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The soft glow of the table lamp casts a warm, inviting light around the room. Jake's brows are creased as he questions me, "Why do you always want to make love in the dark, Amelia?"

I stay silent. I am still trying to figure out how to answer. Instead, I fidget with the blanket, unable to look him directly in the eyes. "I... I'm just not comfortable with you seeing me, Jake," I admit shyly.

He lets out a low, impatient sigh. "You're such a tease, Amelia," he spits, clearly annoyed by my hesitation. "Can't you just let go a little? I mean, it's not like we’ve been together for four years,” he turns his back on me, “four years of fucking you in the dark,”

The words sting, but I know better not to anger Jake further, “I know, please it is just me.”

Jake shakes his head and then turns back facing me, “Fuck Amelia. I drove all the way from Kansas to surprise my college girlfriend. Seems like you just don’t give a fuck anymore,” his eyes burn with fire, “maybe they are right long-distance relationships just don’t last. You said we will make it. Fuck, I even sent you a dick pic and all I got was a selfie in front of the bay.”

My heart is racing. I don’t know where he is going with this. I have met Jake’s temper a few times and although he has never slapped me, I always felt I was one wrong sentence or action away from getting one.

Instead, my hands slowly move towards his boxers, stroking over his flaccid cock. That always makes him back off. “Babe it is just not me. You know me. I am just not into stuff like that. I don’t do naked in front of other people and definitely not a naked selfie” I say and feel his cock respond. This is a good sign. His breathing normalizes. With my free hand, I switch off the light and hear him muffle a curse. 

The room plunges into darkness. At least now, in the absence of his judgmental gaze, I can let go a little. Shrouded in darkness, I slowly undress, wincing at the sound of fabric tearing as he roughly removes his own clothes.

“If I can’t enjoy you with the lights on, I sure as hell can fuck you hard,” he says.

I nod in acceptance that Jake will do what Jake wants to do. And his bark is normally bigger than his bite.

At least that is what I hope for.

The bed creaks under his weight as he crawls over me, his hands groping in the dark. There's a sting of pain as his grip on my wrists tightens, but I say nothing, biting my lip against the discomfort. Something does feel more angry in the way he starts kissing my neck. Almost animalistic. Almost as if he needs to punish me. I make all the right noises. Still, there is something alluring to his roughness. Usually, our lovemaking is stale. The normal. Almost planned. I arch in pain as he bites down on my neck.

Then he enters me without warning, his movements hurried and rough. I stifle a cry, biting down on my bottom lip again to the point of drawing blood. Perhaps this is how he plans to punish me.

A part of me knows it is the last time we will make love. Our relationship has run the course. High-school sweetheart. An age-old story.

His grunts fill the room as he thrusts into me relentlessly. As always he does not care if I enjoy it. Wait let me rephrase, not as always but more as usual. There had been some good times, especially in the beginning. He was after all the man that took my virginity. I don’t mind. I just want this to be over. For him to go back to Kansas tomorrow and then I will figure it all out. I know I should speak up.

In one swift movement, he exits me, swings me around and lift up my hips. His hands cup my breasts as he positions himself behind me. We experimented with anal once before, and I hated it.

I close my eyes and wait, knowing this is how he will punish me.

Jake grunts as he thrusts his manhood inside me. Similarly to our last experiment my nerve ending shoots on fire. Tears well up in my eyes. I bear it all as silently as possible, while he focuses solely on his own impending release.

With each wild thrust, energy drains from my legs. I know he is close.

Suddenly, and unexpectedly, he pulls out.

“I want you to suck it,” he commands, rolling onto his back. He grabs my hair and presses me down to his cock. He guides himself to my mouth, forcing his way in. He uses my mouth roughly, striking the back of my throat relentlessly.

Suddenly, his grip on my hair tightens and pulls my head back so that his cock springs from my mouth with a loud pop. He groans loud and deep, shooting his load all over my face. The hot, sticky liquid splatters onto my cheeks, chin, and into my hair.

“Fuck,” he says as the last drops of semen shoots into the air.

While slowly wiping his juice from my face, Jake gets up and starts to dress. Quietly he grabs his bag and with his back towards me, he whispers, “I am driving back tonight. I think we are done.” 

As the door shuts behind him, tears fall freely now, and sobs shake my body, but he doesn't return.

* * *

It’s been four weeks since Jake left.

He phoned me about a week later and apologized how he left things.

We both agreed that it was over.

I force the thoughts out of my mind and tighten my grip on the tray, my fingers trembling as I weave through the crowded restaurant. The noise presses in from every angle—clinking silverware, bursts of laughter, the sharp bark of orders coming from the kitchen.

My heart pounds.

Just get to the table.

Just get there without dropping anything.

The tray tilts as my foot catches on something. Panic flares in my chest. I lurch forward, barely catching myself before the tray tips completely. A few drops of water splash onto my sleeve, but the glasses stay upright.

Thank God.

"Careful!" a sharp voice slices through the chaos.

My head snaps up. Liam, the head chef, stands in the doorway to the kitchen, arms crossed over his chest. His dark eyes narrow, locking on me like a hawk eyeing its prey. "You planning to serve them an accident, or do you think you can manage a water refill without a disaster?"

My cheeks burn. I want to disappear, to shrink behind the tray and melt into the noise. "I... I’ve got it," I mumble, my voice barely audible.

He doesn’t move, doesn’t look away. "Good. Let’s hope you’re right." With that, he turns and disappears back into the kitchen, the swinging door slapping shut behind him.

I exhale shakily, forcing my legs to move. The table is only a few steps away now. I set the glasses down, my hands trembling so badly I’m surprised they don’t shatter. The couple seated there doesn’t even glance at me, too caught up in their conversation. For once, I’m grateful.

I slip back toward the kitchen, keeping my head down. The other servers glide through the chaos effortlessly, laughing, chatting with customers, and balancing trays like it’s second nature. I feel like an imposter, every awkward move of mine on display.

The kitchen door swings open, and the heat hits me immediately. Inside, it’s a different kind of chaos—sharper, more focused. Pans clatter, knives chop, voices snap orders back and forth. Liam stands near the stove, his movements precise as he plates a dish. He doesn’t look at me, but I swear his presence fills the room, heavy and suffocating.

"New girl!" someone calls. I turn to see Carla, one of the senior servers, handing me another tray, this one stacked with steaming plates. "Table five. And don’t drop it. Chef Lam will have your head."

I nod, swallowing hard as I hoist the tray. My palms are already slick with sweat.

You planning to serve them an accident?

Liam’s voice echoes in my head. My chest tightens.

I’m halfway to the table when one of the chairs scrapes back suddenly. A man stands, his arm colliding with the tray. The plates wobble, and my heart leaps into my throat. I manage to steady it, but one of the dishes slides dangerously close to the edge.

"Watch it!" I hiss, sharper than I mean to.

The man mutters an apology without meeting my eyes and walks off. My pulse races as I set the plates down, my fingers trembling. Out of the corner of my eye, I catch Liam watching me from the kitchen. His expression is unreadable, but I swear I see the corner of his mouth twitch—just for a second—before he turns back to his work.

* * *

I know I should be angry at Jake.

The way he fucked me that last time.

Unpleasant. Borderline sexual abuse.

But the boy I fell in love with so many years ago was not the broken man who lost his brother in Afghanistan.

I know it is not an excuse.

But life happened to him, that broke his own dreams.

And I left in the middle of his parent's divorce.

All just bad timing I guess.

But he will find his way.

My hands tremble as I wipe down the counter for what must be the fifth time tonight. I push a streak of raven hair behind my ear and take a deep breath.  The cloth is damp, the surface already spotless, but it’s something to do. Something to keep my mind off the chaos swirling around me. Servers dart in and out of the kitchen, their voices overlapping with the clatter of dishes and the sharp hiss of the grill. Everything feels synchronized, like a perfectly rehearsed dance.

Everyone, that is, except me.

I glance toward the kitchen. Liam is at the pass, his voice cutting through the noise like a whip. "Table seven needs out now! Don’t let it sit!" He doesn’t even have to yell. The command in his tone is enough to send the cooks scrambling.

I can’t help watching him. The way he moves, all purpose and precision, makes it impossible to look away. His hands work swiftly, arranging plates with a perfection that makes me feel clumsy just standing here. He’s everything I’m not—confident, sharp, in control.

"Hey, Amelia," Carla’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts. I turn to see her standing beside me, a friendly smile on her face. "You okay? You’ve been at that counter for a while."

I force a smile, though my cheeks feel stiff. "Yeah, just making sure it’s clean."

Her brows lift slightly, but she doesn’t push. "Alright. But don’t let Liam scare you too much. He’s tough, sure, but he’s not the devil. In fact he can be quite sweet sometimes, and he is one awesome fuck."

“What?”

“Yeah,” Carla smiles mischievously, “He packs something impressive and when he is stressed I sometimes help him out. If you know what I mean,”

“So you are a couple then?

Carla smiles, “You are from Kansas right?”

“Yes

“Well this might shock you, but I actually have a girlfriend. In fact it might shock you more to know that I swing both ways. Sho does my girlfriend. So whenever I want a piece of dick I go to Liam and sometimes both of us want some good loving cock then we call him over. And because he is a man he does not mind.

All I can do is nod.

“Great chat now we need to get back to work. And by the way. There is nothing exclusive about Liam and me, so if you want one great fuck stay a bit later one night,” Carla says and smiles before she walks away.

I am lost for words. 

I always thought Liam might not be the devil, but he’s not exactly approachable either. His critiques cling to me like static, every sharp word another reminder of how out of place I am here.

As for being a good fuck and packing what I could only think was a python between his legs, I would not know and would never know.

The kitchen door swings open, and my stomach drops as Liam steps into the dining area.

For a second I cant help noticing how muscular and handsome he is.

He scans the room, his sharp eyes sweeping over everything—and everyone. For a moment, his gaze lands on me. My pulse jumps. He doesn’t say anything, just gives me a look. It’s the kind of look that could mean a hundred things, none of them comforting.

He turns and walks on, but the weight of his scrutiny lingers.

"Get it together," I whisper to myself, clutching the cloth tighter. I can’t keep letting him get to me. He probably doesn’t even think about me beyond my mistakes. I’m just another cog in the machine.

* * *

I have been in the bathroom longer than I intend. I just need a break, a moment to clear my head. As I am about to exit the stall, I hear the bathroom door swing open. I quickly shut the stall door, leaving a small gap that allows me to peek through. My heart sinks when I see Liam and Cala.

"She’s slow," he says, and my chest tightens. "If she doesn’t pick up the pace, it’s going to be a problem."

"Forget about the new girl," Cala replies, her voice dripping with lust. "She is sweet, by the way. Now, take me."

I can feel my heart pounding, my eyes widening in disbelief. I should say something, but all I can do is watch, frozen in place.

Liam's shirt is already off, his muscular chest glistening with a thin sheen of sweat, every ridge and valley of his abs starkly defined. Cala is unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a lacy bra that barely contains her smooth, perky breasts. The heated passion in their eyes is undeniable, and my heart races in response. My lips part in a silent gasp as Liam's large, calloused hand cups Cala's breast, his thumb brushing over her already hard nipple. She moans softly, her head tilting back slightly.

My gaze shifts to Liam's pants, where an enormous bulge strains against the fabric. I can't help but notice the size of his length, and my body responds, my face flushing as I imagine what it would feel like to have him inside me. The room feels warmer, the air thicker, as I watch him.

Cala reaches for Liam's pants, but he stops her, a wicked grin spreading across his face. He wants to take her from behind. The anticipation is palpable as he slowly unzips his pants, revealing his enormous, rock-hard length. My breath catches in my throat, my body trembling. His length is thick and veiny, the head already glistening with precum.

Liam lifts Cala's skirt, the fabric bunching around her waist, and pulls her panties down, exposing her wet, glistening intimacy. I know this is wrong, but I can't look away. I'm transfixed by the sight of her, bent over the bathroom counter, her ass in the air, waiting for him. Liam positions himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips firmly. He guides his length to her entrance, rubbing the head against her wetness before slowly pushing inside.

Cala moans, and my own intimacy throbs with desire as I watch Liam's thick length stretching her tightness. He starts to thrust, slowly at first, but soon picks up speed. The sound of their skin slapping together fills the small bathroom, a raw, primal rhythm that sends waves of heat through my body. His balls slap against her clit with each thrust, and Cala's moans become louder, more insistent.

I am soaked, my body aching for release as I watch Liam take Cala harder. His muscles flex with each thrust, his body a study in power and control. He pulls her hair, using it as leverage to go deeper, and she screams, begging for more. My clit swells, and my breathing becomes ragged, my body in a state of desperate need. I want to touch myself, to bring myself to orgasm while watching Liam's massive length pounding into Cala, but I know I can't. Not here, not now.

As if sensing my arousal, Liam's eyes suddenly find mine, staring right into my soul. The intensity of his gaze sends a shiver down my spine, and I know I am ruined. He has seen the desire on my face, and I can no longer hide it. Cala cries out as she reaches her climax, her body convulsing with pleasure. Liam's eyes never leave mine, even as he finds his own release, his length pulsing as he fills Cala with his cum.

* * *

By the end of the shift, I’m drained. Emotionally, physically—every part of me feels heavy. At the lockers, I fumble with my scarf, my hands too shaky to tie it properly. The hall is quiet, but I feel his presence before I hear him.

"Amelia." Liam’s voice is firm, and I turn before I can stop myself. He’s standing a few feet away, arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

My throat tightens. I brace for more criticism. "Yes?"

His gaze meets mine, and there's a hint of something more behind his eyes. "You need to stay focused out there," he says, his tone even but unrelenting. "It’s fast-paced. You’ve got to keep up."

My chest tightens further, frustration bubbling up. "I’m trying," I manage, my voice barely above a whisper.

He studies me, his silence stretching until it feels unbearable. Then, with a small nod, he says, "Good. Keep trying." He pauses, his eyes narrowing slightly as if remembering something. "And Amelia," he adds, his voice dropping to a low, almost conspiratorial tone, "next time you decide to take a break in the bathroom, make sure you lock the stall door properly. You never know who might walk in."

My face flushes instantly, the memory of what I witnessed rushing back. I struggle to find words, my mind racing. "I—I didn’t mean to—"

He cuts me off with a smirk. "Didn’t mean to what? Watch? Enjoy the show?" He takes a step closer, his voice dropping even lower. "Or did you mean to join in?"

I’m speechless, my heart pounding in my chest. The audacity of his words leaves me both shocked and strangely exhilarated. "I—I don’t know what you’re talking about," I stammer, trying to regain some composure.

Liam chuckles, a deep, throaty sound that sends a shiver down my spine. "Sure you don’t," he says, his eyes never leaving mine. "Just remember, Amelia, curiosity can be a dangerous thing. But sometimes, it’s worth the risk."

With that, he turns and walks away, leaving me standing there, a mix of anger, humiliation, and a strange, thrilling anticipation churning together.

Tomorrow will be better. It has to be. I won’t let him see me falter again. But now, I can’t help but wonder what other surprises Liam has in store.

* * *

The restaurant is finally quiet. The hum of the industrial fridge and the faint clink of cutlery being sorted in the back are the only sounds left. My arms ache, and my legs feel like they might give out at any second, but I can’t bring myself to leave yet. I keep scrubbing the same spot on the counter, hoping the monotony will drown out Liam’s voice echoing in my head.

"You’ve got to keep up." His words had been calm, but the weight of them still sits heavily on my chest.

I glance toward the kitchen. Liam is still there, moving with his usual efficiency. He doesn’t seem tired, though I know he’s been here just as long as I have. It’s almost unfair how composed he looks. He catches me watching, and for a split second, I think I see something softer in his expression, but it’s gone before I can make sense of it.

"You’re still here?" His voice startles me. He’s closer now, leaning against the pass with a towel slung over his shoulder.

I fumble for an answer. "Uh, just finishing up."

He arches an eyebrow, his gaze sharp but not unkind. "The counter’s clean enough to eat off. What are you really doing?"

Heat rushes to my face. I look down at the cloth in my hands, twisting it nervously. "I just... I didn’t want to leave a mess."

"You think I’d let this place close with a mess?" His tone has an edge of humor, and it throws me off. I glance up, and he’s smirking. Not the cold, calculating look I’m used to, but something warmer.

I shrug, unsure how to respond. My usual strategy is to avoid conversations with him altogether, but right now, the silence feels heavier than usual.

He sighs, walking around the counter to stand beside me. "You’re not as bad as you think you are," he says, his voice quieter now. "But this place isn’t easy, especially when you’re new."

I blink, caught off guard. "You think I’m not bad?"

His lips twitch, almost forming a smile. "You’re not great," he says, and I can’t help the small laugh that escapes me. It’s the first time I’ve felt something other than dread in his presence.

"Thanks," I say dryly, shaking my head.

He leans against the counter, his expression shifting to something more serious. "You remind me of me when I started out. Couldn’t keep up, felt like everyone else was miles ahead." He pauses, looking down at the towel in his hands. "It gets easier. But only if you stick with it."

I study him, trying to reconcile this version of Liam with the sharp, unyielding chef I’ve seen every day. "How did you... you know, keep going?"

He shrugs, his gaze distant. "I didn’t have a choice. Culinary school wasn’t cheap, and I wasn’t going to waste the chance I’d fought so hard for. The pressure was brutal, but it taught me to focus. To stop being afraid of messing up."

His words sink in, and for the first time, I see him as something other than intimidating. He’s been through it—maybe worse than what I’m feeling now. "I guess I am afraid," I admit softly. "Not just of messing up, but of failing. Of proving to everyone that I can’t handle this."

He looks at me then, really looks at me, and something shifts in his expression. "You’ve got more grit than you realize," he says. "You’re here, aren’t you? Still standing after tonight?"

I don’t know how to respond, so I just nod, a lump forming in my throat. He pushes off the counter, tossing the towel onto his shoulder. "Go home, Amelia. Rest."

* * *

The next few days blur together in a rhythm of shifts and clatter, but something between Liam and me has shifted. It’s not something I can name, exactly, but it’s there—an unspoken softness in the way he approaches me, like he’s trying to meet me halfway.

Tonight, the dinner rush is slower than usual, a welcome reprieve from the usual chaos. Carla nudges me as we finish setting the last table. "Liam’s in a surprisingly good mood tonight," she whispers with a grin. "That’s got to be a good sign."

I glance toward the kitchen, where Liam is plating something with his usual focus. Good mood or not, he’s as sharp as ever. But I’ve noticed the difference too—how his critiques feel more like guidance than judgment, how his glances linger just a beat longer than they should.

"Amelia," his voice calls from the kitchen, and I straighten immediately, my heart skipping a beat. "Come here."

I hesitate, glancing at Carla, who raises her eyebrows in encouragement before disappearing into the dining area. My feet feel heavy as I walk into the kitchen, the heat and noise wrapping around me. Liam stands at the counter, a cutting board in front of him, a knife in his hand.

"You ever worked a knife properly?" he asks, his tone neutral, but his eyes are sharp, assessing.

"I’ve... cut stuff before," I say weakly, and he snorts.

"Yeah, I figured." He gestures to the cutting board. "Come here. I’ll show you."

I step closer, the counter separating us. He picks up a carrot, slicing it into perfect, even pieces with fluid precision. Then he sets the knife down and slides it toward me. "Your turn."

I glance at him, unsure if this is a test or a trap. His expression is unreadable, but there’s no malice there—just a quiet patience I haven’t seen before. I take the knife, gripping it tightly, and begin to cut. The first slice is uneven, the knife slipping slightly on the surface.

"Relax," Liam says, his voice softer now. He steps around the counter, suddenly at my side. My pulse quickens as he places his hand over mine, adjusting my grip. "Hold it like this. Let the blade do the work."

His hand lingers for a moment longer than necessary, and I feel my breath hitch. He doesn’t seem to notice—or maybe he does, and he’s just better at hiding it. He steps back, giving me space, and I force myself to focus. My next slices are better, more controlled.

"Good," he says, nodding. "Now keep the motion smooth. You’re not sawing wood."

I can’t help but smile, despite myself. "I think you’re enjoying this a little too much."

He smirks, crossing his arms. "Maybe. But you’re not half bad when you stop overthinking."

The tension in my chest eases, replaced by something lighter, something warmer. I glance up at him, and he’s already looking at me, his expression softer than I’ve ever seen it.

The moment stretches, and I feel the air between us shift. He clears his throat, stepping back to the other side of the counter. "Keep practicing," he says, his tone brisk again. "You’ve got potential."

* * *

The dinner rush is in full swing, and I feel like I’m drowning. Orders are piling up, the noise is deafening, and my feet feel like they’ve been weighed down with lead. Every time I think I’m catching up, something goes wrong—a table needs more water, another order gets delayed, a customer waves me down with a complaint.

And then, Liam’s voice cuts through the chaos.

"Amelia!" His tone is sharper than usual, and I flinch. He’s standing by the pass, arms crossed, his brow furrowed. "Why hasn’t table twelve gotten their appetizers yet?"

My chest tightens. "I—" I glance at the ticket in my hand, realizing with horror that I missed sending their order through to the kitchen. "I forgot to..."

Liam lets out a short, frustrated breath, shaking his head. "You need to focus. Mistakes like this mess up the whole flow."

Heat rises to my face, equal parts anger and shame. "I’m trying!" I snap before I can stop myself. The words echo louder cutting through the clatter and chatter around us. For a moment, everyone nearby seems to freeze, their eyes flicking between me and Liam.

Liam’s eyes narrow, and his jaw tightens. "Clearly, you’re not trying hard enough," he says, his voice low but firm. "If you can’t handle the pressure, maybe this isn’t the right place for you."

The sting of his words hits harder than I want to admit. My throat tightens, but I refuse to let him see how much it hurts. Without another word, I turn on my heel and head to the back of the restaurant, where the noise fades just enough to let me breathe.

I press my palms against the counter, willing myself not to cry. It’s too much—everything feels like too much. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I can’t handle this. But the thought of quitting feels worse, like giving up on something I’m just starting to figure out.

By the time the rush slows down, I’ve managed to shove my emotions into a neat little box. I keep my head down, avoiding Liam’s gaze as I finish my side work. The kitchen is quiet now, the clamor of the night replaced by the soft hum of the fridge and the occasional clink of pans being cleaned. I glance at the clock, ready to grab my bag and leave, when Liam’s voice stops me.

"Amelia."

I turn, my stomach twisting at the sight of him leaning against the counter. His arms are crossed, but his expression isn’t as hard as it was earlier. If anything, he looks... tired.

"Can we talk?" he asks, his voice softer this time.

I hesitate, my fingers tightening around the strap of my bag. "What is there to talk about? You’ve already made it pretty clear how you feel."

He sighs, running a hand through his hair. "Look, I know I came down hard on you earlier. But this job—it’s not easy. And I push because I know you can do better."

The words hang in the air between us, and I don’t know whether to believe him or to let the frustration win. "Why does it feel like you’re testing me? Like you’re just waiting for me to fail?"

Liam’s brow furrows, and for the first time, he looks genuinely caught off guard. "That’s not what I’m doing. I’ve seen people quit this job after a week because they couldn’t handle it. But you’re not like them. You’re tougher than you think."

His words chip away at the wall I’ve been building all night, but I’m not ready to let it go entirely. "It doesn’t feel that way," I murmur, my voice barely audible.

He steps closer, his gaze steady on mine. "Maybe I’m not great at showing it, but I see the effort you’re putting in. You’ve improved more in the past week than some people do in a month. That’s why I push. Because I know you can handle it."

My chest tightens, but this time it’s not from anger or shame. It’s something else—something warmer, softer. I meet his gaze, and for once, I don’t feel like running away. "I just wish you’d said that before."

A small smile tugs at the corner of his mouth. "I’ll work on that." He pauses, his expression turning serious again. "But you have to promise me something. Don’t give up on yourself. You’ve got more potential than you realize."

I nod, a lump forming in my throat. "I’ll try."

He nods back, and for a moment, the tension between us feels like it’s shifted into something else—something that feels almost... hopeful. "Good. Now go finish up so that we can all go home.”

The evening winds down with a quiet energy that feels almost surreal after the chaos of the dinner rush. The restaurant is empty now, the chairs stacked, the lights dimmed except for the faint glow from the kitchen. I linger near the staff lockers, tying my apron into a loose knot, even though my shift is technically over. Something keeps me here. Or maybe someone.

Liam’s voice carries softly from the kitchen. I can’t make out the words, but the tone is low, steady, familiar. It’s become a kind of background noise these past few weeks—a sound that’s simultaneously unnerving and comforting. I tell myself I’m not waiting for him, that I’m just taking my time. But when the clatter of pans stops and his footsteps approach, I know that’s a lie.

"Amelia." His voice is softer now, without the edge it so often carries. I turn, my heart skipping as I see him leaning against the doorframe. The harsh fluorescent light of the kitchen makes the shadows under his eyes more pronounced, but it also softens the sharp lines of his face. He looks... human.

"Hey," I manage, my voice barely above a whisper.

He steps into the room, crossing the space between us with measured steps. There’s no clipboard in his hands, no barking orders or pointed critiques. Just Liam. "Still here?"

I shrug, forcing a small smile. "Guess I lost track of time."

He raises an eyebrow, but he doesn’t call me out on the excuse. Instead, he leans against the counter, arms crossing casually. "It was a tough night. You handled it better than most would’ve."

The compliment catches me off guard, and I feel the warmth rise to my cheeks. "I don’t know about that. I almost broke down three times."

"You didn’t, though." His eyes hold mine, steady and unflinching. "That says something."

I swallow hard, unsure how to respond. His gaze is too much and not enough all at once, and I feel the air between us shift into something heavier, something I don’t quite know how to name.

"You’re not so bad when you’re not yelling," I say, trying to lighten the moment, though my voice trembles slightly.

Liam huffs a quiet laugh, the corner of his mouth twitching into what might be a smile. "Yelling’s just part of the job. But I guess I can tone it down."

The silence stretches, thick and electric. I know I should leave, should grab my things and walk out before this moment turns into something I can’t take back. But I don’t. Instead, I take a step closer, drawn by something I can’t quite explain.

He doesn’t move away. If anything, he leans in slightly, his head tilting just enough that I can feel the heat radiating from him. "Amelia," he says, my name softer than I’ve ever heard it. His voice is a question, a hesitation, and I know he’s giving me the choice.

I answer without words, closing the space between us and pressing my lips to his. The kiss is tentative at first, soft and searching, like we’re both afraid of breaking whatever fragile thing this is. His hands find my waist, steadying me, grounding me. My fingers curl into his shirt, and for a moment, the rest of the world fades away.

When we pull back, his forehead rests against mine, our breaths mingling in the quiet. "Was that okay?" he asks, his voice barely audible.

I nod, my heart pounding so loudly I’m sure he can hear it. "Yeah," I whisper. "It was more than okay."

The corners of his mouth curve into a smile, and he brushes a strand of hair from my face. "Good," he says simply. Then, as if the moment isn’t big enough already, he adds, "You’re not the only one who’s been afraid to mess up."

As Liam's words sink in, I feel a rush of emotion, a mix of relief and desire that I can't ignore. I reach up, my hand cupping his cheek, feeling the rough stubble against my palm. His eyes search mine, and I see the same need reflected back at me.

He leans in, his lips meeting mine again, this time with more urgency. His hands move from my waist, one sliding up to tangle in my hair, the other slipping down to the small of my back, pulling me closer. I gasp as I feel the length of him press against me, his body hard and unyielding.

His kiss deepens, his tongue exploring my mouth, and I can't help but moan softly. His taste, his scent, everything about him is intoxicating. I feel my shyness melting away, replaced by a growing hunger. My hands roam over his chest, feeling the firm muscles beneath his shirt. I want more. I want to feel his skin against mine.

As if reading my mind, Liam's hands move to the hem of my shirt, slowly lifting it up and over my head. He breaks the kiss just long enough to pull the fabric away, his eyes never leaving mine. I feel a flush spread across my cheeks, but I don't look away. I reach for his shirt, my fingers fumbling with the buttons in my haste. He helps me, quickly discarding his shirt, and then his arms are around me again, pulling me against him.

The feel of his bare skin against mine is electric. His chest is warm and solid, and I can feel his heart beating as rapidly as my own. His hands explore my body, tracing the curve of my spine, the dip of my waist, the swell of my breasts. His touch is firm yet gentle, sending shivers of pleasure through me.

His lips move from my mouth, trailing kisses along my jaw, down my neck, and across my collarbone. I arch into him, my head falling back as he reaches the swell of my breasts. His fingers deftly unhook my bra, freeing them, and his mouth captures one hardened nipple, sucking and teasing until I'm gasping for breath.

My hands find his belt, trembling slightly as I unbuckle it. I can feel his length straining against his pants, and my body aches with anticipation. I unzip his pants, pushing them down along with his boxers, and his cock springs free, massive and hard. I take him in my hand, marveling at the size of him, the smooth skin, the thick veins running along his shaft.

Liam groans, his forehead resting against mine as I stroke him, my hand barely able to wrap around his girth. "Amelia," he whispers, his voice hoarse with desire. "You don't have to—"

I cut him off with a kiss, pouring all my pent-up need into it. "I want to," I whisper against his lips. And I do. I want to feel him, all of him. I want to lose myself in this moment, in this man.

He lifts me onto the counter, his hands gripping my thighs as he steps between them. I can feel the heat of him, the tip of his cock pressing against my entrance. I'm soaked, my body ready and aching for him. He enters me slowly, inch by inch, stretching me, filling me completely.

I moan, my nails digging into his shoulders as he begins to move. His thrusts are slow at first, allowing me to adjust to his size. But soon, our bodies find a rhythm, moving together in a dance as old as time. His hands grip my hips, holding me steady as he drives into me, each thrust deeper and harder than the last.

The room fills with the sounds of our lovemaking, the wet slap of skin against skin, the ragged gasps of our breaths, the low moans of pleasure. I feel my body tightening, the pressure building with each thrust. I'm close, so close.

Liam's hand slips between us, his thumb finding my clit, rubbing in slow circles. The added stimulation sends me over the edge. I cry out, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure wash over me. My orgasm triggers his own, and he thrusts deep one last time, his cock pulsing as he finds his release.

We stay like that for a moment, our bodies entwined, our breaths mingling. As our heartbeats slowly return to normal, Liam presses a soft kiss to my forehead. I look up at him, a shy smile playing on my lips.

"That was..." I start, but I can't find the words to finish.

He smiles back at me, his eyes soft. "Yeah," he agrees. "It really was."

* * *

The first thing I notice is the cold, hard tile against my cheek. I stir, blinking my eyes open to the bright morning light filtering through the kitchen windows. My body aches pleasantly, and it takes me a moment to remember why.

Liam.

I turn my head to see him still asleep beside me, his chest rising and falling steadily. We’re on the kitchen floor, a makeshift bed of our discarded clothes beneath us. I can’t help but smile at the memory of last night.

As if sensing my gaze, Liam’s eyes flutter open. He looks at me, a slow smile spreading across his face. "Morning," he says, his voice husky from sleep.

"Morning," I reply, my cheeks flushing slightly. "We fell asleep on the floor."

He chuckles, stretching his arms above his head. "So we did." He turns to face me, his expression softening. "How do you feel?"

I consider the question, taking stock of my body. "Sore," I admit. "But in a good way."

His smile widens, and he reaches out, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. "Good," he says. Then, his eyes darken, his voice dropping to a low growl. "Because I want you again, Amelia."

My heart quickens, and I feel a surge of desire. I don’t hesitate this time. I push him onto his back, straddling his hips. I can feel his length hardening beneath me, and I grind against him, eliciting a groan from deep within his chest.

Liam’s hands grip my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh. I lean down, my lips capturing his in a fierce, hungry kiss. His tongue explores my mouth, and I can taste his desire, his need. It matches my own.

I sit up, my hands roaming over his chest, his abs, his hips. I can feel his heart pounding, his breath coming in quick gasps. I reach between us, my fingers wrapping around his massive cock. He’s already hard, his length thick and veiny. I stroke him, feeling the smooth skin and the rigid hardness beneath.

Liam groans, his head falling back. "Fuck, Amelia," he murmurs. "You’re killing me."

I smile, feeling a surge of confidence. I lift myself up, positioning his cock at my entrance. I’m already wet, my body ready for him. I sink down, taking him in inch by inch, feeling him stretch me, fill me completely.

His hands grip my hips tighter, his fingers digging into my flesh as I begin to move. I ride him hard and fast, my body chasing the pleasure I know he can give me. His hips thrust up to meet mine, our bodies moving in sync, our breaths mingling.

The kitchen fills with the sounds of our lovemaking, the wet slap of skin against skin, the ragged gasps of our breaths, the low moans of pleasure. I can feel my body tightening, the pressure building with each thrust. Liam’s hands move to my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples, sending shivers of pleasure through me.

I lean back, my hands resting on his thighs, my body arching as I grind against him. His cock hits a spot deep inside me, sending waves of pleasure crashing through me. I cry out, my body convulsing as my orgasm washes over me.

Liam’s grip on my hips tightens, his thrusts becoming more urgent. I can feel his cock pulsing inside me as he finds his own release, his body tensing beneath me. I collapse onto his chest, our bodies slick with sweat, our breaths coming in ragged gasps.

We lay like that for a moment, our hearts pounding in sync. As our breathing slowly returns to normal, Liam presses a soft kiss to my forehead. I look up at him, a shy smile playing on my lips.

"That was..." I start, but I can’t find the words to finish.

He smiles back at me, his eyes soft. "Yeah," he agrees. "It really was."

"Amelia," he says, his voice steady and sure. "I want to see where this goes. I want to see where we go."

I smile, my heart swelling with happiness. "I want that too," I admit.

He leans up, pressing a soft, gentle kiss on my lips. When he pulls back, his eyes are shining with promise. "Just don’t expect special treatment when we are working," he smiles

I smile and my hand slides over his massive cock, already erect and ready again, “Sure, but then don’t expect any special treatment from me as well.”

__________________________________________________________________________
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