
        
            
                
            
        

    
The park was unusually quiet that night, the kind of stillness that made you acutely aware of every rustle of leaves and distant bark of a dog. The air was thick with the scent of damp earth after a brief evening shower, and the soft glow of the street lamps cast long shadows across the winding path. Too quiet, she thought, her heels clicking softly against the pavement. Emma had always loved walking at night—the solitude, the way the world seemed to shrink to just her and the stars. But tonight, it felt different. Exposed.

She pulled her jacket tighter around her, though the chill she felt wasn’t from the cool night air. Her mind raced, as it often did when she was alone. What am I even doing here? She’d needed to clear her head, to escape the suffocating walls of her apartment after another long day at work. But now, standing in the middle of the deserted park, she wondered if this had been a bad idea. Maybe I should just turn back—

A rustling in the bushes snapped her attention to the side of the path. Her heart leapt into her throat, and she froze, straining to see into the darkness. Just a bird. Or a squirrel. Definitely not a serial killer. She forced herself to breathe, to keep walking. Get a grip, Emma.

But then she heard it—the unmistakable sound of paws on gravel, followed by the low jingle of a collar. Her eyes darted toward the source, and there he was. A man, tall and broad-shouldered, walking a dog that looked more like a fluffy bear than anything else. He was silhouetted against the dim light, his features obscured, but she could see the outline of his strong jaw, the way he carried himself with a quiet confidence.

Emma’s breath caught in her throat. He’s just a guy with a dog. Relax. But something about him was magnetic, something that made her feet slow as he approached. The dog, catching sight of her, let out a cheerful bark and bounded toward her, tail wagging furiously.

“Hey, buddy, come back!” the man called, his voice deep and warm, tinged with amusement. He jogged after the dog, who had already planted himself at Emma’s feet, looking up at her with the kind of adoration only a golden retriever could muster.

She couldn’t help but laugh, the tension in her chest easing as she bent down to scratch the dog behind the ears. “Well, aren’t you friendly,” she said, her voice softer than she’d intended.

“Sorry about that,” the man said, stopping a few feet away. “He’s got no concept of personal space.”

Emma looked up at him, and for the first time, she could see his face clearly. He was even more striking up close—dark hair swept back, eyes a shade of blue that seemed to pierce through the night, and a mouth that quirked into a half-smile that made her stomach flutter. Okay, maybe I’m not turning back just yet.

“It’s fine,” she said, straightening up. “He’s adorable.”

“Don’t let him fool you. He’s a menace.” The man chuckled, and the sound sent a shiver down her spine. “I’m Adam, by the way.”

“Emma,” she replied, feeling suddenly self-conscious under his gaze. His eyes lingered on her, and she could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. Why is this so intense? It was just a conversation, wasn’t it?

But there was something in the way he looked at her, something that made her pulse quicken. He’s just being polite. Stop overthinking it. Yet, as they stood there, the air between them seemed to crackle with an unspoken tension.

“You’re out late,” Adam said, his voice low, almost teasing.

“So are you,” she countered, her words coming out more breathless than she’d intended.

He shrugged, his eyes never leaving hers. “Couldn’t sleep. Thought I’d take this guy for a walk. What’s your excuse?”

Emma hesitated, her mind scrambling for an answer that didn’t sound pathetic. “Needed some air,” she said finally. “It’s been… a long day.”

Adam nodded, as if he understood. “Yeah. The city can do that to you.” He took a step closer, and Emma’s heart skipped a beat. “You know, it’s not exactly safe to be walking alone out here at night.”

“I could say the same to you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

He smiled, that same half-smile that made her knees weak. “Maybe we should stick together, then. Safety in numbers and all that.”

Emma’s breath hitched. Is he flirting with me? She wasn’t sure, but the way he was looking at her—like she was the only thing in the world that mattered—made her feel something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Desire.

The dog, seemingly bored with the conversation, wandered off to sniff at a nearby tree, leaving the two of them alone in the circle of light. Adam took another step closer, and Emma’s heart pounded in her chest. She could smell the faint scent of his cologne now, something warm and spicy that made her head spin.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured, his voice soft, almost concerned.

“I’m fine,” she said, though her voice betrayed her. Her hands trembled, and she clenched them into fists, trying to steady herself. But then Adam reached out, his fingers brushing against hers, and she couldn’t suppress the gasp that escaped her lips.

His touch was electric, sending a jolt of heat through her body. She looked up at him, her eyes wide, and for a moment, neither of them moved. This is crazy. I don’t even know him. But the way he was looking at her—like he wanted to devour her—made her forget all reason.

“Emma,” he said, her name a low rumble in his throat. “Tell me to stop.”

She should have. She knew she should have. But instead, she stepped closer, her body practically vibrating with need. “Don’t,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop.”

That was all the encouragement he needed. In one swift motion, he closed the distance between them, his lips crashing into hers with a hunger that took her breath away. Emma’s hands flew to his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as he deepened the kiss, his tongue teasing hers, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through her veins.

God, he’s good at this. She hadn’t been kissed like this in years—maybe ever. It was intoxicating, the way he seemed to know exactly what she needed, his hands sliding down her back to pull her flush against him. She could feel the hard planes of his body, the way his heart raced against hers.

And then, just as suddenly as it had started, he pulled back, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. “Emma,” he said again, his voice rough with desire. “Are you sure?”

She nodded, her own breathing uneven. “Yes,” she whispered. “I’m sure.”

His eyes darkened, and before she could blink, he had her pressed against a nearby tree, his body pinning hers. His lips trailed down her neck, nipping and sucking at her skin, and Emma let out a soft moan, her head falling back against the rough bark. This is insane. But I don’t care.

“Adam,” she gasped, her hands fumbling with the hem of his shirt. She needed to feel him, skin against skin. He seemed to read her mind, pulling the shirt over his head and tossing it aside. His chest was broad and muscular, his skin warm beneath her fingertips, and she couldn’t resist the urge to run her hands over him, exploring every inch.

He groaned, his hands sliding down to her waist, fingers fumbling with the button of her jeans. “You’re driving me crazy,” he murmured against her skin, his voice thick with need.

Emma’s breath hitched as he tugged her jeans down her hips, his fingers brushing against the damp lace of her panties. “Adam,” she moaned, her hips arching toward him. “Please.”

That was all it took. In one fluid motion, he slid her panties to the side, his fingers delving into her wetness, and Emma nearly screamed at the sensation. Holy— His fingers were skilled, teasing her in just the right way, and she clung to him, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“You’re so wet,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear. “Do you have any idea what you’re doing to me?”

She couldn’t answer, couldn’t think beyond the pleasure coursing through her body. His fingers moved faster, deeper, and she felt herself teetering on the edge, her whole body tensing with anticipation.

“Come for me, Emma,” he whispered, his voice commanding. And just like that, she shattered, a wave of pleasure crashing over her as she cried out his name, her body shaking with the force of her climax.

But he wasn’t done. Before she could catch her breath, he was on his knees in front of her, his hands gripping her hips as he buried his face between her legs. Oh my God. His tongue was relentless, licking and sucking at her until she was trembling with overstimulation, her cries echoing in the quiet night.

“Adam,” she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair. “I can’t—I can’t—”

But he didn’t stop, driven by some primal need to wring every last ounce of pleasure from her. And when she finally came again, her legs giving out beneath her, he caught her, holding her against him as she shuddered with aftershocks.

She could feel him, hard and aching against her thigh, and she knew this wasn’t over. Not yet. “Adam,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I want you.”

His eyes burned with desire as he looked at her, his hands already working on his belt. “You’re going to be the death of me,” he growled, before lifting her up and pinning her against the tree once more, his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice strained.

Emma nodded, her breath catching as he pushed into her, filling her completely. Oh God, yes. She wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on, and he didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust into her, hard and fast, each stroke hitting that perfect spot inside her that made her see stars.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. “So fucking good.”

Emma could only moan in response, her body moving in sync with his, pleasure building with each thrust. God, I’m going to— And then she was there, her orgasm hitting her like a freight train, her body convulsing around him as she cried out.

He followed right after, his own release hitting him with a guttural groan, his body shuddering against hers. For a moment, they stayed like that, clinging to each other as they caught their breath.

“Emma,” he said finally, his voice soft, almost reverent. “I—”

Emma’s breath was still ragged, her body buzzing with the aftershocks of what had just happened. She felt Adam’s strong hands linger on her hips, their warmth grounding her even as her mind spun. The park around them was silent now, save for the distant rustle of leaves and the occasional chirp of a night bird. She could feel Adam’s chest rise and fall beneath her, his heartbeat steady but quick.

“I—” Adam started again, his voice low, but Emma didn’t let him finish. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear, and whispered, “Don’t talk.” Her breath was warm against his skin, and she felt him shiver beneath her. There was something intoxicating about the way he reacted to her, the way his body seemed to come alive under her touch.

She pulled back just enough to meet his gaze, her dark eyes locking with his piercing blue ones. There was a hunger there, a raw need that she hadn’t fully explored yet. He wants more, she thought, and the realization sent a thrill through her. She wanted more too.

Emma shifted slightly, her legs straddling him more fully. She could feel him stir beneath her, and a slow, sly smile spread across her lips. Good. She wanted him to want her as much as she wanted him. She leaned down again, this time pressing her lips to his in a slow, lingering kiss. His hands moved to her back, pulling her closer, but she pulled away again, leaving him chasing her lips.

“Emma,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. She loved the way he said her name, like it was something sacred.

She didn’t respond, not with words. Instead, she shifted again, sliding her body down his until she was positioned over his face. She could feel his breath against her inner thighs, hot and uneven, and a shiver ran through her. She looked down at him, her hands braced on his chest for balance.

“Don’t tease,” he said, his voice rough, and Emma couldn’t help but laugh softly.

“Who said anything about teasing?” she replied, her voice low and sultry. She lowered herself slowly, feeling his mouth meet her hot, wet center. His tongue flicked against her, and she gasped, her body arching instinctively.

Adam’s hands moved to her thighs, holding her steady as he began to explore her with his mouth. He was deliberate, each stroke of his tongue sending waves of pleasure through her. Emma’s breath hitched, her fingers digging into his chest as she fought to stay upright.

“God, Adam,” she moaned, her head falling back as he intensified his efforts. His tongue circled her clit, teasing and sucking until she was trembling above him. She could feel the pressure building inside her, a delicious tension that threatened to consume her.

“Let go,” he murmured against her, his voice vibrating through her. Emma’s hips moved instinctively, grinding against his mouth as he continued to pleasure her. She was close, so close, but she wanted more. She wanted to shatter completely.

She reached down, her fingers tangling in his dark hair as she guided him, her movements becoming more urgent. Adam responded in kind, his tongue and lips working her with a skill that left her breathless.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her voice rising as the pressure inside her reached its peak. And then it happened, a wave of pleasure so intense it stole her breath. Her body convulsed, her thighs tightening around his head as she came undone, her release soaking his face.

Adam didn’t stop, didn’t let up, not until she was spent, her body collapsing onto his chest. She could feel his laughter, low and satisfied, as he wrapped his arms around her.

“You’re incredible,” he said, his voice muffled against her skin. Emma could only smile, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

She shifted slightly, her lips finding his again in a slow, lazy kiss. She could taste herself on his lips, and the thought sent a fresh wave of desire through her. She pulled back, her eyes meeting his, and she could see the same hunger reflected in his gaze.

“Your turn,” she whispered, her voice barely audible as she began to slide down his body once more. Adam’s breath hitched, his hands reaching for her, but she was already moving, her lips brushing against his neck, her hands trailing down his chest.

“Emma,” he groaned her name like a prayer as her hand wrapped around him, her touch confident and sure. She could feel him pulse in her hand, and she smiled, her lips trailing lower.

“Shh,” she murmured, her breath warm against his skin as she positioned herself over him. She could feel his hands on her hips again, guiding her, but she didn’t need guidance. She lowered herself onto him, her body taking him in inch by inch until he was buried deep inside her.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Let me make you feel good too.” And with that, she began to move, her body riding him with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Adam’s hands tightened on her hips, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she took control.

Emma could feel him inside her, filling her completely, and the sensation was intoxicating. She moved faster, her body grinding against his as she sought her own pleasure once more. Adam’s hips met hers thrust for thrust, his hands guiding her movements as they both lost themselves in the moment.

“Emma,” he moaned, his voice strained with need. She could feel him shaking beneath her, his release imminent. She leaned down, her lips capturing his in a desperate kiss.

“Come for me,” she whispered against his lips, and that was all it took. Adam’s body tensed, his hands gripping her hips as he found his release, his groan muffled by her mouth.

Emma slowed her movements, her body still trembling from her own orgasm as she rested against his chest. She could feel his heartbeat, rapid and steady, beneath her ear, and for a moment, they simply lay there, their bodies entwined.

“Emma,” Adam said finally, his voice soft but filled with something she couldn’t quite place. She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his, and she could see the unspoken words in his gaze.

“Don’t,” she whispered, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. “Not yet.” She could feel him still inside her, and the sensation was both comforting and arousing.

Adam nodded, his hands moving to her back, holding her close. They lay there in silence, the night air cool against their heated skin. Emma could feel the weight of what had just happened settling over her, but she didn’t want to think about it. Not yet.

Instead, she shifted slightly, her lips brushing against his neck as she whispered, “Again.”

Emma’s whisper hung in the air, a fragile yet commanding request that sent a shiver down Adam’s spine. Her lips lingered against his neck, her breath warm and tantalizing, and he felt the stirring of desire reignite within him. He tilted his head slightly, allowing her more access, his hands tightening on her back as he pulled her closer.

“Again?” he asked, his voice low and gravelly, laced with both amusement and hunger.

You were the one who started this, she thought, her lips curling into a small, knowing smile. But instead of saying it aloud, she simply nodded, her eyes meeting his with a mixture of mischief and need.

Adam didn’t need further encouragement. With a swift, fluid motion, he rolled them over, pinning her beneath him. The cool grass tickled Emma’s bare back, a stark contrast to the heat radiating from Adam’s body. His hands roamed over her skin, leaving trails of fire in their wake, and she arched into his touch, craving more.

“You’re insatiable,” he murmured, his lips brushing against hers in a teasing kiss.

And you’re irresistible, she wanted to reply, but the words were lost in a gasp as his hands found her hips, gripping them firmly. The pressure sent a jolt of pleasure through her, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

Adam’s gaze darkened, his eyes narrowing with intent. “You’re beautiful like this,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Completely undone.”

Emma felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she held his gaze, her lips parting in silent invitation. He didn’t hesitate. His mouth crashed down on hers, claiming her with a fierce intensity that left her breathless. His tongue slid against hers, exploring every inch, and she responded in kind, her hands tangling in his hair.

The kiss deepened, their bodies pressing together in a desperate attempt to close any remaining distance. Emma could feel the hardness of his arousal against her thigh, and the sensation sent a thrill of anticipation through her. She rocked her hips against him, eliciting a low growl from deep within his chest.

Adam broke the kiss, his breathing ragged as he leaned back to look at her. “What do you want, Emma?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Her heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with possibilities. She didn’t want to think too much, didn’t want to overanalyze this moment. She just wanted to feel.

“Everything,” she whispered, her voice trembling but resolute.

Adam’s eyes flashed with something primal, and he nodded, his hands moving to her waist. He flipped her onto her stomach with a firm but gentle motion, and Emma’s breath hitched as she felt his weight settle over her. His hands slid down her back, caressing every curve, and she shivered beneath his touch.

“Trust me,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear.

Emma closed her eyes, surrendering to the moment. She felt him shift, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. The anticipation was almost unbearable, and she bit her lip to keep from crying out.

Adam’s fingers trailed down her spine, sending shivers of pleasure through her body. He paused at the base of her back, his touch becoming more deliberate. “Relax,” he whispered, his voice a soothing balm.

Emma took a deep breath, willing her muscles to loosen. She felt him press against her, the sensation both foreign and intoxicating. He moved slowly, giving her time to adjust, and she bit her lip harder, the sting grounding her.

“Adam,” she gasped, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I’ve got you,” he replied, his voice steady and reassuring.

He pushed forward, and Emma’s breath caught in her throat. The stretch was intense, but the pain quickly gave way to pleasure as he began to move. His rhythm was slow and deliberate, each thrust sending waves of sensation through her.

Emma’s hands clawed at the grass beneath her, her body arching to meet his. The feeling was unlike anything she’d ever experienced, a heady mix of pain and pleasure that left her lightheaded. She could hear the rough sound of his breathing, feel the heat of his skin against hers, and it only added to the intensity.

“You feel amazing,” Adam groaned, his hands tightening on her hips.

Emma couldn’t form a coherent response, her mind consumed by the sensations coursing through her body. She moaned softly, the sound muffled by the grass beneath her face.

Adam’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent. Emma could feel the tension building within her, a coil tightening with each movement. She reached back, her fingers tangling in his hair, urging him on.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her voice trembling with need.

Adam complied without hesitation, his movements becoming more forceful. The sound of skin against skin filled the air, mingling with their ragged breaths. Emma felt the coil snap, her body convulsing as pleasure washed over her in waves.

Adam cursed under his breath, his rhythm faltering as he felt her climax. He buried himself deep inside her, his own release following quickly after. He collapsed onto her back, his weight pressing her into the grass, his breathing heavy and uneven.

They lay there for a moment, both struggling to catch their breath. Emma’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of pleasure. She felt Adam shift, his weight lifting off her, and she turned to look at him.

He was watching her, his eyes dark and unreadable. She could see the question in his gaze, the unspoken words hovering between them.

“Emma,” he began, his voice soft but filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

She shook her head, silencing him before he could continue. “Not yet,” she whispered, her fingers reaching up to trace the line of his jaw.

Adam nodded, his hand covering hers. He leaned down, his lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss. It was a stark contrast to the passion they’d just shared, but it held a depth of emotion that left Emma’s heart aching.

When he pulled away, she could see the conflict in his eyes, but she didn’t want to dwell on it. Not yet. Instead, she shifted, her body aligning with his as they lay side by side. The night air was cool against their heated skin, but neither of them seemed to mind.

“What now?” Adam asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Emma hesitated, her mind racing with possibilities. She didn’t want this to end, didn’t want to go back to the reality that awaited them beyond the park. But she knew they couldn’t stay here forever.

“One more,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his collarbone.

Adam’s breath hitched, his hands tightening on her waist. “Emma,” he warned, his voice tinged with both desire and concern.

“Please,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a look of vulnerability that left him defenseless.

Adam hesitated, his gaze searching hers for any sign of hesitation. When he found none, he nodded, his hands moving to her hips. He flipped her onto her back, his body settling over hers once more.

Emma’s heart pounded in her chest as she felt him press against her entrance. The sensation was familiar but no less intoxicating. She arched into him, her hands gripping his shoulders as she braced herself.

Adam moved slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. He pushed forward, and Emma’s breath caught in her throat. The feeling of him filling her was overwhelming, and she moaned softly, her nails digging into his skin.

He began to move, his rhythm steady and deliberate. Emma’s body responded eagerly, her hips rising to meet his. The sound of their breathing mingled with the rustling of leaves, creating a symphony of desire that enveloped them.

“Adam,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t respond, his focus entirely on the feel of her around him. His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent. Emma could feel the tension building within her, a coil tightening with each movement.

“Harder,” she pleaded, her voice barely above a whisper.

Adam complied, his movements becoming more forceful. The sound of skin against skin filled the air, mingling with their ragged breaths. Emma felt the coil snap, her body convulsing as pleasure washed over her in waves.

Adam cursed under his breath, his rhythm faltering as he felt her climax. He buried himself deep inside her, his own release following quickly after. He collapsed onto her back, his weight pressing her into the grass, his breathing heavy and uneven.

They lay there for a moment, both struggling to catch their breath. Emma’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of pleasure. She felt Adam shift, his weight lifting off her, and she turned to look at him.

He was watching her, his eyes dark and unreadable. She could see the question in his gaze, the unspoken words hovering between them.

“We should go,” Adam said finally, his voice soft but filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

Emma hesitated, her mind racing with possibilities. She didn’t want this to end, didn’t want to go back to the reality that awaited them beyond the park. But she knew they couldn’t stay here forever.

She nodded, her fingers reaching up to trace the line of his jaw. “Take me home,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

Adam’s breath hitched, his hands tightening on her waist. “Emma,” he warned, his voice tinged with both desire and concern.

“Please,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his with a look of vulnerability that left him defenseless.

Adam hesitated, his gaze searching hers for any sign of hesitation. When he found none, he nodded, his hands moving to her hips. He flipped her onto her back, his body settling

Adam’s body pressed into hers, his weight both grounding and intoxicating. Emma’s breath caught in her throat as his hands gripped her hips, his touch firm yet gentle, as if he were afraid she might break. She didn’t want gentle, she realized. She wanted him uncensored, unrestrained, the raw force of his desire meeting hers head-on.

“Adam,” she murmured, her voice soft but insistent. “Don’t hold back.”

He hesitated for a fraction of a second, his blue eyes searching hers. The moonlight caught the intensity in his gaze, and she shivered, not from the cool night air but from the electricity that crackled between them. Then, with a low growl, he moved. His lips crashed against hers, claiming her mouth with a hunger that left her dizzy. Emma gasped into the kiss, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer, needing more.

His hands slid under her shirt, the warmth of his palms against her skin sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She arched into him, her hips lifting off the grass as he teased her with his touch. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered against her lips, his voice rough with desire. “So fucking beautiful.”

Emma’s heart raced, his words wrapping around her like a caress. She kissed him again, deeper this time, her body trembling with anticipation. Adam’s fingers found the hem of her skirt, and he tugged it up, his hands exploring the curve of her thighs with a reverence that made her ache.

“Adam,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “I need you.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His hands moved to his belt, the sound of leather unbuckling sending a thrill through her. Emma watched him with heavy-lidded eyes, her body humming with need. When he finally freed himself, she couldn’t help but reach for him, her fingers brushing against his length.

“Emma,” he groaned, his hips jerking at her touch. “You’re going to kill me.”

She smiled, her hand tightening around him. “Not yet,” she whispered, her voice teasing. “Not until I’ve had my fill.”

Adam’s breath hitched, his hands gripping her hips as she guided him to her entrance. The first touch of him against her sent a wave of pleasure through her, and she moaned, her head falling back against the grass. He hesitated, his eyes locked on hers, and she nodded, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Please.”

He pushed into her slowly, his teeth gritting as he fought to maintain control. Emma gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as she adjusted to the feel of him. He was perfect, so perfect, and she couldn’t get enough.

“Move,” she pleaded, her hips lifting to meet his. “Adam, please.”

He groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he began to move. The rhythm was slow at first, almost torturous, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Emma’s breath came in short gasps, her body arching into his as pleasure coiled deep within her.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “So fucking good.”

Emma couldn’t speak, her mind consumed by the feel of him inside her, the heat of his body pressed against hers. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and he groaned, his pace quickening.

“Emma,” he gasped, his forehead pressed against hers. “I can’t— I’m not going to last.”

She shook her head, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Come for me,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Let go.”

Adam’s hips slammed into hers, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he lost himself in the moment. Emma cried out, her body shuddering as she followed him over the edge, the intensity of her release leaving her breathless.

For a moment, they lay there, their bodies entwined, their hearts pounding in unison. Adam pressed a soft kiss to her forehead, his hands gentle as he brushed her hair away from her face.

“Emma,” he murmured, his voice soft. “Are you okay?”

She nodded, her eyes meeting his. “More than okay,” she whispered, her voice filled with warmth.

He smiled, his thumb brushing against her cheek. “Good,” he said, his voice tinged with relief. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Emma’s breath caught in her throat, her body already responding to the promise in his words. “Take me home,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

Adam hesitated, his eyes searching hers. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice filled with concern.

She nodded, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “Yes,” she said, her voice firm. “Take me home, Adam.”

He nodded, his hands moving to her hips as he helped her to her feet. Emma leaned into him, her body still trembling from the intensity of their encounter. Adam wrapped his arms around her, his warmth a comforting presence as they made their way out of the park.

The walk to his car was quiet, the only sound the soft crunch of gravel beneath their feet. Emma’s mind was racing, her body still humming with the memory of his touch. She glanced up at him, her eyes catching the moonlight, and she saw the same desire reflected in his gaze.

When they reached his car, Adam opened the door for her, his hand resting on the small of her back as she slid into the passenger seat. Emma watched as he walked around to the driver’s side, her heart pounding with anticipation.

“Emma,” he said, his voice soft as he started the engine. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded, her eyes meeting his. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice filled with certainty. “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

Adam reached over, his hand brushing against hers. “Good,” he said, his voice tinged with relief. “Because I’m not ready to let you go.”

Emma smiled, her fingers intertwining with his. “Then don’t,” she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion.

He squeezed her hand, his eyes filled with warmth as he pulled onto the road. The drive to his place was quiet, the tension between them palpable. Emma’s mind was racing, her body already responding to the promise of what was to come.

When they finally arrived at his apartment, Adam led her inside, his hand never leaving hers. Emma’s heart pounded as they stepped into the dimly lit room, her eyes taking in the space. It was as she had imagined—warm, inviting, and filled with his presence.

Adam turned to her, his eyes dark with desire. “Emma,” he whispered, his voice rough with need. “Are you ready?”

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Adam, I’m ready.”

He kissed her then, his lips claiming hers with a hunger that left her breathless. Emma’s hands tangled in his hair, her body arching into his as he pressed her against the wall. The intensity of his kiss left no room for doubt—this was going to be everything she had hoped for and more.

Their clothes came off in a flurry of hands and lips, the heat between them building with every touch. Adam’s hands explored her body with a reverence that left her trembling, his lips tracing a path down her neck and over her collarbone.

“Emma,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “You’re so beautiful.”

She gasped, her body arching into his touch as he lowered her onto the bed. The cool sheets were a stark contrast to the heat of his skin, and she shivered, her breath coming in short gasps.

Adam’s eyes locked on hers, his hands gentle as he positioned himself between her legs. “Are you ready?” he asked, his voice filled with concern.

Emma nodded, her eyes meeting his. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Adam, I’m ready.”

He pushed into her slowly, his teeth gritting as he fought to maintain control. Emma gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as she adjusted to the feel of him. He was perfect, so perfect, and she couldn’t get enough.

“Move,” she pleaded, her hips lifting to meet his. “Adam, please.”

He groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he began to move. The rhythm was slow at first, almost torturous, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Emma’s breath came in short gasps, her body arching into his as pleasure coiled deep within her.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “So fucking good.”

Emma couldn’t speak, her mind consumed by the feel of him inside her, the heat of his body pressed against hers. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, and he groaned, his pace quickening.

“Emma,” he gasped, his forehead pressed against hers. “I can’t— I’m not going to last.”

She shook her head, her fingers tangling in his hair. “Come for me,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Let go.”

Adam’s breath hitched, his body tensing as he buried himself deep inside her. “Emma,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. “Fuck— I’m—”

She felt it before he said it, the way his muscles coiled tight, the way his hips stuttered against hers. Her own body tightened in response, her nails digging into his back as she held on, urging him closer, deeper. “Come,” she whispered, her voice a sultry plea that seemed to unravel him completely.

With a low, guttural groan, Adam came undone, his hips driving into hers one last time as he spilled himself deep inside her. His head dropped to her shoulder, his breath hot and ragged against her skin, his body trembling with the force of his release. Emma clung to him, her own body still pulsing with the echoes of her climax, her heart pounding in her chest.

For a moment, neither of them moved. The world around them seemed to fade, the cool night air, the rustling leaves, the distant sounds of the city—all of it disappeared until there was only the two of them, tangled together in the grass, their bodies still joined, their breaths mingling in the quiet stillness.

Adam was the first to break the silence. He lifted his head slowly, his blue eyes dark and searching as they met hers. “Emma,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion. “I—”

She pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him. “Don’t,” she whispered, her voice soft but firm. “Don’t say it.”

He frowned, his brow furrowing as he searched her face. “Why not?”

Emma hesitated, her chest tightening. She knew what he wanted to say, what he was about to say. And as much as she wanted to hear it, as much as she wanted to believe it, she couldn’t. Not now. Not after everything. “Because,” she said finally, her voice trembling. “It’s not real.”

Adam’s eyes widened, his expression shifting from confusion to hurt. “What are you talking about? Emma, this is real. You and me—this is as real as it gets.”

She shook her head, her heart aching. “No,” she whispered. “It’s not. This is just… this is just a moment. A beautiful, passionate moment. But that’s all it is. And I can’t—I won’t—pretend it’s anything more than that.”

Adam stared at her, his jaw clenched, his eyes searching hers for some sign that she didn’t mean it. But Emma held his gaze, her own eyes steady, even as her heart broke a little more with every passing second.

Finally, he sighed, his shoulders slumping as he pulled out of her and rolled onto his back beside her. “You’re wrong,” he said quietly, his voice low and strained. “You’re wrong, Emma. But if that’s how you feel… then I’m not going to push you.”

Emma closed her eyes, tears pricking at the corners as she turned her face away from him. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

For a long time, neither of them spoke. The silence between them was heavy, filled with words left unspoken, emotions left unexpressed. Emma lay there, her body still humming with the memory of his touch, her heart aching with the knowledge that this was it. This was the end.

Finally, Adam sat up, running a hand through his tousled hair. “We should go,” he said, his voice flat and emotionless. “It’s late.”

Emma nodded, swallowing the lump in her throat as she sat up and reached for her clothes. She dressed quickly, avoiding his gaze, her hands trembling as she fastened the buttons on her blouse. By the time she was done, Adam was already on his feet, his dog standing patiently by his side, his leash in hand.

He didn’t look at her as he started walking, his strides long and purposeful. Emma hesitated for a moment, then followed, her heart heavy in her chest. They walked in silence, the sound of their footsteps echoing in the empty park, the night air cool against her skin.

When they reached the edge of the park, Adam stopped, finally turning to face her. His expression was unreadable, his eyes dark and intense as they met hers. “This is it, then?” he asked, his voice low and rough.

Emma nodded, her throat tight. “Yes,” she whispered. “This is it.”

Adam stared at her for a long moment, then nodded curtly. “Take care of yourself, Emma,” he said, his voice soft but distant.

She forced a small smile, even as her heart shattered into a million pieces. “You too, Adam,” she whispered.

And then he was gone, disappearing into the night with his dog at his side, leaving Emma standing there alone, her heart aching, her body still humming with the memory of his touch.

She stood there for a long time, staring into the darkness where he’d vanished, her mind racing, her heart breaking. And finally, she turned and walked away, her footsteps echoing in the empty park as she left behind the man who had, for one brief, beautiful moment, made her feel alive.

But as she walked, she couldn’t help but wonder if she’d made a mistake. If maybe, just maybe, she should have taken the leap. If maybe, just maybe, she should have let herself believe.

But it was too late now. Adam was gone. And as Emma disappeared into the night, she knew with a sinking certainty that she would never see him again.
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