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ONE


Freesia

My search for a house is not going well.

That is the polite version of the truth, the version that does not involve the words cockroach, mildew, or the deeply unsettling smell of something that has been rotting in a wall since the early 2000s. For the past three weeks I have trudged from one “affordable student rental” to another, only to find sagging ceilings, stained carpets, and landlords who insist that the rat problem is “seasonal” as though rodents are migratory birds.

The cheapest room I found that did not appear to be actively decomposing cost more than my entire monthly food budget, which is impressive considering I have a full ride scholarship and still somehow cannot afford to exist within a twenty-minute radius of campus.

I was so excited to get a scholarship. I’ve always wanted to go to college. But now it looks like homelessness will finally put a damper on my dreams.

I picture myself attending the first week of classes and then quietly vanishing because I cannot find anywhere to sleep that does not involve tetanus shots.

By the time I step into the sandwich shop on the corner of Lexington and Maple, my feet ache, my tote bag is digging into my shoulder, and my optimism is hanging by a thread so thin that even breathing feels risky.

The shop smells like toasted bread and rosemary, warm and comforting in a way that makes my stomach twist with sudden hunger. The line is short, the air conditioning hums softly overhead, and there are only two people ahead of me.

I inhale. That’s when I hear the bell attached to the door ring. I turn back, and holy hell.

The guy who just came in takes my breath away.

It is ridiculous, the way awareness moves through me like a shift in air pressure, like the room has tilted subtly on its axis. I glance toward the door from the corner of my eye, trying to appear casual and failing spectacularly inside my own head.

He looks like a fantasy.

He’s tall, broad shouldered, wearing a charcoal suit that fits him as though it was tailored by someone who has a PhD in making the male form look seductive.

The jacket hugs his frame without straining, the crisp white shirt beneath it bright against his lightly tanned skin, and the faint sheen of his dark hair suggests either expensive product or unfair genetics. He carries himself with an ease that makes space seem to part for him automatically, as though the world recognizes that he belongs at the center of it.

He does not look like he should be standing in line for a sandwich.

He looks like he should be stepping out of a glossy magazine, or leaning against a glass office tower somewhere nearby, issuing calm, devastating instructions to people who scramble to obey. His jaw is sharp, his mouth curved in a natural line, and when he runs a hand over the back of his neck while scanning the menu, I notice the expensive watch at his wrist and the long, elegant fingers that wrap around his phone.

He smells faintly of something clean and expensive when he steps in behind me.

I’m staring.

I know I am staring because when my gaze slides upward again, unable to resist, I meet his eyes and he quirks one dark brow in silent acknowledgment, clearly aware that I have been drinking him in like a dehydrated woman at an oasis.

Heat floods my cheeks so quickly that I am surprised steam does not rise from my skin. I snap my head forward, suddenly fascinated by the nutritional information posted beside the soups, and attempt to pretend that I am a mature adult woman who does not gawk at strangers in suits like a teenager with her first celebrity crush.

“Next,” the cashier calls, and I step forward too quickly.

“Hi,” I say, my voice slightly breathless as I scan the board in panic, suddenly unable to remember what sandwiches are made of. “Um, could I get the, uh, turkey pesto. On whole wheat. And a small water. Please.”

He tells me the total, and I nod with forced confidence as I reach into my purse.

This is the moment the universe decides I have not suffered enough today.

My fingers tangle in my keychain, which hooks itself into the lining of my bag with the stubbornness of a barnacle, and when I tug harder, my wallet slips sideways, knocking against the small pouch where I keep emergency supplies. The pouch flips open as though possessed, and several tampons tumble out onto the polished tile floor, followed by my keys, which scatter dramatically as though auditioning for a slapstick comedy.

Time slows in the worst possible way.

I freeze, staring down at the bright white cotton cylinders at my feet, and consider whether spontaneous combustion is a viable coping mechanism.

“Oh my God,” I whisper, crouching awkwardly.

Before I can scramble to gather them, a pair of polished black shoes step into my peripheral vision. Mr. Hot Stranger bends smoothly, unhurried and entirely unbothered, and begins collecting the fallen items with calm efficiency.

“It’s okay,” he says lightly as he places the tampons into my palm, his fingers brushing mine just enough to send a small electric current through my skin. “Everybody is clumsy sometimes.”

I look up at him, mortification still burning behind my ribs, and he smiles.

He has dimples.

Actual dimples.

They appear like small conspiracies at the corners of his mouth, transforming his polished, intimidating handsomeness into something devastatingly warm. My heart does an embarrassing little flutter that feels like it belongs in a coming of age movie.

“Thank you,” I manage, tucking everything back into my purse with exaggerated care, as though I am now handling fragile artifacts instead of basic hygiene products.

“No problem,” he replies, straightening to his full height, which feels unfairly impressive this close.

I pay for my sandwich without further incident, though my hands tremble slightly as I pass over my card, and then I step aside to wait for my order. A moment later, he joins me after placing his own, standing just close enough that I am hyper aware of the warmth radiating from his body.

“I appreciate the rescue,” I say, glancing up at him. “That could have been my villain origin story.”

He huffs a quiet laugh. “Public humiliation via purse malfunction is a rough way to start.”

“You look like a villain in the making yourself,” I tease, gesturing toward his suit. “That’s a nice suit to be wearing when it’s almost a hundred degrees outside.”

His eyes flick down to his jacket, then back to mine, amused. “I have a job that involves wearing it,” he says smoothly.

“I bet it’s the kind of job that pays enough that you can forget about the discomfort of boiling in a suit.”

“You guessed right.”

He studies me for a moment, his gaze attentive rather than invasive. “Do you work around here?”

My stomach tightens.

If I tell him I am nineteen and starting college in two weeks and currently on the verge of housing despair, I worry the entire dynamic will shift, that he will smile politely and mentally categorize me as a child playing dress up in adult spaces.

“Yeah,” I say, the lie slipping out more easily than I expect. “Around here.”

“Office?” he asks.

“Something like that,” I answer vaguely, hoping my face does not betray the fact that my current occupation is full time apartment hunter and part time existential crisis manager.

His mouth curves again, and this time the look in his eyes sharpens, like he knows I am not telling the whole truth and finds it interesting rather than irritating.

“Well,” he says, leaning slightly closer as the employee behind the counter calls out numbers, “if your office ever requires emergency rescue from rogue purse contents again, I’m happy to provide assistance.”

“And here I thought you only handled high stakes contracts,” I reply, trying to ignore the way my pulse quickens at his proximity.

“I’m versatile,” he says softly.

There is a pause then, not awkward but charged, filled with the low hum of the refrigerator units behind the counter and the distant hiss of the espresso machine. I can hear the faint rhythm of his breathing, can smell the subtle cologne that clings to him, and when his hand brushes mine as we both shift our weight at the same time, the contact lingers for a fraction of a second longer than necessary.

“Turkey pesto,” the cashier calls, breaking the moment.

I step forward to collect my sandwich, acutely aware that this brief encounter has somehow eclipsed every moldy apartment and overpriced listing in my mind.

When I turn back toward him, sandwich in hand, he is still watching me, and the look in his eyes makes my toes curl inside my worn sneakers.

My attention goes to his mouth. When I finally discipline my gaze and drag it up to his eyes, I notice that his infinite gray eyes are fixed on my lips.

I swallow. My stomach is trembling, as if there are butterflies dancing a waltz inside.

Mr. Hot Stranger is staring at my lips. A hot, confident, older man in a suit wants to kiss me.

This is like a fantasy.

Mr. Hot Stranger is staring at my lips. A hot, confident, older man in a suit wants to kiss me.

This is like a fantasy. A fever dream. I am going to wake up any time.

Except I do not wake up.

He shifts slightly, just enough that the space between us feels charged instead of casual, and the air in the sandwich shop seems to thicken, like it knows something is about to happen. I become acutely aware of the sound of the refrigerator humming behind us, of someone laughing near the soda fountain, of the way my fingers are gripping the paper bag holding my sandwich as though it is the only solid thing tethering me to the ground.

I want him to kiss me.

The realization arrives fully formed and undeniable, blooming inside my chest like something reckless and bright. I do not want polite smiles and lingering glances. I do not want to walk away and wonder what it would have felt like. I want his mouth on mine. I want to know if the electricity humming beneath my skin is real or just wishful thinking.

He glances toward the door, then back at me, and there is a silent question in his expression that makes my pulse jump.

“Do you have to rush back to… work?” he asks, the faintest hint of amusement threading through the word.

I hesitate only a fraction of a second before I shake my head, because whatever imaginary office I supposedly belong to can survive another minute without me.

We step outside together, the bell above the door chiming as it swings shut behind us. The late afternoon sun casts everything in warm gold, the brick wall beside the shop radiating heat that brushes against my bare arms. Cars pass on the street, distant and unimportant, as though the world has softened its volume to give this moment space.

He stops a few steps from the door and turns toward me, sliding his hands into the pockets of his tailored trousers.

“Can I ask you something?” he says.

I nod, my throat suddenly dry.

“Why were you staring at my mouth in there?”

The directness of the question makes my cheeks warm again, but I refuse to look away this time. Something inside me feels braver than it did an hour ago, as though almost losing my dignity to rogue tampons has burned away my fear.

“For the same reason you were staring at mine,” I reply, lifting my chin just slightly. “Because we both want the same thing.”

For a split second, silence stretches between us, and then his mouth curves slowly, appreciatively.

“I like women who are direct,” he says, his voice lower now, softer but somehow more intense.

Before I can overthink the fact that I am nineteen and standing on a sidewalk flirting like I have done this a hundred times before, he closes the distance.

One hand lifts, warm and sure, and cups my face.

My breath catches as his palm cradles my cheek, his thumb brushing just beneath my ear, and then my back meets the brick wall behind me, the rough surface grounding me even as everything else tilts. He steps closer, his body creating a shield between me and the street, and the heat of him seeps into me through the thin cotton of my dress.

His gaze flickers to my lips one last time, silently asking.

I nod.

The kiss begins softly.

His mouth presses to mine in a slow, exploratory way that makes my toes curl inside my sneakers. It is not rushed or greedy, not careless or clumsy. It is deliberate, like he is savoring the first taste of something he has already decided he likes.

My hands lift almost of their own accord, gripping the lapels of his suit jacket, the fabric smooth and expensive beneath my fingers. When his other hand brushes my waist, settling there lightly as though he is testing whether I will pull away, a spark shoots up my spine.

I do not pull away.

I lean into him.

The world dissolves into sensation. The warmth of his mouth. The faint scrape of stubble against my skin. The steady rhythm of his breathing as he tilts his head slightly, deepening the kiss just enough to make my knees feel unreliable.

Fireworks is too small a word.

It feels like every teenage daydream I have ever had has collided with reality all at once, like the pages of my secret fantasies have come to life in full color and high definition. It feels reckless and perfect and impossibly adult, and somewhere in the back of my mind a voice whispers that this is my first kiss and nothing will ever top it because how could it.

This is what older men feel like, I think hazily. Confident. Certain. As though they know exactly how to make you melt and are not afraid to do it.

When he finally pulls back, it is slow, unhurried, as though he is reluctant to break the contact. His thumb traces once along my cheekbone, and I am fairly certain my heart has forgotten how to beat normally.

“You’re trouble,” he murmurs, but he sounds almost pleased about it.

I am too dazed to respond properly.

He reaches into the inside pocket of his suit jacket and pulls out a small piece of paper along with a pen. He writes something quickly, then folds the paper once and presses it into my hand, closing my fingers around it with a gentle squeeze.

“My number,” he says. “In case you ever feel like being direct again.”

I laugh softly, still breathless.

“Have a good day,” he adds, stepping back just enough to let the air cool the space between us.

“You too,” I manage.

He walks away with easy confidence, disappearing down the sidewalk as though he has not just rewritten the entire trajectory of my afternoon.
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I do not even realize I am smiling until my cheeks start to ache.

By the time I reach the bus stop, the folded paper with his number has been opened and reread at least six times, his handwriting neat and decisive, just like him. I tuck it carefully into the back pocket of my wallet as though it is something fragile and precious, something that could evaporate if mishandled.

Then reality taps me on the shoulder.

I lied to him about having a job. He’s probably going to be disgusted when he sees me again. He’ll probably figure it out. I can’t keep up the lie. Not with college classes, homework, and other stuff taking up my time.

Alas, having a hot romance with a sexy older guy in a suit will continue to remain a fantasy.

I sigh and pull out my phone, scrolling to my stepmom’s name before I can overthink it.

My dad remarried a year ago, in a small ceremony that felt both sudden and strangely overdue. My parents divorced when I was twelve, and for years it was just him and me orbiting each other awkwardly in a house that felt too big and too quiet. When he met Marianne, something in him softened, like he had been bracing against loneliness for so long that he forgot what ease felt like.

Marianne is not my mother, and she does not try to be. I like her and we have a comfortable relationship. We respect each other’s boundaries.

And she has been nothing but supportive about college, even more enthusiastic than Dad, who mostly expresses pride through practical questions about meal plans and safety statistics.

She answers on the second ring.

“Hi, sweetheart,” she says, her voice bright and steady. “How did the viewings go today?”

I lean back against the metal pole at the bus stop and close my eyes briefly. “Terrible,” I admit, the word slipping out in a tired rush. “One place had bars on the windows and a landlord who said the neighborhood was ‘up and coming,’ which I’m pretty sure is code for ‘buy pepper spray.’ The only decent one was way too expensive.”

There is a pause on the other end, not disapproving, just thoughtful.

“I’m starting to get really worried,” I continue, my voice softening. “Classes start in two weeks, Marianne. I have the scholarship. I have my acceptance. I just… don’t have a bed.”

“You are not going to be homeless,” she says firmly, and there is something reassuring about the way she states it like fact instead of hope. “I actually wanted to talk to you about something.”

I straighten slightly. “Okay.”

“I spoke to Tate.”

For a second, my brain does not connect the name to anything concrete. Then I remember that Tate is Marianne’s son from her first marriage. He’s almost a decade older than me.

I have never met him.

“He lives close to your campus,” she continues. “You know he has that big apartment downtown, the one he bought last year. I explained your situation, and he immediately offered to let you take one of the spare rooms.”

I blink.

“Wait, what?”

“He insisted,” she says, a smile audible in her voice. “He said it makes no sense for you to stress when he has the space. You can stay there for free, Freesia. Just until you find something you like. A few months, maybe. There’s no rush.”

My thoughts scramble.

I remember Marianne mentioning once that Tate works long hours at some prestigious firm, that he made partner young, that he barely sleeps and practically lives in tailored suits. I picture a sleek apartment with floor to ceiling windows and minimalist furniture, the kind of place that belongs in a design magazine.

“With the semester starting in two weeks,” she adds gently, “you could move in before classes begin. Get settled. Meet your classmates. Take your time looking for something permanent instead of panicking.”

Relief floods me so quickly that my knees feel weak.

“You’re serious?” I ask, because it feels almost too generous to be real.

“Of course I’m serious,” she replies. “You’re family. Tate said he’d be happy to help.”

Family.

The word lands softly.

“I don’t even know him,” I say, though there is no protest in it, only disbelief.

“You will,” she says warmly. “He works too much, but he’s a good man. And he has plenty of room. You won’t be in his way.”

I let out a breath I did not realize I had been holding for weeks.

“Oh my God,” I whisper, laughing a little. “Marianne, that takes such a huge load off my shoulders.”

“I thought it might,” she says, pleased.

Emotion swells unexpectedly in my chest, gratitude sharp and bright.

“I could kiss you,” I tell her impulsively. “Through the phone. Just imagine it.”

She laughs. “I’ll accept the virtual kiss.”

I press my lips to the screen dramatically anyway. “Thank you,” I say, softer now. “Really. Thank you for talking to him.”

When we hang up, I stand there for a moment, staring out at the traffic with a dazed smile spreading across my face.

I am going to live in a huge apartment downtown with my mysterious, overworked stepbrother who I have somehow never managed to meet.

The future suddenly feels wide open, bright and humming with possibility.

I have no idea that it is about to get much more complicated.


TWO


Tate

The water is still warm on my skin when I step out of the shower, steam curling through the bathroom in lazy spirals. I reach for the towel hanging on the brushed chrome hook, running it over my face and through my damp hair before wrapping it low around my hips.

The mirror is fogged, which is probably for the best. I do not need to examine the faint shadows beneath my eyes, evidence of another late night spent reviewing contracts until the words blurred together. Sleep is a luxury I cannot afford right now, not with the Henderson merger eating up every waking hour.

I step into the hallway, bare feet silent against the polished hardwood, and head toward my bedroom.

Then the doorbell rings.

I freeze mid-step, frowning.

It is barely past seven in the morning. Nobody shows up at my door unannounced this early unless something has gone spectacularly wrong, and even then, they usually call first. I glance down at myself—still dripping slightly, towel slung dangerously low—and consider ignoring it.

The bell rings again, more insistent this time.

"Fuck," I mutter under my breath, turning toward the door.

I pull it open, prepared to deal with a delivery person or a confused neighbor, and instead find myself staring directly at her.

The girl from the sandwich shop.

My brain stutters.

She is standing on my doorstep in a short denim skirt that sits high on her thighs and a fitted white T-shirt that clings to every curve like it was designed specifically to destroy my composure. Her breasts are full and round, straining slightly against the thin fabric, the outline of her bra faintly visible in a way that sends a jolt of heat straight through me. Her waist is narrow, cinched in a way that makes my hands itch to span it, and her hips flare out in soft, wide curves that scream fertility, the kind of shape that makes a man think reckless, primitive thoughts.

She looks ripe. Delectable. Young and fuckable in a way that feels almost indecent to notice this early in the morning.

Her thick thighs press together slightly as she shifts her weight, and I wonder absently what they would feel like wrapped around my waist, squeezing tight as I plunged into her tight cunt.

Stop.

I force my gaze upward, dragging it away from the dangerous territory of her body and landing on her face instead. Big eyes, startled and wide, framed by dark lashes. A slender neck that curves elegantly down to delicate collarbones. Lips parted slightly in surprise.

She looks just as shocked to see me as I am to see her.

"You didn't tell me you were a part-time stalker," I say, recovering faster than I have any right to, letting a slow smile curve my mouth. My dimples make an appearance, and I see her gaze flicker to them briefly before snapping back to my eyes.

"How did you find out where I lived?" I ask, genuinely curious now, leaning one shoulder against the doorframe.

She clears her throat, her cheeks flushing pink in a way that is far too appealing.

"Are you Tate McLaren?" she asks, her voice slightly breathless. "Do you… own this apartment?"

I raise an eyebrow, amused. "Yes to both. You're really good at stalking. How did you get so much information about me?"

Her blush deepens. "I didn't stalk you."

"I'm a lawyer," I continue, my tone teasing now. "I could really use someone like you. Detective work. You'd be excellent at it."

She does not laugh.

Instead, she shifts the strap of the bag hanging from her shoulder and says, her voice quieter now, "I'm here because my stepmom said you'd let me stay here. During the first term, while I figure out my housing situation."

The words hit me like cold water.

I straighten, my smile faltering.

"Wait. You're my new stepsister?"

The sentence comes out flat, disbelief threading through every syllable.

She nods slowly, her big eyes searching my face as though waiting for me to tell her this is some kind of joke.

Jesus Christ.

My brain replays the entire encounter from the sandwich shop in rapid succession. The way she blushed when I picked up her tampons. The flirtation. The way her lips felt beneath mine when I kissed her against that brick wall, soft and warm and impossibly sweet. The way I had considered asking her out properly, maybe taking her to dinner somewhere dim and intimate where I could learn what made her laugh.

I almost kissed my stepsister.

No. I actually did kiss my stepsister.

Fuck.

I step back, gesturing for her to come inside, because standing in the doorway half-naked while processing this information is not helping.

She hesitates for only a second before stepping over the threshold, dragging a small suitcase behind her. The wheels make a soft sound against the floor as she pauses just inside the entryway, glancing around with wide eyes.

All I'm capable of noticing is her splendid ass. It's round and juicy. The cheeks bounce as she walks and my self-restraint weeps inside me, begging to feel those rounded globes of flesh.

The apartment is sleek and minimalist, all clean lines and muted tones, the kind of space that looks expensive because it is. Floor-to-ceiling windows let in the morning light, casting everything in soft gold, and the open layout makes the place feel larger than it actually is.

She looks small standing there, like she does not quite belong in a space this polished.

I close the door behind her, and the soft click echoes louder than it should.

Silence stretches between us, thick and uncomfortable.

"You didn't have to lie about working at an office," I say finally, my voice quieter now, less teasing.

Her cheeks flush again, and she looks down at her hands. "I didn't want to tell a stranger things about myself," she says softly. "I barely knew you."

Fair.

"Who would have guessed we'd be related?" I say, running a hand through my damp hair. "Even if not by blood. I don't remember my mom showing me any pictures of you. That's why I couldn't recognize you."

"Same," she replies quickly. "I only heard your name. I've never seen you. You didn't even make it to our parents' wedding."

Guilt flickers briefly. I had been in the middle of a case that week, buried under depositions and motions, and I sent flowers and a generous check instead of showing up in person. It seemed reasonable at the time.

Now it feels like a mistake.

Her gaze drops again, and I realize she is staring at my chest.

More specifically, at the water still clinging to my skin, the towel sitting low enough on my hips that the line of muscle disappearing beneath it is clearly visible.

She swallows hard.

"Can you put on some clothes?" she blurts out, her voice strangled.

I blink, then glance down at myself as though I had forgotten I was standing here practically naked.

Right.

"Yeah," I say quickly, stepping back toward the hallway. "Give me a minute."

I retreat into my bedroom and close the door, pressing my back against it for a second as I exhale slowly.

This is a disaster.

My mom would kill me if she knew I had kissed her. Hell, she would kill me if she even suspected I was thinking about her the way I am right now, which involves far too many explicit images of what she would look like spread out on my bed, her thighs parted, her breath coming in soft gasps as I fill her fertile pussy with cum.

Stop.

I yank on a pair of black boxer briefs, then dark jeans and a plain gray T-shirt, moving quickly before my thoughts spiral further. When I catch my reflection in the mirror, I look tense, jaw tight, eyes sharp with something I do not want to name.

When I step back into the living room, she is standing near the windows, her arms crossed over her chest as though she is trying to make herself smaller.

"Better?" I ask.

She nods without looking at me.

The tension in the room is suffocating.

I can still taste her on my lips if I think about it too hard. I can still feel the way her body pressed against mine, soft and warm and perfectly fitted to me like she was made for it.

And now she is going to be living here.

In my apartment.

Sleeping down the hall.

This is going to be a problem.

A very, very big problem.


THREE


Freesia

Tate leaves before eight.

He’s standing near the kitchen island, immaculate in another suit that looks unfairly expensive, sleeves crisp, jaw clean-shaven, hair perfectly in place. He looks like a man who has already conquered the day before most people have had coffee.

“I’ll be back late,” he says, not quite meeting my eyes.

“Okay,” I reply, clutching the mug in my hands like armor.

The door shuts behind him, and the apartment exhales into silence.

I spend the day unpacking slowly, placing my clothes into drawers that smell faintly of cedar, arranging my textbooks on the desk in the spare room, trying to convince myself that this arrangement is purely practical. Domestic. Temporary. Safe.

If I can make this feel like family, maybe the heat will cool.

Maybe if I act like a good stepsister, the memory of that kiss will fade into something embarrassing but harmless.

Around four in the afternoon, I decide to cook.

It feels like the right move.

I find ingredients in his sleek refrigerator, surprisingly well stocked despite his claim that he mostly eats at work. I settle on pasta from scratch, garlic bread, a simple salad with lemon dressing. My grandmother taught me how to cook when I was thirteen, insisting that feeding people was a form of love, even if you never said the words out loud.

The scent of garlic and butter fills the apartment slowly, wrapping around the minimalist furniture and glass walls, softening the sharp edges of the place. For the first time since arriving, it feels lived in.

The door opens a little after seven.

I hear the quiet thud of his briefcase hitting the entry table and the faint exhale he releases, the kind that sounds like he has been holding it in all day.

Then he pauses. Sniffs the air suspiciously like he’s not sure why there’s a smell in his apartment.

“Freesia. You cooked?” he calls out, voice carrying toward the kitchen.

I step around the island, wiping my hands on a dish towel. “Surprise.”

He appears in the doorway, jacket slung over his arm, tie loosened slightly. He looks tired, shadows beneath his eyes more pronounced now, but when he inhales and takes in the smell of dinner, something in his expression shifts.

“You can cook?” he asks, sounding genuinely surprised.

I lift a shoulder. “I didn’t want to just… exist here. You’re letting me stay for free. The least I can do is make dinner. I don’t mind cooking. Or cleaning. I can help around the house every day.”

His brow furrows faintly. “You don’t need to clean. I have someone come in once a week.”

Of course he does.

“I just meant I don’t want to feel like a burden,” I say quietly.

“You’re not,” he replies immediately, tone firm enough that I look up at him.

He sets his jacket aside and rolls up his sleeves, revealing strong forearms dusted lightly with dark hair. My gaze lingers longer than it should before I force it back to his face.

“Most nights I eat at the office,” he continues. “It’s easier. But this…” His eyes sweep over the table I’ve set. “This is nice. If you made the occasional home-cooked dinner, I’d be grateful.”

The word grateful does something strange to my chest.

We sit across from each other at first, polite distance maintained, but the kitchen island is not as wide as it feels, and soon we both drift toward the same side of the table without consciously deciding to.

The conversation starts safe. Work. Classes. The weather.

Then it deepens.

“What are you studying?” he asks, twirling pasta onto his fork.

“Political science,” I say, tracing the rim of my glass with my finger. “I want to go to law school. Maybe.”

“Maybe?”

I hesitate.

“I’m not sure,” I admit.

His gaze sharpens. “If you want to make money and are ready to work hard, I recommend law as a great career path.”

“Thanks.”

“What are you scared of Freesia?”

“Nothing.” I nod, staring at my plate. “In general? ’m scared of being alone,” I confess before I can stop myself. The words spill out softer now. “Not just physically. Just… alone in the world. My mom left when I was young. My dad remarried. I keep feeling like I’m one inconvenience away from being replaced.”

He doesn’t interrupt.

“I think,” I continue, forcing myself to meet his eyes, “I want someone to choose me first. Not because I’m convenient. Not because I’m around. But because they actually want me.”

The air shifts. He leans back slightly, studying me in a way that feels too perceptive.

“My dad died when I was seventeen,” he says after a moment.

I blink.

“I didn’t know that.”

“Heart attack,” he says simply. “One day he was fine. The next day, he wasn’t. My mom didn’t have much saved. I worked through undergrad. Through law school. I made sure she never had to worry about money again.”

“That’s why you work so much,” I murmur.

He nods once. “Stability matters to me. Control matters. I don’t trust… unpredictability.”

His gaze drifts over me briefly before returning to his plate.

“People complicate things,” he adds.

“And I’m people,” I say lightly, though my heart pounds.

“You’re…” He stops himself, jaw tightening slightly. “You’re my stepsister. That’s what you are.”

We both know that is not the whole truth.

Under the table, my foot shifts.

His does too. Our toes brush. The contact is accidental, fleeting, but it detonates like a spark in dry grass.

We both jerk back immediately, chairs scraping faintly against the floor.

“Sorry,” we say at the same time.

Silence stretches, thick and heavy.

After dinner, he insists on helping with the dishes despite my protests. We stand side by side at the sink, shoulders almost touching, the space too narrow to ignore. The scent of soap mixes with the lingering garlic and the faint trace of his cologne.

When I pass him a plate, our arms brush.

It is just skin against skin, but it feels like friction against something fragile and volatile.

I turn to place a glass in the drying rack, and he steps closer at the same time, crowding the space without meaning to.

Or maybe meaning to.

I find myself backed lightly against the counter, breath catching as his body blocks the path behind him. His chest rises and falls steadily, but his eyes are darker now, focused in a way that makes my pulse skitter.

The air feels dense.

Unexplored. Forbidden.

I slide up onto the edge of the counter without thinking, creating space and eliminating it all at once. Now we are eye level. Now his hands rest on either side of me, braced against the marble.

He is close enough that I can feel the heat of him through my thin T-shirt.

Close enough that if I leaned forward even an inch, our mouths would meet.

We do not move.

We just breathe.

And the tension between us coils tighter, undeniable and dangerous, waiting for something to snap.

His hands move.

Slowly. Deliberately.

They slide down from the counter, fingertips grazing the bare skin of my thighs where my sleep shorts have ridden up. The touch is featherlight at first, exploratory, as though he is testing whether I will pull away.

I don't.

His palms flatten against my skin, warm and possessive, tracing the curve of my thighs with a reverence that makes my breath hitch.

"Ripe," he murmurs, voice low and rough, almost to himself. "These thick legs are so fucking tempting."

Heat floods through me, pooling low in my belly, between my thighs where his hands are dangerously close. My heart pounds so hard I can hear it in my ears.

Then he leans closer, his mouth near my ear, and says something that destroys me completely.

"You know what I think about at night?" His voice is dark velvet, filthy and unrepentant. "These creamy thighs wrapped around me as I drive into your virgin pussy and make you scream."

The words detonate.

I gasp, shock and arousal colliding so violently that I can barely breathe. Wetness floods between my legs instantly, my body responding before my mind can catch up. My cunt clenches around nothing, aching and empty, desperate for him in a way that feels almost painful.

I have never had a reaction like this to anyone.

Never felt my body ignite so completely from just words.

He pulls back slightly, his expression flickering with something that looks like surprise, as though he cannot believe he just said something so filthy out loud.

But he doesn't apologize.

"How…" I swallow hard, my voice trembling. "How do you know I'm a virgin?"

His gaze locks onto mine, intense and unwavering.

"Because the moment I laid eyes on you," he says slowly, each word deliberate, "I knew you were created for me. To tempt me. To ruin me. To be taken by me."

My breath catches.

"No other man would touch you," he continues, his thumb brushing along my inner thigh now, making me tremble. "Because they'd already know you were destined to be mine."

The possessiveness in his voice should scare me.

Instead, it makes me throb.

Before I can respond, he drops to his knees.

The sight of him kneeling between my legs, still fully dressed in his crisp shirt and slacks, should be absurd. Instead, it is the most erotic thing I have ever witnessed.

His hands slide higher, gripping my thighs firmly, spreading them wider as he leans forward and presses his mouth to the bare skin just above my knee.

I choke on a sound I didn't know I could make.

He kisses a slow trail upward, his lips brushing over the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh, his stubble scraping lightly in a way that makes me shiver. Each kiss is deliberate, unhurried, as though he is savoring every inch of skin.

When he reaches the edge of my shorts, he pauses.

Then his knuckles brush over the center of me, over the thin fabric separating his touch from my aching cunt.

I jolt at the contact, a sharp gasp escaping my lips.

"Have you ever imagined a man touching you here?" he asks, his voice rough and low. His knuckles press harder, dragging over the damp fabric, and I know he can feel how wet I am. "Being inside you here?"

My mind blanks.

All I can think about is his head between my legs. His tongue stroking my pussy. His mouth hot and relentless as I come on his lips.

I want it so badly I feel dizzy.

"I…" My voice is barely a whisper.

His eyes flick up to mine, dark and hungry, waiting.

The sexual magnetism between us is scorching, crackling in the air like electricity before a storm. I can feel the heat radiating off him, can see the way his jaw tightens as he fights for control.

But reality crashes into me suddenly, violently.

"You can't!" I blurt out, louder than I mean to.

He freezes.

Then he pulls back as though I slapped him.

The distance feels like a chasm opening between us, cold and sudden. His expression shutters immediately, and he rises to his feet, stepping back several paces as though putting physical space between us will undo what just happened.

I feel horrible.

Guilt twists in my chest, sharp and immediate, because I didn't mean to reject him. I want him. God, I want him so badly it hurts.

But this is wrong.

Isn't it?

He nods once, his face carefully blank now. "I know I can't, sweet kitten," he says, his tone lighter, forced. "I was just teasing you."

He smiles, dimples appearing briefly as though this was all some kind of joke, some harmless prank between stepsiblings who barely know each other.

But I see the tension in his shoulders.

I see the way his hands curl into fists at his sides.

I see the dark heat still simmering in his eyes, barely leashed.

We both know it wasn't a joke.

We both ache.

My pussy throbs relentlessly, wet and empty, begging for him. I press my thighs together instinctively, trying to relieve the ache, but it only makes it worse.

I won't survive the night unless he touches me.

But he doesn't.

He turns and walks away, disappearing down the hallway toward his room without another word.

The door clicks shut softly behind him.

I sit there on the counter, trembling, flushed, speechless.

The kitchen feels too quiet now.

Too empty.


FOUR


Tate

I do my best to avoid her over the next few days. She goes to college during the days, and sometimes, when I’m lucky, during the evening, too.

I make it a point to return from work after 11 pm. By that time, I know she’ll either be asleep or locked in her room, working on her assignments from college. That means I don’t have to talk to her, see her, or face the tormenting attraction that keeps me awake at night.

I’d hoped my sexual desire for her would die on its own when she rejected me, when she reminded me that what we were doing was wrong. But the forbidden sex has always been my darkest fantasy. I find myself drawn to her even more now, unable to resist her siren call.

Because even if I avoid her all morning, I can’t pretend I don’t hear her at night. The walls between our rooms are thin. I hear her whimpering like a cat in heat. It’s easy to pick up the slippery sounds of her fingers sliding into her cunt when I’m listening for it, which I always am.

Tonight, too, she’s fingering her virgin pussy, trying to come. So far, she hasn’t managed to come once in the last week. She always gives up with a frustrated grunt after a few minutes, muttering to herself, “What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I come?”

Fuck. The temptation to throw open her door.

But if I do that, I’ll start something I stop. Not that I have any intention of backing away from my hot stepsister once I’ve had my fill of her tight, raw cunt. I know she’ll have me addicted to the vice grip of her pussy in no time at all.

For as long as she lives under my roof, in my house, I’ll fuck her hard and deep. Every night. I bet she’ll like it. For all her lies, Freesia seems desperate for me. She even murmurs my name when she’s trying to finger herself at night.

“Tate…please. Oh my God.” My cock springs to life when I hear her call my name. My naughty little stepsister has no idea how good she is at fucking with my sanity.

I’ve had a hard day at work, and my self-control is hanging by a thin thread. If she utters my name once more, it’ll snap. I’ll rush to her room, press her into her bed, and fuck her deep and raw until she’s overflowing with cum and submitting to my domination. I’ll breed her fertile pussy, make her mine in the tabooest way possible—by knocking her up.

I imagine her, primed and wet and ready for my cock from all that strenuous fingering she just did. Spread out on her bed with her legs apart, showing me a glimpse of her dripping pink cunt. I could slide all the way into her channel, pop that pretty cherry and give her the ecstasy she can never seem to obtain on her own.

Freesia screams my name again, a desperate, needy sound that shatters the last of my self-control. My body comes off the bed instantly, cock throbbing hard and ready, every muscle tensed like a predator ready to pounce. I'm feral with sexual hunger, driven by a primal need to claim and possess.

I storm out of my room and down the hall, not bothering to knock as I throw open her door. The sight that greets me nearly brings me to my knees. Freesia is sprawled on her bed, legs spread wide, her pussy glistening with arousal. Her clit is swollen and needy, her flesh pink and dripping with her juices. She's been playing with herself, but it's clear she hasn't found the release she craves.

"You screamed my name," I growl, my voice low and rough.

She blushes deeply, her eyes wide with a mix of embarrassment and desire. "It was a mistake," she whispers, but her voice lacks conviction.

I prowl closer, sitting on the edge of her bed, my hand reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her forehead. Her skin is hot to the touch, flushed with arousal. "Don't lie to me, baby girl," I murmur, my voice a soft command. "I know what you want. I can give it to you. Put us both out of our misery."

She starts to protest, but I cut her off, my hand pressing gently over her mouth. Her eyes widen in surprise, but she doesn't struggle. "Tonight, I'm in control," I tell her, my voice firm. "I'm the man of the house, and I'm going to tell you what to do. I've had enough of listening to you moan like a bitch in heat every night. It's time to breed your cunt and pop that cherry."

Freesia's eyes are huge, but she doesn't resist. I remove my hand from her lips, my gaze locked onto hers. "Are you giving me control, baby girl?" I ask, my voice a soft rumble. "Or will I have to take it?"

She nods, her breath coming in short, excited gasps. "Please, Tate. I'm sick of feeling so needy and not being able to do anything about it," she confesses, her voice barely above a whisper. "I don't care if it's wrong. I want your cock inside me. I want to be fucked by an older man. By you, because you're everything I've ever needed."

A primal growl escapes my throat. "Baby girl, stay still," I command, my hands pressing down on hers, pinning her to the bed. I capture her mouth in a passionate kiss, my body covering hers as I settle between her thighs. My cock throbs against her wet heat, but I resist the urge to plunge into her just yet.

"I want to just ram my cock into your wet hole and take your virginity already," I murmur against her lips, "but I'm going to eat your filthy cunt first. Get you relaxed and ready for my cock."

I kiss a trail down her neck, her collarbone, her breasts, lingering on her nipples until she's writhing beneath me. Then I move lower, my mouth hovering over her pussy. I can smell her arousal, sweet and intoxicating. I can see the sheen of her juices coating her swollen folds.

I dive in, my tongue lapping at her clit, circling the sensitive nub before sucking it into my mouth. Freesia gasps, her back arching off the bed, her hands flying to my hair. She grips it tightly, holding me in place as I feast on her.

"Fuck, you taste so good, baby girl," I groan, my tongue delving deeper, licking her from her clit to her entrance and back again. "So fucking sweet and dirty."

She moans, her thighs trembling as I slide two fingers into her tight channel. I curl them upward, stroking her inner walls as I suck her clit harder. Her grip on my hair tightens, and I love it—the slight pain only heightens my arousal.

"That's it, baby girl," I murmur against her flesh. "Ride my face. Take what you need."

She does, her hips moving in rhythm with my mouth and fingers. I can feel her orgasm building, her inner muscles clenching around my fingers, her breath coming in short, desperate pants.

"Tate," she gasps, her voice a plea. "Oh God, Tate, I'm so close."

I double my efforts, my tongue and fingers working in tandem to push her over the edge. Her body tenses, and then she's coming, her cunt clamping down on my fingers, her juices flooding my mouth. I lap up every drop, savoring her taste, her scent, her absolute surrender.

As her orgasm subsides, I lift my head, my chin slick with her juices. I grin up at her, my eyes locking onto hers. "Now, baby girl," I say, my voice a low growl. "Now I'm going to fuck you."


FIVE


Freesia

My body is still trembling from the orgasm when Tate rises above me, his eyes dark and predatory. I've never seen him look like this—feral, possessive, completely unleashed. His jaw is tight, his breathing heavy, and the bulge straining against his boxer briefs makes my mouth go dry.

"Look at you," he murmurs, his voice rough as gravel. "Spread out like a feast. All wet and ready for me."

Heat floods my cheeks, but I can't look away from him. My pussy is still pulsing from the orgasm he just gave me, but instead of satisfied, I feel emptier than ever. I need him inside me. I need him to fill the ache that's been building for weeks.

He strips off his shirt in one smooth motion, revealing the sculpted planes of his chest and abs. Then his boxer briefs follow, and my breath catches when I see his cock spring free—thick, hard, the head already glistening with precum.

It's intimidating. Beautiful. Perfect.

"Tate," I whisper, my voice shaking.

"I know, baby girl," he says, crawling back onto the bed, settling between my thighs. "It's going to hurt at first. But I'm going to make it so good for you."

His hand wraps around his cock, stroking once, twice, and then he's positioning himself at my entrance. The thick head presses against me, and I tense instinctively.

"Relax," he commands, his free hand sliding up to cup my breast, thumb brushing over my nipple. "Breathe for me."

I inhale shakily, trying to relax my muscles, and that's when he pushes forward.

The stretch is immediate and intense. My body resists, unused to the intrusion, and I gasp as he works the head of his cock past my entrance. It burns, a sharp sting that makes my eyes water, but beneath the pain is something else—a fullness, a rightness, that makes my body clench around him.

"Fuck," he groans, his jaw clenched. "You're so tight, baby girl. Gripping me like a vice."

He pushes deeper, slow and steady, giving me time to adjust. I can feel every inch of him stretching me, claiming me, making space for himself inside my virgin channel. When he hits resistance—my barrier—he pauses, his eyes locking onto mine.

"This is it," he says, his voice gentler now. "You ready to be mine?"

I nod, my hands gripping his shoulders. "Yes. Please, Tate. I need you."

He surges forward in one hard thrust, tearing through my virginity with a sharp burn that steals my breath. I cry out, my nails digging into his skin, and he stills immediately, buried to the hilt inside me.

"Good girl," he murmurs, pressing his forehead to mine. "You took it so well. Now just breathe. Let your body adjust."

The pain fades gradually, replaced by a deep, throbbing fullness. I can feel him pulsing inside me, hot and alive, and when I shift my hips experimentally, a spark of pleasure shoots through me.

"Move," I whisper. "Please move."

He doesn't need to be told twice.

He withdraws slowly, almost all the way out, and then slams back in. The force of it rocks me up the bed, and I moan, my back arching as pleasure explodes through me. He sets a punishing rhythm, each thrust deep and powerful, filling me completely before pulling out and driving back in.

"This pussy was made for me," he growls, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. "So fucking tight and wet. You feel how deep I am, baby girl? Feel how I'm stretching this virgin cunt?"

"Yes," I gasp, my head thrashing against the pillow. "Oh God, yes."

He leans down, capturing my mouth in a brutal kiss, his tongue claiming me just as thoroughly as his cock. When he pulls back, his eyes are wild, almost feral.

"I'm going to breed you," he says, his voice a dark promise. "Fill this fertile pussy with my cum. Make you mine in every way."

The words should scare me. We're not using protection. I'm not on birth control. But instead of fear, all I feel is a primal thrill, a desperate need to take everything he's offering.

"Do it," I moan, my legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Breed me, Tate. I want it. I want you."

He groans, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, more desperate. I can feel the tension coiling in my belly again, tighter and tighter with each stroke. His cock hits that perfect spot deep inside me, over and over, until I'm trembling on the edge.

"Come for me," he commands, his hand sliding between us to rub my clit. "Come on my cock, baby girl. Let me feel that tight cunt squeeze me."

The combination of his cock and his fingers sends me over the edge. I shatter, my orgasm ripping through me with an intensity that steals my vision. My pussy clamps down on him, pulsing and milking his cock, and he roars, his own release hitting him hard.

I feel it—the hot rush of his cum flooding my unprotected pussy, filling me, marking me. He doesn't stop, continuing to thrust through his orgasm, pumping load after load deep inside me until I'm overflowing with it.

"Fuck," he groans, finally stilling, his body heavy and warm on top of mine. "You're mine now, Freesia. Mine."

I can barely breathe, my body limp and sated beneath him. His cum is leaking out of me, warm and slick, and I should be worried about the consequences. But all I can think about is how right this feels. How complete.

"Yours," I whisper, my fingers threading through his hair. "I'm yours."

He kisses me softly, a stark contrast to the roughness of moments before. When he pulls out, I whimper at the loss, feeling empty without him.

He rolls onto his side, pulling me against his chest, his hand splayed possessively over my stomach.

"Sleep, baby girl," he murmurs. "We're not done. Not by a long shot."

I close my eyes, exhaustion pulling me under, but even as I drift off, I can feel his cum still warm inside me, a tangible reminder of what we've just done.

What we can never undo.


SIX


Tate

Crossing the line did not feel like falling.

It felt like stepping exactly where I had been trying not to step for weeks and realizing the ground beneath it was solid.

That does not make it less dangerous.

It just makes it harder to pretend I regret it.

We have not spoken about rules since that night in the kitchen when she slid onto the counter and looked at me like she already knew I was done for. We have not defined what we are doing or what it means. We have simply kept doing it.

Again.

And again.

Each time more certain. Less hesitant. Less restrained.

I know the shape of her body in the dark now. I know the soft sigh she makes when she melts against me, the way her fingers curl into my back as though she is afraid I might disappear. I know that once I start touching her, I do not want to stop.

I am addicted to her.

Not just the sex, although that alone would be enough to ruin a disciplined man. It is the way she fits against me when we fall asleep, how she drapes one leg over mine like she belongs there. It is the way she laughs in the kitchen, barefoot, hair messy, stealing bites of food before it is finished cooking.

This morning, before I left for work, I stood in the doorway of her room longer than I meant to.

She was still asleep, curled on her side, my T-shirt slipping off one shoulder, sunlight catching in her hair. For a moment, I allowed myself to imagine that this was normal. That she had always been there.

I did not wake her.

Instead, I went to the kitchen and made coffee the way she likes it, too much cream and one spoonful of sugar. I left it in her favorite mug beside a small paper bag from the bakery downstairs, the almond croissants she pretends not to love as much as she does.

I wrote a note and slid it underneath the plate.

Eat before class. Text me when you get there.

It felt domestic. Intimate. Dangerous.

Now it is nearly ten at night, and I am still at the office.

The Henderson merger has consumed my week, contracts stacked in neat piles across my desk, my computer screen casting a cold glow over everything. I rub a hand over my face and check my phone for the third time in five minutes.

No new messages.

I tell myself I am not waiting for her to text.

The phone rings.

Her name lights up the screen.

My stomach drops instantly.

I answer on the first ring. “Freesia.”

Her breathing is uneven.

“Tate?” Her voice is smaller than usual. “Are you still at work?”

“Yes. What’s wrong?”

There is a pause, and in that pause I hear it. Fear.

“I’m on campus,” she says quickly. “I stayed late to finish something and there’s this guy from my class who keeps… hovering. He waited outside the building when I left. I told him I was fine, but he keeps asking where I’m headed. I don’t feel safe waiting at the bus stop.”

My chair scrapes back as I stand.

“Where are you?” My tone is already different. Sharper. Focused.

“By the social sciences building. Near the side entrance.”

“I’m coming,” I say immediately, grabbing my keys. “Stay inside if you can. Don’t walk anywhere alone.”

“Okay.”

“I’ll be there in ten.”

I do not remember the drive.

I only remember the way my hands tighten around the steering wheel and the quiet, simmering anger that builds in my chest at the thought of anyone making her feel unsafe.

When I pull up to campus, I spot her immediately.

She is standing just inside the glass doors of the building, arms wrapped around herself despite the mild night air, her bag clutched to her chest. She looks small.

Too small.

I park crookedly and stride toward her.

When she sees me, her shoulders drop in visible relief.

I push through the doors and pull her into me without thinking, wrapping my arms around her tightly. She is cold. Or maybe she is shaking.

“I’ve got you,” I murmur into her hair, one hand rubbing slow circles over her back. “You’re safe. I’m here.”

She presses her face into my chest, fingers gripping the front of my shirt.

“I feel stupid,” she says softly.

“You’re not,” I reply, pulling back just enough to look at her. “You call me anytime you feel uncomfortable. I don’t care what time it is.”

Her eyes search mine, glossy and vulnerable.

The anger in me shifts into something heavier. Something deeper.

This is not just lust.

This is not just obsession.

I care.

I care in a way that makes my chest feel tight when she sounds scared. In a way that makes me want to ruin anyone who so much as looks at her wrong.

I brush my thumb along her cheek and lean down to kiss her gently, nothing heated, just reassurance. She sighs into it, tension melting from her shoulders.

“Come on,” I say, guiding her toward the car with my hand at the small of her back. “Have you eaten?”

She shakes her head.

Of course she hasn’t.

“You can’t stay out this late without eating,” I say, opening the passenger door for her. “We’re getting food.”

She slides into the seat, looking at me like I hung the moon.

I close her door and walk around to the driver’s side, my mind racing with a realization I have been trying to avoid all week.

When she is in my apartment, it does not feel like a temporary arrangement.

It feels right.

She fills the space with warmth. With laughter. With the scent of garlic and vanilla shampoo. My sterile, controlled world has softened around the edges since she moved in.

She makes it feel like a home.

I start the engine and glance at her.

“We’ll fill you up first,” I say, my voice gentler now. “Then we’ll go home.”
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The diner is still glowing when we pull into the parking lot, its neon sign flickering softly in red and blue against the dark sky. The place looks like it belongs to another decade, chrome trim catching the streetlights, wide glass windows revealing red vinyl booths and black and white checkered floors polished to a shine. It is nearly eleven, but there are still a few scattered patrons inside. A trucker at the counter. Two college kids sharing a plate of fries. A waitress refilling coffee with the weary patience of someone who has seen every kind of night unfold in this room.

Freesia slides out of the car beside me, already calmer than she was on campus. The tightness in her shoulders has eased, though she still keeps close to my side as we walk in. I let my hand settle at the small of her back automatically, guiding her through the door.

We choose a booth in the corner.

The vinyl squeaks softly as we sit, the table cool beneath my forearms. A laminated menu sticks slightly when she lifts it, and she smiles at me as though this is all some kind of adventure instead of damage control.

Milkshakes. Burgers. Fries.

It is simple. Familiar. Comforting.

When the food arrives, she looks at it like she has not eaten in days.

“This smells amazing,” she says, eyes bright.

“Good,” I reply, sliding the basket of fries closer to her. “Eat.”

We do not acknowledge that this is what couples do. We simply sit across from each other in small, dimly lit places and exist together in a way that feels too intimate to be accidental.

Halfway through her milkshake, she shifts closer in the booth, her thigh pressing lightly against mine beneath the table. After a moment, she rests her head on my shoulder, her hair brushing my jaw.

“Thank you for coming,” she murmurs. “I promise I won’t always act like a damsel in distress.”

I do not move away.

“You weren’t acting,” I say. “You were uncomfortable.”

She traces idle patterns on my forearm with her fingers. “Still. I don’t want to always need rescuing.”

“You can call me anytime,” I reply. “If you’re staying late, text me in advance. I’ll pick you up. Every time.”

She lifts her head slightly to look at me. “I don’t want to be a burden.”

“You’re not.” My tone sharpens instinctively. “You’re not a burden, Freesia.”

She studies my face, searching for doubt.

“I care about you,” I say quietly. The words land heavier than I expect. “I don’t want to see you get hurt. I want to protect you.”

Her breath catches.

For a second, the noise of the diner fades, the clatter of dishes and hum of conversation dissolving into background static.

“You do?” she whispers.

“Yes.”

She swallows, her gaze softening in a way that makes my chest tighten. “I’ve… come to like you a lot,” she admits. “Since that first time. You’re exactly what I always wanted. Confident. Steady. When you showed up tonight…” She exhales slowly. “My heart was pounding in a good way.”

I know what she is saying without her finishing it.

We are not just sleeping together.

We are falling.

And that is infinitely more complicated.

Sneaking around is one thing. A physical relationship can be hidden behind closed doors, dismissed as a mistake if discovered. Love cannot. Love demands acknowledgment. Love drags everything into the light.

If we fall in love, we will have to tell them.

My mother. Her father.

There will be shock. Anger. Words like inappropriate and reckless and what were you thinking.

It will be scandalous. Difficult.

I look at her curled against my side, her hand resting on my thigh, trusting and open.

None of that matters.

Not if she is the woman I build my life with.

Not if she is the mother of my children.

“I spent most of my twenties working,” I say slowly. “I thought if I made enough money, if I bought a big enough place, saved enough, I’d be ready. Ready for a wife. For kids.”

“I earned more than I ever expected,” I continue. “Worked myself to the bone thinking someday I’d share it with someone. But I never found the right person. So it just sat there. The apartment. The savings. All of it.”

Her fingers tighten slightly on my leg.

“I have more than enough,” I say, my voice lower now. “And no one to share it with. I’m… happy to share it with you.”

It is not a formal declaration.

But it is close.

Her eyes shine.

I pick up a fry and hold it to her lips. “Open.”

She obeys without hesitation, mouth parting as she takes the bite. I wipe a trace of ketchup from the corner of her mouth with my thumb, my touch lingering just slightly before I stroke along her jaw.

“Good girl,” I murmur without thinking.

Her pupils darken instantly.

She shivers faintly. “I love when you’re like that,” she confesses softly. “When you’re affectionate. When you… take charge.”

My hand slides to the back of her neck, thumb brushing lightly beneath her ear. “And when I praise you?”

She nods, breath uneven. “It makes me needy. I always want more.”

A slow, possessive satisfaction moves through me.

I do not say it out loud, but I want more of her too. More nights. More mornings. More of her laughter in my kitchen. More of her curled against me in the dark.

When the waitress brings the check, I pay without looking at the total and pause at the small refrigerated display near the register. Behind the glass are jars of homemade chocolate sauce, labeled with the diner’s logo.

I pick one up and add it to the bill.

Freesia tilts her head. “Why are you buying that?”

I glance at her, a hint of promise threading through my smile.

“That,” I say calmly, guiding her toward the door with my hand at her waist, “is what you’re having for dessert.”

Her breath catches again.

And, because I need her wet and scandalized throughout the drive back home, I lean in, bite her earlobe and whisper, “You’re going to lick that off my hard cock. I’ll make you lick my dick clean and if you’re a really good girl, I’ll reward your pussy with my cum.”


SEVEN


Freesia

The car feels too small, the air too thick. Every breath I take is saturated with awareness of him—the way his hand rests on the gear shift, the flex of his forearm when he turns the wheel, the dark promise still hanging in the air between us.

You're going to lick that off my hard cock.

My thighs press together instinctively, but it doesn't help. I'm already wet, my panties clinging uncomfortably to my swollen flesh. The ache between my legs pulses in time with my heartbeat, a demanding throb that makes it impossible to think about anything except him inside me.

We stop at a red light.

His hand moves immediately, sliding from the gear shift to my thigh. His palm is warm and possessive as it glides upward, pushing the hem of my skirt higher. I hold my breath, my pulse racing as his fingers trace the edge of my panties.

"Spread your legs," he says quietly, his voice a low command that goes straight to my core.

I obey without hesitation, my knees parting enough for his hand to slip between them. His fingers press against the damp fabric, and I bite back a whimper.

"So wet already," he murmurs, his thumb circling my clit through the thin barrier. "My dirty little stepsister can't wait to have my cock in her mouth, can she?"

"No," I breathe, my hips shifting involuntarily toward his touch.

He presses harder, the friction maddeningly perfect and not nearly enough. Just when I think I might lose my mind, the light turns green and he pulls his hand away, leaving me trembling and desperate.

This happens again at the next light. And the next.

Each time, he teases me just enough to make my pussy contract with need, his fingers circling and stroking until I'm panting, my lower belly burning with arousal. By the time we reach the underground parking, I'm so wound up I can barely sit still.

He parks smoothly, shutting off the engine and turning to look at me. His eyes are dark, hungry, filled with the same raw need coursing through me.

"Come here," he says, unbuckling his seatbelt.

Before I can move, he's out of the car and opening my door. He doesn't wait for me to stand—he simply lifts me into his arms, one hand beneath my knees, the other supporting my back. I cling to his shoulders as he carries me toward the elevator.

The ride up feels endless. His grip on me is firm, possessive, and I can feel the hard length of his cock pressing against my hip through his pants. My mouth waters at the thought of tasting him, of feeling him stretch my lips wide as he pushes inside.

When we reach the apartment, he doesn't head toward the bedroom right away. Instead, he carries me straight through, his footsteps purposeful, until we're inside and the door clicks shut behind us.

Then he sets me down.

Not on the bed.

On the floor.

"Kneel," he commands, his voice rough with barely restrained hunger.

My knees hit the carpet immediately, my hands resting on my thighs as I look up at him. The position makes me feel small, vulnerable, completely at his mercy. And I love it.

He steps closer, his hand cupping my jaw, tilting my face up toward him. "I'm going to stuff this pretty mouth full of my big dick," he says, his thumb brushing over my bottom lip. "I'm going to smear chocolate all over these plump pink lips until you look thoroughly used and ruined. And you're going to take every inch of me, even when you're choking."

A shiver runs through me, heat pooling low in my belly. I nod, unable to form words.

He releases me and steps back, his hands moving to his belt. I watch, mesmerized, as he undoes the buckle, the sound of the leather sliding through the loops impossibly loud in the quiet room. His pants and boxer briefs follow, and then his cock is free, thick and hard and already glistening at the tip.

My mouth waters.

He picks up the jar of chocolate sauce from where he set it on the dresser and unscrews the lid. Then, without breaking eye contact, he tips it over his cock, letting the thick, dark syrup drizzle over his length. It coats him slowly, pooling at the base, dripping down over his balls.

"Lick me clean," he orders, his hand fisting in my hair and guiding me forward. "Don't leave a single trace if you want my cock in your pussy tonight."

The command sends a jolt of arousal straight through me. I lean in, my tongue darting out to catch a drop of chocolate sliding down his shaft. The taste is sweet, decadent, but it's nothing compared to the heady, masculine flavor beneath it.

I lick along his length, following the trail of syrup, my tongue swirling around the head before sliding back down. He groans, his grip on my hair tightening, and I take it as encouragement. I lap at him eagerly, savoring the way his cock twitches against my tongue, the way his breathing grows heavier with each stroke.

"Good girl," he murmurs, his voice strained. "Now take me deeper."

I part my lips wider, wrapping them around the head of his cock and sucking gently. The chocolate mingles with the salty taste of his precum, and I moan around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

He pushes forward, feeding me more of his length, and I relax my throat, letting him slide deeper. It's overwhelming—the stretch, the fullness, the way he fills my mouth completely. My eyes water, but I don't pull away. I want this. I want to please him, to be used by him.

"Fuck," he growls, his hips rocking forward. "You look so perfect like this, baby girl. On your knees, mouth stuffed full of my cock."

He starts to move, thrusting into my mouth with shallow strokes that quickly grow deeper. I gag when he hits the back of my throat, but he doesn't stop. His hand tightens in my hair, holding me in place as he fucks my mouth, each thrust deliberate and demanding.

Tears stream down my cheeks, and I can feel drool slipping past my lips, mixing with the chocolate still clinging to his cock. I'm a mess, but I don't care. All I care about is the dark pleasure in his eyes, the way he looks at me like I'm something precious and filthy all at once.

"Jesus, Freesia," he groans, his pace faltering. "I'm so close. You're going to make me come."

But then he pulls out abruptly, his cock slipping from my mouth with a wet pop. I gasp for air, my lips swollen and sticky, my jaw aching in the best way.

He's breathing hard, his chest heaving, his cock still rock-hard and glistening. "I'm seconds away from nutting," he says, his voice ragged. "I don't even have the strength to pull you up to the bed."

Before I can respond, he's on me.

He crashes down, his body covering mine as he pushes me onto my back on the floor. His hands are rough as they tear at my panties, the fabric ripping easily under his strength. He flips my skirt up, baring me completely, and then his cock is pressing against my entrance.

"Tate," I gasp, my hands scrabbling for purchase on his shoulders.

He doesn't give me time to adjust. He drives into me in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. The sudden fullness steals my breath, my back arching off the floor as pleasure and pain collide.

"Fuck," he groans, his forehead pressing against mine. "So tight. So perfect."

He pulls out and slams back in, setting a brutal pace that has me crying out with every stroke. His cock stretches me wide, filling me so completely that I feel like I might split apart. But it's exactly what I need.

"You love this, don't you?" he growls, his hips snapping forward. "Love being fucked raw on the floor like a dirty little slut."

"Yes," I moan, my nails digging into his back. "I love it. I love your cock."

"I'm going to breed you so good," he promises, his voice dark and possessive. "You're going to go to college with a big belly, proudly showing everybody the baby your stepbrother put inside your womb."

The words should scare me. They should make me push him away, demand he pull out. But instead, they make me clench around him, my pussy gripping him tighter as fresh arousal floods through me.

"You want that?" he asks, his hand sliding between us to rub my clit. "Want me to knock you up? Make you mine forever?"

"Yes," I sob, my body trembling on the edge of release. "Please, Tate. I want it. I want you."

He grinds against me, the angle hitting my G-spot perfectly, and I detonate. My orgasm crashes over me in waves, my pussy clamping down on his cock as I scream his name.

He follows seconds later, his thrusts turning erratic before he buries himself deep and comes. I feel the hot rush of his cum flooding my unprotected pussy, painting my walls with rope after rope of his seed. It clings to my channel, determined to take root, to make his filthy promise a reality.

When he finally stills, we're both gasping, our bodies slick with sweat and tangled together on the floor.

He doesn't pull out.

Instead, he stays buried inside me, his hand splaying possessively over my stomach.

"Mine," he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my temple. "You're mine, Freesia."


EIGHT


Tate

Three weeks.

Three weeks of waking up with Freesia in my arms, her body warm and soft against mine. Three weeks of falling asleep buried inside her, my cum still hot in her unprotected pussy. Three weeks of fucking her before she goes to class and the moment she returns, of bending her over the kitchen counter and taking her hard and fast because I can't wait another second to be inside her.

Three weeks of living a life I didn't know I wanted until she walked into it.

I'm standing in the kitchen now, coffee in hand, watching her move around the space in one of my T-shirts and nothing else. The hem barely covers her ass, and every time she reaches for something in the cupboard, I get a glimpse of the bruises I left on her hips last night.

Mine.

She's humming softly, completely unaware of the possessive heat simmering in my chest. Or maybe she is aware and just doesn't care.

I'm in love with her.

The realization settled over me quietly, sometime between the third time I pulled her into the shower with me and the night she fell asleep with her head on my chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns over my heartbeat.

I want to marry her.

I want to wake up like this every day for the rest of my life. I want to watch her belly swell with my child. I want to build a family with her, messy and imperfect and completely ours.

I know she might already be pregnant.

The thought should terrify me. We've been reckless, fucking raw every single night, my cum pumping into her fertile pussy without hesitation. But instead of fear, all I feel is a deep, primal satisfaction.

If she's carrying my baby, it's exactly what I wanted.

I set my coffee down and cross the kitchen, sliding my arms around her waist from behind. She leans back into me immediately, her head tipping to rest against my shoulder.

"Good morning," she murmurs, her voice still sleep-soft.

"Morning, baby girl," I reply, pressing a kiss to her temple.

She turns in my arms, looping hers around my neck, and I lift her effortlessly onto the counter. Her legs part instinctively, making room for me to step between them, and I'm already hard again, my cock pressing insistently against the zipper of my pants.

"Tate," she laughs, her hands sliding down my chest. "You just fucked me an hour ago."

"And?" I murmur, dipping my head to kiss along her neck. "I'm going to fuck you again."

She shivers, her thighs tightening around my hips. "You're insatiable."

"Only for you."

I'm reaching for the hem of my shirt—her shirt—when my phone buzzes on the counter beside us.

I ignore it.

It buzzes again.

"You should check that," Freesia says, though her voice is breathless, her pupils already dilated with arousal.

I sigh and grab the phone, glancing at the screen.

Mom: Your father and I are coming to visit this weekend. We'll be in town and thought it would be nice to see the apartment. See how Freesia is settling in. Let me know if Saturday works.

My stomach drops.

"Fuck," I mutter, reading the message again as though the words might change.

Freesia frowns, tilting her head. "What's wrong?"

I hand her the phone without a word.

Her eyes scan the message, and I watch the color drain from her face. "They're coming here?"

"Apparently."

She sets the phone down slowly, her hands trembling slightly. "What are we going to do?"

I run a hand through my hair, my mind racing. "We hide it."

"Hide it?" she repeats, her voice small.

"For now," I say, hating the words even as they leave my mouth. "Just until they leave. We can't… I don't want them finding out like this. Not yet."

She nods, but I can see the disappointment in her eyes. It mirrors my own.

I cup her face, tilting it up so she's looking at me. "This doesn't change anything between us," I say firmly. "I still want you. I still want this. I'm just… not ready to deal with their reaction yet."

"I know," she whispers. "I understand."

But I can see the hurt lingering beneath her understanding, and it makes my chest ache.
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Saturday arrives too quickly.

I've spent the past two days preparing the apartment, moving Freesia's things back into the guest room, stripping my bed of any trace of her. It feels wrong, erasing the evidence of what we've built together, but I tell myself it's temporary.

Just a few hours. Then they'll leave, and everything will go back to normal.

Freesia is quiet as we wait, her hands twisting nervously in her lap. I want to pull her into my arms, kiss her until she relaxes, but I can't. Not yet.

The doorbell rings.

I open the door to find my mother and Freesia's father standing in the hallway, smiling warmly.

"Tate!" my mother exclaims, pulling me into a hug. "It's so good to see you."

"You too, Mom," I reply, forcing a smile.

Her husband—Freesia's father—shakes my hand firmly. "Thanks for letting Freesia stay with you. We really appreciate it."

"Of course," I say, stepping aside to let them in.

Freesia appears from the kitchen, her smile bright but strained. "Hi, Mom. Hi, Dad."

Hugs are exchanged, pleasantries are made, and for a moment, I think we might actually pull this off.

For the first hour, it almost feels normal.

We give them the tour. My mother comments on the view from the floor to ceiling windows, pressing her palm to the glass as though she can physically measure how well I have done for myself. Her husband nods approvingly at the kitchen appliances, asking about brands and warranties like this is a business investment instead of my home.

Freesia plays her role flawlessly.

She laughs in the right places, answers questions about classes, about her professors, about how grateful she is to be staying here while she “figures things out.” She keeps a careful distance from me, never standing too close, never brushing my hand the way she does when we are alone. Watching her dial herself down like that does something uncomfortable to my chest.

At one point, my mother insists on taking photos of the two of us in the living room.

“Stepbrother and stepsister under one roof,” she says warmly. “It makes me so happy you two are getting to know each other.”

If she only knew.

We sit through coffee. Through stories about extended family. Through a slideshow of a recent neighbor’s new boat that I could not care less about.

Every time Freesia laughs, I notice the way her eyes flick to me briefly, like she is checking that we are still aligned. Still okay.

We are.

But I hate pretending she is just a guest in my life.

As evening creeps in, her father rubs his knee thoughtfully and glances at the darkening sky beyond the windows.

“It’s getting late,” he says. “That drive back is longer than I remembered.”

My mother tilts her head. “It is nearly two hours,” she admits. “And we’ve both had a long day.”

I feel it before she says it.

She turns toward me with an apologetic smile. “Tate, sweetheart, would it be terribly inconvenient if we stayed the night? Just one night. We can head back early tomorrow.”

The apartment has four bedrooms.

There is no practical reason to refuse.

But the image that flashes in my mind is not logistical. It is Freesia in my bed, her body curled into mine, her breath warm against my chest. It is the quiet intimacy of our nights, the way she whispers my name when she thinks I am asleep.

Tonight, that does not happen.

I school my expression into something easy.

“Of course,” I say smoothly. “You’re welcome to stay.”

Relief brightens my mother’s face instantly. “That’s wonderful.”

Freesia claps her hands softly. “That’s great news,” she says, far too bright, far too eager. “You don’t have to drive back exhausted. I’ll cook dinner tonight. It’ll be fun.”

Her smile is perfect.

Only I see the flicker beneath it.


NINE


Freesia

I wake before dawn, the apartment still wrapped in that heavy, pre-morning silence where even the city outside seems to be holding its breath.

My parents are asleep two rooms down.

The thought sits uncomfortably in my chest as I slip out of the guest bed, my feet silent against the cool floor. I grab a towel from the closet and pad into the small bathroom attached to this room, the one I haven't used in weeks because I've been sleeping in Tate's bed.

The shower turns on with a soft hiss, steam beginning to cloud the glass almost immediately. I step under the spray and let the hot water cascade over my shoulders, trying to wash away the tension that's been coiled in my muscles since yesterday.

I miss him.

It's ridiculous. He's just down the hall. But sleeping alone last night felt wrong, like a part of me was missing. I kept reaching for him in the dark, my hand finding only empty sheets.

I'm so lost in thought that I don't hear the bathroom door open.

I don't realize he's there until the shower door slides open and he steps inside.

I gasp, jerking back against the tile wall, water streaming into my eyes. "Tate! What are you⁠—"

"Shh," he murmurs, his voice low and rough with sleep. His eyes rake over my naked body, dark and hungry. "I saw the way you barely smiled last night. I'm going to fuck that sadness right out of you."

Heat floods through me instantly, my nipples hardening into tight peaks. "Our parents are still in the house," I whisper, scandalized, even as my body betrays me by leaning toward him.

"They won't know," he says, stepping closer, the heat of him making the already-warm shower feel scalding. "They're not going to use this bathroom. And if you're quiet, nobody will hear."

He strips off his boxer briefs in one smooth motion, his cock already hard and thick, and then he's pressing against me from behind. His arms wrap around my waist, pulling me flush against his chest, and I can feel every inch of him, hot and solid and perfect.

"Tate," I breathe, but it comes out like a plea rather than a protest.

His hands slide up to cup my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples until they're painful peaks. I bite my lip to keep from moaning, my head falling back against his shoulder.

"That's my girl," he murmurs, his mouth finding the curve of my neck. He sucks hard enough to leave a mark, and I have to clap a hand over my mouth to muffle the sound that escapes me.

He turns me around, his eyes locking onto mine as he dips his head to take one nipple into his mouth. The wet heat of his tongue makes my knees buckle, and I clutch at his shoulders for support. He sucks hard, then moves to the other breast, lavishing the same attention until I'm trembling and soaked between my thighs—and not just from the shower.

"Please," I whisper, my voice breaking.

He lifts his head, his eyes blazing. "Please what, baby girl?"

"Please fuck me."

That's all it takes.

He spins me around, pressing me against the cool tile wall, and lifts one of my legs, hooking it over his forearm. The position opens me completely, and I feel the thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance.

"You're so wet for me," he growls, sliding in with one hard thrust that steals my breath. "Always so ready to take my cock."

I bite down on my fist to keep from crying out as he fills me completely, stretching me in that perfect, overwhelming way that makes my eyes roll back.

He doesn't give me time to adjust. He pulls out and slams back in, setting a brutal pace that has me scrambling for purchase on the slick tile. The water pounds down on us, muffling the obscene sounds of skin slapping against skin, but I can still hear the wet slide of his cock driving into me over and over.

"You'll look so pretty like this when your belly is swollen big with a child," he murmurs against my ear, his voice dark and possessive. "I'll wash you every day, soaping over your baby bump, reminding you how you got it in the first place."

The filthy promise makes me clench around him, my pussy gripping him tighter. He groans, his pace faltering for just a moment before he regains control.

"You like that?" he asks, his hand sliding down to rub my clit. "Like the idea of being knocked up? Of everyone knowing I bred you?"

"Yes," I sob, my body trembling on the edge of release. "Yes, I want it. I want your baby."

"Good girl," he growls, grinding against me. "Now come for me. Come on my cock."

His fingers circle my clit with just the right pressure, and I detonate. My orgasm crashes over me in waves, my pussy clamping down on him as I bite my fist hard enough to draw blood, desperate to keep quiet.

He follows seconds later, his thrusts turning erratic before he buries himself deep and comes. I feel the hot rush of his cum flooding my unprotected pussy, painting my walls, filling me so completely that it leaks out around his cock.

When he finally pulls out, we're both gasping, the shower spray still beating down on us.

He turns me gently, cupping my face and kissing me slowly, tenderly, his thumb brushing away the water on my cheeks.

"Better?" he asks softly.

I nod, my heart still racing. "Better."

He reaches for the soap, lathering his hands before running them over my body with reverent care. He washes me slowly, his touch gentle now, almost worshipful. When he's satisfied that I'm clean, he turns off the water and wraps me in a towel, drying me with the same careful attention.

Then he leans in close, his lips brushing my ear.

"Today," he says, his voice a dark promise, "you're not allowed to wear panties."

My breath catches. "What?"

"You heard me," he murmurs, his hand sliding down to cup my bare pussy. "I want you wet and ready for me all day. I want my cum leaking out of you, reminding you who you belong to."

Heat floods through me again, my body already responding to his command.

"Okay," I whisper.

He smiles, dimples appearing, and presses a kiss to my forehead. "Good girl."


TEN


Tate

Breakfast is torture.

Not because the food is bad—Freesia made French toast and fresh fruit, and it's perfect. Not because my mother is asking intrusive questions about my work schedule, though she is. Not even because her husband keeps making dad jokes that fall completely flat.

It's torture because Freesia is sitting across from me in a pale yellow sundress, her legs crossed demurely, smiling and nodding at whatever story my mother is telling about a neighbor's garden—and I know she's not wearing panties.

I can see it every time she shifts in her seat.

The hem of her dress rides up just slightly when she uncrosses and recrosses her legs, and I catch the barest glimpse of her bare pussy beneath the table. My cock hardens instantly, straining against my jeans in a way that makes sitting still almost painful.

She knows exactly what she's doing.

Every time she moves, her eyes flick to mine for just a fraction of a second, and I see the faint blush that colors her cheeks. I love knowing that she’s aroused, that we share a secret even when our parents are around.

I can't stop staring.

Every time Freesia shifts in her seat, the yellow fabric of her sundress rides up just enough to give me a glimpse of her bare pussy. My cum from this morning is still glistening on her inner thighs, and the knowledge that she's sitting here with my seed leaking out of her, right in front of our parents, makes my cock throb painfully against my zipper.

She reaches for her orange juice, and the movement causes her legs to part slightly.

Pink.

Swollen and slick and absolutely obscene.

"I really love the color pink," I say suddenly, my voice rougher than I intend.

Everyone at the table looks at me.

My mother blinks. "Pink?"

"Yes," I continue, keeping my eyes locked on Freesia even as I gesture vaguely toward the fruit bowl. "The grapefruit. Very… vibrant this morning."

Freesia's face floods with color, her cheeks turning a deep crimson that spreads down her neck. She knows exactly what I'm talking about, and the way her thighs press together instinctively only makes it worse.

"Are you feeling alright, sweetheart?" her father asks, frowning at her. "You look flushed."

"I'm fine," she says quickly, her voice slightly breathless. "Just… under the weather today. A little warm."

My mother's expression shifts to concern immediately. "Oh no. Do you think you're coming down with something? Should I stay? I can take care of you⁠—"

"No!" Freesia and I say in unison, far too quickly.

Our parents exchange a glance.

I clear my throat, forcing my voice into something calmer. "What I mean is, if Freesia needs anything, I'll take care of her. You don't need to cancel your plans."

My mother raises an eyebrow. "You're always at work, Tate. How are you going to take care of her?"

"I'll make time," I reply smoothly, my gaze still fixed on Freesia. "For my dear stepsister."

The word stepsister tastes wrong in my mouth now, like a lie I'm tired of telling.

My mother studies me for a long moment, her eyes narrowing slightly as though she's trying to solve a puzzle she can't quite see. Her husband shifts in his seat, his fork pausing halfway to his mouth.

They suspect something.

I can see it in the way they glance at each other, in the slight tension that settles over the table. But they don't say anything. They can't, because they don't have proof.

Freesia takes a careful sip of her juice, her hand trembling slightly, and I have to dig my nails into my palm to keep from reaching across the table and pulling her into my lap.

"Well," my mother says finally, breaking the silence with a bright smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes. "If you're sure you don't need us to stay."

"We're sure," Freesia says, her voice steadier now. "Really. I'll be fine."

Breakfast drags on for another excruciating twenty minutes.

By the time our parents finally stand to leave, making their way toward the door with promises to visit again soon, I'm wound so tight I feel like I might snap.

My mother hugs Freesia goodbye, then me, her hand lingering on my shoulder for just a moment longer than necessary.

"Take care of her," she says quietly, her eyes searching mine.

"I will," I promise.

And I mean it.

The door closes behind them.

For a moment, we both stand frozen, listening to the sound of their footsteps retreating down the hallway, the ding of the elevator, the soft hum of it descending.

Then silence.

I turn to Freesia.

She's standing in the middle of the living room, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her eyes dark and wide.

"Tate—"

I cross the space between us in three strides, my hands fisting in the soft fabric of her sundress as I yank it up over her hips.

"Watching your wet pussy leak my cum all through breakfast was fucking torture," I growl, my fingers sliding between her thighs.

She's soaked.

My cum is still there, mixed with her arousal, coating her swollen folds. The sight of it makes something primal roar to life inside me.

"I need to fuck you," I say, my voice barely recognizable. "Right now."

"Yes," she breathes, her hands already reaching for my belt.

I don't bother with the bedroom.

I spin her around, bending her over the back of the couch, her dress bunched around her waist. My jeans and boxer briefs hit the floor, and then I'm lining myself up with her entrance, the thick head of my cock pressing against her slick heat.

I slam into her in one brutal thrust.

She cries out, her hands gripping the couch cushions as I bury myself to the hilt. The angle is deep, almost too deep, but she takes it, her pussy clenching around me like a vice.

"Fuck," I groan, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "You feel so good, baby girl. So fucking perfect."

I pull out and drive back in, setting a punishing rhythm that has her moaning with every stroke. The living room fills with the obscene sounds of our bodies colliding, the wet slide of my cock pumping into her over and over.

"Did you like it?" I ask, leaning over her, my chest pressed to her back. "Sitting there with my cum leaking out of you? Knowing our parents had no idea what a dirty girl you are?"

"Yes," she sobs, her voice breaking. "I loved it."

"Good," I growl, reaching around to rub her clit. "Because I'm going to fill you up again. Right now."

She comes first, her orgasm hitting her like a freight train. Her pussy clamps down on me, milking my cock, and I follow her over the edge with a hoarse shout.

I empty myself inside her, pumping rope after rope of cum into her unprotected pussy, marking her, claiming her, breeding her.

When I finally pull out, we're both gasping, our bodies slick with sweat.

I turn her gently, cupping her face and kissing her deeply.

"I love you," I murmur against her lips.

She freezes.

Then her eyes fill with tears.

"You… you love me?"

"Yes," I say firmly. "I love you, Freesia. I want to build a life with you. I want to marry you. I want to have children with you. I want to grow old with you."

She's crying now, happy tears streaming down her cheeks.

"I love you too," she whispers. "I love you so much. I want you in my life so badly. You’re my dream man, the kind of father I would like for my children."

I kiss her deeply, pouring everything I feel into it—the love, the possession, the absolute certainty that she's mine.

When I pull back, I brush the tears from her cheeks with my thumbs.

"We've been fucking for two months now," I say quietly, my eyes searching hers. "But you haven't had a period even once in that time."

She gasps, her hand flying to her stomach. "I… I didn't realize. Has it really been that long?"

"It has," I confirm, my heart starting to pound. "Do you think you could be pregnant?"

Her eyes are huge, her lips parted in shock. "I… maybe?"

"I know you are," I say firmly, my hand covering hers on her belly. "But let's confirm it. I'm going to get a test."

I pull on my jeans and grab my keys, pressing a quick kiss to her forehead before heading out the door.

The pharmacy is only a few blocks away, and I'm back in less than fifteen minutes, the pregnancy test clutched in my hand like it holds the answer to every question I've ever had.

Freesia takes it from me with trembling fingers and disappears into the bathroom.

I pace the living room, my hands clenched into fists, tension coiling in my chest. This is it. This is the moment that changes everything.

The doorbell rings.

I freeze, irritation flashing through me. Not now. Whoever it is, they can come back later.

But the bell rings again, more insistent this time.

I stalk to the door and yank it open, ready to tell whoever it is to fuck off.

It's my mother and Freesia's father.

"Mom?" I say, my voice tight. "What are you doing here?"

"We forgot her phone charger," her father says, holding it up. "Marianne realized it when we got to the car."

My mother is studying my face, her eyes narrowing. "Is everything alright? You look tense."

"I'm fine," I lie, stepping aside reluctantly to let them in.

They barely make it three steps into the apartment when Freesia walks out of the bathroom.

She's holding the pregnancy test in her hand, her face glowing with a mixture of shock and joy.

"Tate," she breathes, her eyes locking onto mine. "I'm pregnant. With your baby."

The world stops.

My mother's hand flies to her mouth.

Freesia's father goes completely still, his face draining of color.

"What?" my mother whispers, her voice shaking. "What did you just say?"

Freesia's eyes widen as she realizes we're not alone. She looks at our parents, then back at me, panic flickering across her face.

But there's no hiding it now.

"Freesia," her father says slowly, his voice dangerously calm. "What is happening?"

I step forward, positioning myself between them and her. "We're together," I say firmly. "We've been together for two months. We're in love."

My mother sinks onto the couch, her hand still pressed to her mouth. "You're… together? But you're step-siblings."

"We're not related by blood," I reply, keeping my voice steady. "There's nothing wrong with what we're doing."

"Nothing wrong?" her father explodes, his face flushing red. "She's nineteen! You're twenty-eight! You're supposed to be looking after her, not… not…"

"Not loving her?" I finish coldly. "Not treating her like the woman she is?"

"She's a child!"

"I'm not," Freesia says, stepping forward, her voice strong despite the tremor in her hands. "I'm not a child. I chose this. I chose him."

Her father's gaze swings to her, his expression a mixture of anger and betrayal. "You don't know what you're choosing. He's older, more experienced⁠—"

"And I love him," she interrupts, her chin lifting defiantly. "I love him, and I'm keeping this baby."

The room falls into stunned silence.

My mother is staring at us like we've lost our minds, her eyes red-rimmed, her hands shaking.

"Freesia," she says quietly. "This is… this is a lot to take in. You're pregnant? By Tate?"

"Yes," Freesia says, her hand moving to her stomach protectively. "And I want to keep this baby. I want to build a life with him."

"You're in college," her father says, his voice breaking. "You have your whole life ahead of you. You can't throw it away for⁠—"

"I'm not throwing anything away," she says firmly. "I can finish college. Tate will help me. We'll figure it out together."

I step closer to her, taking her hand in mine. "I'll marry her," I say, looking directly at her father. "I'll provide for her and the baby. She'll finish school. I'll make sure she has everything she needs."

My mother shakes her head slowly. "Tate, this is insane. You can't just⁠—"

"I love her," I say, cutting her off. "I love her more than I've ever loved anyone. And I'm going to marry her, whether you approve or not."

Freesia's father looks like he's about to explode again, but before he can speak, I turn to Freesia.

I drop to one knee.

Her eyes widen, tears spilling over as she realizes what I'm doing.

"Freesia Parker," I say, my voice steady and sure. "Will you marry me?"

She doesn't hesitate.

"Yes," she sobs, nodding frantically. "Yes, I'll marry you."

I rise and pull her into my arms, kissing her deeply, ignoring the shocked gasps from our parents.

When I pull back, I look at them over her shoulder.

"We're getting married," I say firmly. "And we're having this baby. You can accept it, or you can leave. But we're not changing our minds."

My mother is crying now, her hands pressed to her face.

Freesia's father looks like he's aged ten years in the last five minutes.

But neither of them leaves.

And slowly, painfully, I see something shift in their expressions.

Acceptance.

Not approval. Not yet.

But acceptance.

It's a start.


ELEVEN


Freesia

Six months later…

I stare down at my jeans in frustration, tugging the zipper for the third time. It won't budge past the middle of my rounded belly, no matter how much I suck in—not that sucking in does anything when you're six months pregnant.

"Come on," I mutter, yanking harder.

The zipper doesn't move.

I let out a defeated sigh and sink onto the edge of the bed, my hands automatically going to cradle my bump. It's gotten so much bigger in the last few weeks, a firm, obvious swell that announces my condition to anyone who looks at me.

I'm outgrowing clothes faster than I can buy them.

"What's wrong, baby girl?"

I look up to find Tate leaning against the doorframe, his arms crossed over his chest, watching me with that soft expression he gets whenever he looks at my belly.

"These don't fit anymore," I say, gesturing helplessly at the jeans. "Nothing fits anymore. I feel like I'm expanding by the hour."

He crosses the room in a few strides and kneels in front of me, his hands replacing mine on my bump. He presses a gentle kiss to the stretched fabric of my shirt, right where our baby is growing.

"Then I'll buy you as many new clothes as you need," he says simply, his thumbs stroking over my belly in slow, soothing circles. "Whatever you want. However many you need."

Tears prick at my eyes suddenly, without warning, and I press my palms to my face.

"Hey," Tate says softly, rising to sit beside me on the bed. He pulls me into his arms, one hand cradling the back of my head. "What's this about? Pregnancy hormones again?"

I sniffle against his chest. "I'm growing so much," I whisper. "I'm afraid I'm unattractive now."

He pulls back, his brows drawing together. "Freesia, where's this coming from?"

"You never touch me anymore," I continue, the words spilling out in a rush now that I've started. "You don't have sex with me. You barely even look at me sometimes. I know I'm huge and awkward, but can't you pretend to like me?"

"Stop," he says firmly, his hands cupping my face and tilting it up to meet his eyes. "I find you very attractive, actually. That's not why I've kept my hands off you."

"Then why?" I ask, my voice breaking.

"Because I'm scared of hurting you," he admits, his thumb brushing away a tear tracking down my cheek. "You and the baby. I didn't want to do anything that might do damage, even inadvertently."

"The doctor said it's okay," I interrupt, fresh tears welling up. "She said it's completely safe. But you still won't touch me, and I… I need to feel like a woman, Tate. Not just a mother. Not just someone growing your baby. I need to feel attractive. Wanted. Like I'm still me."

I take a shaky breath, wiping at my eyes. "Maybe I'm overreacting because my clothes don't fit anymore."

"No," Tate says, his voice quiet but firm. He takes my hand, threading his fingers through mine. "No, your emotions are completely valid. I was wrong. I thought I was protecting you, but I seem to have ignored your feelings."

I blink up at him.

"I was treating you like a kid again," he continues, his jaw tight with self-recrimination. "Thinking I knew what was best for your body, even though you were telling me what you wanted. I'm sorry, Freesia. I'm so sorry."

He leans in, pressing his forehead to mine.

"You are the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," he murmurs. "Especially now. Especially like this. Motherhood has made you a million times more attractive."

"Tate, are you sure?"

He kisses me, slow and deep, his hand sliding to the back of my neck. When he pulls back, his eyes are dark with hunger.

"Let me show you," he says, his voice rough.

Before I can respond, he's lifting me into his arms, cradling me against his chest as he carries me toward the bedroom.

"I love that you're bred now," he says as he sets me gently on the bed. "I love that you're carrying my baby. Do you know how hard I get seeing you walk around with that big belly, knowing I fucked that baby into your womb? Knowing how fertile you are, watching your wide hips swaying as you walk...fuck, you have no idea how much you have been torturing me these last few months."

My breath catches.

"Sometimes I have to jerk myself off in the shower," he continues, his hands already working at the button of my jeans, easing them down over my hips. "Because all I can think about is fucking you and watching your belly bounce from my thrusts."

Heat floods through me, pooling low in my core.

He strips off my shirt next, then my bra, his eyes raking over my body with undisguised hunger. My breasts are fuller now, heavy and sensitive, my nipples darker. My hips have widened, my belly round and taut.

"You're perfect," he murmurs, his hands skimming over my skin. "So fucking perfect."

He strips off his own clothes quickly, and then he positions me on all fours on the bed, one hand cradling my belly protectively as he lines himself up behind me.

"I've got you," he says, his voice low and reassuring. "I'm not going to hurt you. Just tell me if anything doesn't feel right."

"Okay," I breathe, already aching for him.

He pushes into me slowly, carefully, and I moan at the stretch. He's so thick, filling me completely, and the angle has him hitting deeper than usual.

"Fuck," he groans, his hand tightening on my hip. "You're so tight, baby girl. So wet."

He starts to move, slow at first, testing, making sure I'm okay. When I push back against him, he picks up the pace, his thrusts becoming harder, more confident.

"Look at you," he growls, his hand sliding around to cup my belly as he fucks me. "Taking my cock so well with my baby in your belly. You were created to be stuffed with a cock at all times—even during pregnancy. Your pussy sucks me in like the slutty cunt that it is."

"Tate," I gasp, my hands fisting in the sheets.

"I love your wider hips," he continues, his voice rough with arousal. "Love your swollen tits. Love every part of your body. The way motherhood has transformed you—it's beautiful, Freesia. You're beautiful."

He pounds into me harder, his hand still cradling my belly, protecting it even as he loses himself in me. The praise, the filthy words, the way he touches me like I'm something precious and filthy all at once is everything I needed.

"This is how you got so big and swollen in the first place," he reminds me, his voice dark and possessive. "My cock filling you up, pumping you full of cum. And I have no regrets, baby girl. None. Because I'm obsessed with your body right now."

I come with a cry, my pussy clamping down on him as pleasure crashes through me in waves.

He follows seconds later, burying himself deep and emptying himself inside me with a hoarse groan.

When he pulls out, I collapse onto the bed, boneless and sated.

He gathers me into his arms, pressing kisses to my forehead, my cheeks, my lips.

"I felt so hot and beautiful when you praised my pregnant body," I whisper, tears slipping down my cheeks again. They're happy tears this time. "I love you so much for doing this for me."

"I'm doing this for myself," he corrects, his hand splaying possessively over my belly. "Because I'm addicted to your body, Freesia. And now you're not going to be able to stop me from fucking you three times a day."

I laugh, the sound watery but genuine. "I've created a monster."

"You have," he agrees, grinning down at me. "And you're stuck with me."

"Good," I whisper, pressing a kiss to his jaw. "Because I wouldn't want to be with anyone else."


EPILOGUE


Tate

Three years later…

It's been three years since I opened my apartment door to find Freesia standing on my doorstep with a suitcase and a nervous smile. Three years since everything I thought I wanted shifted into something I didn't know I needed.

I'm standing in the kitchen now, coffee in hand, watching her play with our daughter on the living room floor.

Emma is two years old, all dark curls and dimples—my dimples, Freesia loves to point out—and boundless energy. She's currently trying to stack blocks higher than her head while Freesia sits cross-legged beside her, one hand resting on her swollen belly, laughing as the tower inevitably collapses.

Freesia is pregnant again.

Five months this time, carrying our second child, and somehow even more beautiful than she was the first time. She just finished her degree last month, walked across the stage with her belly leading the way, and already has plans to start law school next year.

My mother cried when she saw the graduation photos.

So did Freesia's father.

They've come around, slowly but surely. It wasn't easy—there were months of tense conversations, of pointed silences and disapproving looks. But Emma changed everything. The moment they held their granddaughter for the first time, something softened in them.

Now they visit every few weeks, spoiling Emma rotten and asking when the new baby is due.

I never thought I'd have this.

A family. A home. The sound of laughter filling rooms that used to echo with silence.

Freesia transformed this place. She softened the sharp edges, filled it with warmth and color and life. There are toys scattered across the floor, finger paintings stuck to the refrigerator with magnets, tiny shoes by the door.

It's chaotic.

It's perfect.

Becoming a father changed me in ways I didn't expect. I used to think control was everything—that discipline and structure were what kept life from falling apart. But Emma taught me that some of the best things are messy and unplanned. That love doesn't need to be controlled to be real.

Freesia looks up and catches me staring.

She smiles, that soft, knowing smile that still makes my chest tighten, and tilts her head. "What are you thinking about?"

I set my coffee down and cross the room, kneeling in front of her.

I press a kiss to her belly first, feeling the flutter of movement beneath my lips. Then I kiss Emma's forehead, making her giggle and squirm. Finally, I cup Freesia's face and kiss her mouth, slow and tender.

"I love you," I murmur against her lips. "You've given me everything I ever wanted. A family. A home. A life worth living."

Her eyes shimmer with tears—happy ones, I hope.

"You've given me the same," she whispers. "I never thought I'd find someone who'd choose me first. But you do. Every day."

Emma tugs on my sleeve impatiently. "Daddy, play!"

We both laugh.

I scoop her up, settling her on my lap as Freesia leans into my side. Her head rests on my shoulder, her hand on her belly, and I wrap my arm around her, pulling her close.

This is everything.

I used to believe that love complicated things. That desire made life messy and unpredictable.

I was right.

But I was also wrong.

Love does complicate everything.

It just also makes everything make sense.

I press a kiss to the top of Freesia's head and close my eyes, letting the warmth of this moment settle over me.

We're messy. We're imperfect. We're unconventional.

But we are the way we were meant to be.

And I wouldn't change a single thing.
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