled eyes. “Yes,” she moaned. “Yes, Reese.” She stared at him, her lips parted, her pupils dilated. “I’m yours, and I’m not going anywhere.”

      He was hers as much as she was his.

      He had never felt so uninhibited with a woman, never loved anyone the way he loved Lake. This was real and true, and nothing in his past, no other woman he’d had, compared to Lake, to what they had. He knew that it would always be this way with her. Always.

      When both of them were sated, he pulled out of her, lay down next to her on the bed, and pulled her close. She was pliant beside him, sleepy, content. He loved that.

      She was his life now and would always be until he stopped breathing. With that thought, he grabbed the blanket and pulled it over them.

      He held her tight, knowing he’d never let her go.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            EPILOGUE TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Two and a half years later

      

      

      “You look beautiful, Lake,” Ginny said, tears on the other woman’s face. Ginny wiped her cheeks, sniffed, and they both chuckled at how emotional they were.

      “Thank you, and you’re positively glowing,” Lake replied, and placed a hand on Ginny’s very round belly. Even in the pink chiffon summer dress at eight months pregnant Ginny radiated beauty. She always had no matter what.

      Lake looked at herself once more in the mirror, smoothed her hands down the white lace and satin wedding gown that had been her mother’s, and smiled. She was so happy, but also nervous, so nervous, if the truth was being spoken right now, but not because this moment frightened her.

      She was nervous because she was finally marrying the man she loved, a man that had treated her with nothing but respect all these years. Reese had done everything to make sure she was happy, to make sure she experienced what she wanted without rushing her.

      In the last four and a half years since they’d been together, she’d been working at her father’s law firm as his office manager, had moved into Reese’s home he’d purchased on the edge of town a couple of years ago, and was about to marry the man she considered her best friend. To say she’d never seen herself quite in this situation was an understatement. Placing a hand on her belly, she felt a bit nauseous.

      Butterflies filled her stomach, her palms were slightly damp, and her heart was beating so fast she thought it might burst from her chest.

      “You’re going to do great, but it’s time now,” Ginny said, smiled once more, and took her hand to lead them out of the room and to where the ceremony was being held.

      As soon as Lake stepped off the landing, she saw her father waiting for her, his smile wide and clear emotion on his face. He looked so sharp in his black tux, and when he pulled her in for a hug, she had to hold back from crying.

      “I have this for you,” her father said as he pulled back and produced a silver, delicate looking necklace. It had a tiny sparrow on the end and a pearl on either side of the bird. She knew right away it had been her mother’s. “I gave this to your mom for our first anniversary, and I know she’d want you to have it. I wanted to give it to you sooner, but then thought maybe this moment would be perfect,” he said through tears. “I hope it’s the right time anyway.”

      Lake started really crying then.

      “No tears, sweetheart.” He kissed her on the forehead again. “Are you ready, baby girl?” he asked softly, pulling her back to smile down at her.

      Lake inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly. Her dad wiped her stray tears away, and she nodded. “I am.” They turned and faced the double closed doors with ushers on either side, waiting for their cue to open it.

      Then the music changed, the sound of shuffling on the other end of the doors alerting her to the fact the guests were rising, and it suddenly became even more real than it had been moments before.

      The doors were pulled open, and there she was, about to walk down the aisle and marry the man of her dreams. It sounded so fairy tale-like, but then again it was exactly how it had all turned out.

      Once they made it down the aisle and her father gave her away, she stood on the podium amongst her family and Reese’s, her emotion not able to be held back. She cried happy tears, but then again so was Reese. While the officiant read them their vows, all she could do was stare at Reese.

      He lifted his hand and wiped her tears away, and there was this hushed sigh that came from the crowd.

      “Do you, Reese Tyler Jordan, take Lake Elisabeth Heart to be your wife?”

      “I do,” he said and grinned.

      “And do you, Lake Elisabeth Heart, take Reese Tyler Jordan to be your husband?”

      Lake smiled up at Reese. “I do.”

      Another five minutes of motivational speaking about being married, cherishing each other, and always loving the other, and the officiant turned them around to face the crowd watching them.

      “I’m proud to announce Mr. and Mrs. Reese Tyler Jordan.”

      Their family stood, everyone smiling and clapping, but Reese pulled her in for a hug, buried his face in the crook of her neck, and said softly, “This is the first day of our life, baby, and I’m going to make sure it’s so good for you.” He pulled back, cupped her cheeks, leaned down, and kissed her. “It’s just you and me now, Lake. Just you and me,” he repeated himself, more softly this time.

      Her heart was still beating so fast, her excitement and anticipation filling her. She cupped Reese’s hand that was on her cheek. “But it won’t be for long.”

      He looked confused at first, and that made her smile bigger, made her tears come a little faster.

      “What?” he whispered, sounding a little shocked.

      The guests were still clapping, obviously not knowing what was happening right now. Maybe this wasn’t the best time to spill this, but it was one of the happiest days of her life, and she had been holding this in for a week now.

      “It won’t just be the two of us for long, Reese.” She rose on her toes, and even with heels on Reese still towered over her. She said softly in his ear, “It’ll be the three of us in about nine months.”

      He pulled her in for another huge hug and kissed her senseless. “Have I told you that I am the luckiest man in the world?”

      She chuckled. “Yes, every day. And I’m the luckiest woman in the world.” She knew that everything was exactly how it should be. She’d been waiting for this moment, for Reese, for her entire life, and God, had it been worth every moment.
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