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Prologue

The call came in while I was three blocks away.

“Minor residential flare-up. Fireworks related. No injuries.”

I already knew the address before dispatch finished saying it.

Mia and Daniel Harper’s house.

My jaw tightened around the inside of my cheek as I drove the engine through streets glowing red, white, and blue. Kids with sparklers scattered off sidewalks. Smoke hung thick in the warm coastal air, mixing with grilled burgers, sunscreen, beer, cheap gunpowder. Fourth of July in Southern California always smelled like someone daring the neighborhood to burn down.

Their house sat bright at the end of the cul-de-sac, packed with people spilling across the lawn. Music thumped from hidden speakers. Somebody yelled, “Holy shit, the firefighters are here!” like we were entertainment.

I climbed down from the truck adjusting my gloves, heat still trapped under my uniform shirt. A few women near the drink table stared openly. That happened a lot now. Twenty-five, captain-track fast, six-foot-three, shoulders broad enough to fill doorways. The station called me Hollywood behind my back.

Didn’t matter.

There was only one woman I looked for.

Mia stood near the side yard under the string lights, arms wrapped around herself while smoke curled from a scorched flower bed beside the fence. Tiny fire. Barely worth the drive. Her husband Daniel hovered nearby laughing nervously with a beer still in his hand.

Mia looked straight at me.

Fuck.

Every single year she got prettier in ways that made me angry.

Honey-brown hair fell in loose waves over her bare shoulders, soft and thick like silk ribbon. The little white sundress she wore clung lightly to her waist every time the ocean breeze moved through. Thin straps. Bare legs. Gold tan glowing under the lights. Her body wasn’t teenage tightness—it was softer in the exact places that made my hands ache to grab. Full breasts pressing gently against the fabric. Curved hips. Plush thighs. Wedding ring catching flashes of fireworks overhead.

Thirty-eight years old and she ruined every woman I’d touched since I was sixteen.

Jesus Christ, Garret, stop staring at her like that in uniform.

Too late.

She smiled when she saw me, relief spreading across her face so openly it hit me low in the gut.

“Garret,” she breathed.

The way she said my name should’ve been illegal.

Daniel waved me over. “Buddy! Thank God. We almost burned the neighborhood down.”

“You still might,” I said.

A few people laughed.

I stepped past Mia close enough to smell her perfume underneath the smoke—vanilla, citrus, warm skin. My shoulder brushed hers deliberately. She sucked in the tiniest breath.

Not an accident.

Never an accident with me.

The fire itself was pathetic. Some overturned mortar shell caught dry mulch beside the fence. Thirty seconds with the extinguisher and it was done. Foam hissed. Smoke drifted upward. Crowd clapped sarcastically like I’d saved lives.

I pulled off my gloves slowly while people crowded around talking over each other.

“Fastest response time ever.”

“He lives next door, dumbass.”

“Still hot though.”

That last one came from somewhere behind me. More laughter.

Daniel slapped my shoulder. “You off shift after this?”

“Yeah. Last call tonight.”

“Well then get your ass a beer and stay. You’re officially our hero.”

My eyes moved to Mia.

She tucked hair behind her ear shyly, smiling at the ground for half a second before looking back up at me through her lashes.

“I mean… if you want to,” she said softly.

There it was again.

That sweetness.

That warmth.

She never flirted outright. Never crossed lines. That almost made it worse. Mia treated everyone gently, but with me there was always this nervous little energy underneath. Like she knew exactly how dangerous I was for her and hoped nobody else noticed.

I noticed everything.

“I can stay awhile,” I said.

Good. I didn’t want you leaving.

The party swallowed me fast after that. Somebody shoved a beer into my hand. Music changed. Fireworks cracked overhead hard enough to rattle windows. Kids ran through sprinklers screaming.

But every few minutes my eyes found Mia.

Always.

Talking beside the snack table.

Laughing at something her husband said.

Crossing her arms when she caught me watching.

Blushing.

Fuck, she blushed so easily.

An hour later everyone gathered near the patio while Daniel retold the “great fire disaster” for the fifth time, drunker every round. I leaned against the railing beside Mia while she laughed quietly into her drink.

“You saved us,” she said.

“Tiny little mulch fire, sweetheart.”

Her eyes flicked upward at the word sweetheart.

I saw that too.

Daniel barked another laugh. “Mia was panicking.”

“I was not panicking.”

“You absolutely were.”

She rolled her eyes, cheeks pink. “I just felt bad calling emergency services for something so stupid.”

“You can call me anytime.”

The sentence slipped out smooth and easy.

Her lips parted slightly.

Daniel laughed again, oblivious as hell. “Careful, Garret. My wife might take you seriously.”

I looked directly at her when I answered.

“Maybe I want her to.”

A couple people nearby whistled.

Mia ducked her head instantly, smiling into her cup while heat crept down her neck. She looked overwhelmed by me sometimes. I liked that more than I should’ve.

Another burst of fireworks exploded overhead—BOOM BOOM BOOM—bright red scattering across the sky.

Then Mia turned toward me suddenly.

“Seriously,” she said softly. “Thank you.”

She stepped closer.

I knew exactly what she intended. Sweet little grateful cheek kiss. Innocent. Public.

My pulse slowed.

I tilted my head at the last second.

Her lips landed directly on mine.

The whole party erupted instantly.

“OHHHHHHHH!”

“No way!”

“Daniel!”

Someone started cackling.

Mia jerked back so fast she nearly stumbled, eyes huge with horror. Her fingers flew to her mouth. “Oh my God—I didn’t—I was trying to—”

Daniel doubled over laughing.

Garret the firefighter accidentally stealing the neighbor’s wife’s kiss was apparently the funniest thing anyone had seen all summer.

I grinned slow and lazy while Mia stared at me completely flustered.

Because unlike her—

That had not been an accident at all.

And the taste of her lipstick was going to haunt me for the rest of the night.


Chapter 1

The kiss should’ve ended the joke.

Instead it turned me and Mia into the entertainment for the entire damn party.

Everywhere I walked after that, somebody whistled.

“THERE HE IS.”

“Garret, you stealing wives tonight or what?”

“Mia likes firefighters now!”

Daniel laughed louder than anybody else.

That was the craziest part.

Her husband practically adopted the bit immediately, walking around with his arm over my shoulder like we were teammates. He kept retelling the story differently every five minutes.

“She went in for the cheek and he sniped her.”

“You should’ve seen her FACE.”

“My wife’s got a thing for first responders apparently.”

Every single time, Mia turned pink from throat to forehead.

And every single time, I stared at her just a little too long afterward.

The party stretched warm and loud across the backyard. String lights glowed overhead. Country music mixed with old pop songs. Somebody’s kid cried because another kid stole a sparkler. The smell of grilled corn, lighter fluid, sunscreen, beer foam, and smoke sat heavy in the air.

I loosened the top of my uniform shirt and rolled my sleeves halfway up while I stood near the cornhole boards. Sweat stuck the dark navy fabric to my chest. Women noticed. Men noticed women noticing.

Didn’t care.

Mia stood beside the patio cooler filling cups with ice, pretending she wasn’t looking at me every thirty seconds.

He keeps staring at me. God, everybody keeps staring at me.

“Harper!” one of Daniel’s drunk friends shouted suddenly. “Your wife misses her boyfriend.”

The whole group burst out laughing.

Daniel pointed at me with his beer. “Get over there then, Romeo.”

Mia covered her face instantly. “Oh my God.”

I grinned and tossed my beanbag straight through the cornhole.

“Looks like I’m on a hot streak tonight.”

The guys groaned.

I walked toward her slowly while everybody started making exaggerated kissing noises.

“Mwah mwah mwah!”

“Give the people what they want!”

“JUST KISS ALREADY!”

Mia shook her head hard, laughing nervously. “No. Absolutely not.”

But she was smiling.

That soft shy smile she got when she was overwhelmed and secretly enjoying attention anyway.

I stopped right in front of her.

Close.

Close enough to smell peach wine on her breath.

Close enough to see her pulse fluttering in her throat.

“You hear the crowd, sweetheart,” I murmured.

Her eyes widened immediately at sweetheart again.

“You’re enjoying this way too much.”

“Yeah,” I said honestly. “I really am.”

Daniel barked laughter from across the yard. “KISS HIM, MIA!”

The entire backyard erupted chanting now.

“KISS! KISS! KISS! KISS!”

Mia looked horrified.

Then amused.

Then something softer.

She turned toward me finally with that helpless little smile and leaned up halfway like she meant to do another quick peck just to shut everybody up.

I caught her waist before she could pull away.

Not rough.

Just firm.

My hand spread warm against the thin fabric of her dress.

The entire crowd immediately lost their minds.

“OOOOOOOOOH!”

Mia gasped softly against my mouth when I kissed her properly this time.

Slow.

Confident.

Deliberate.

Not filthy. Not obscene. Still public-safe. But there was absolutely nothing accidental about it anymore.

I tilted my head deeper for half a second, enough to feel her melt before she remembered where she was.

Her fingers clutched lightly at the front of my shirt.

Then the cheering got louder and she broke away breathless, laughing in complete embarrassment while hiding her face against my shoulder.

My fucking brain nearly short-circuited at that.

She feels good hiding against me.

Daniel wiped tears from his eyes laughing. “Holy shit, you two are killing me.”

Mia finally looked up at me again, flustered beyond belief. “You are such a bad influence.”

“You kissed me first.”

“That does not count and you know it.”

“Counted to me.”

Her lips parted.

Then she shoved lightly at my chest while smiling despite herself.

Dangerous.

Every second with her felt more dangerous.

—

An hour later the joke somehow got worse.

The cornhole tournament turned into drinking games. Somebody lit fountain fireworks along the pool deck while music blasted louder. The backyard glowed gold and blue from lanterns and sparks shooting into the sky.

I sat in a patio chair with a beer between my knees while Mia stood nearby talking with friends.

Every guy there watched her.

That annoyed me more than it should’ve.

Her sundress had started slipping lower on one shoulder from moving around all night. Little wisps of hair stuck near her neck from the heat. Her laugh carried softly through the crowd every couple minutes and dragged my eyes back every damn time.

One of the women smirked at her. “Miaaa. Your boyfriend’s staring again.”

Mia nearly choked on her drink.

I didn’t even deny it.

Daniel pointed at me again. “Nah, nah, they gotta commit now. If you’re gonna fake-affair at my party, at least make it convincing.”

“Daniel!” Mia hissed.

“What? The people want romance.”

“I hate all of you.”

“No you don’t,” I said.

Her eyes flicked to mine.

She really didn’t.

That was the problem.

Somebody started chanting again immediately.

“KISS THE FIREMAN!”

“KISS THE FIREMAN!”

Mia laughed helplessly into her hands. “You people are insane.”

I stood slowly from the chair.

Big mistake for her.

Her breathing changed the second I got close again.

I backed her lightly against the patio railing while everybody hollered around us.

Not trapping.

Just enough to make her aware of my size.

My hand settled beside her hip against the railing.

“Need me to save the neighborhood again first?” I asked quietly.

Her laugh came out smaller now. Breathier.

“You’re impossible.”

“Still want the kiss though.”

Her eyes darted toward the crowd watching them.

Then toward Daniel, who was busy yelling “THAT’S MY WIFE!” while laughing hysterically with his friends.

Then back to me.

And slowly—sweetly—she rose onto her toes and kissed me herself this time.

The crowd exploded again.

But this one lingered.

Soft mouths.

Warm summer air.

Fireworks cracking overhead while she melted carefully into me inch by inch.

Her hand slid up my chest unconsciously.

Mine tightened against the railing beside her.

And for one dangerous second—

I almost forgot her husband was standing ten feet away cheering for us.

The kiss lingered longer than it should’ve.

That was the first thing I noticed.

Mia had meant it to be another quick little party peck. Sweet. Harmless. Something everybody could laugh at before moving on.

Instead her mouth stayed against mine.

Soft.

Warm.

And getting softer every second she forgot herself.

The entire backyard sounded distant under the blood pounding in my ears—music blasting somewhere near the pool, fireworks cracking over the ocean, drunk laughter echoing through the humid night air thick with smoke and charcoal and beer.

But all I really noticed was her.

The way her body slowly leaned into mine.

The little shaky breath she let out through her nose when I tilted my head deeper.

The way her fingers curled against my chest like she needed something to hold onto.

Jesus Christ, she tastes good.

Peach wine and lip gloss.

Sweet enough to make me reckless.

The crowd absolutely lost it behind us.

“THAT’S NOT A FRIENDLY KISS!”

“Daniel, your wife’s in LOVE!”

“GET A ROOM!”

Daniel was nearly falling over laughing. “This is the best party I’ve ever thrown.”

Mia made the softest embarrassed sound against my mouth—“mmh—”—but she didn’t pull away.

Didn’t even try.

That little noise hit me low and hard.

I slid my hand from the railing to her waist again, fingers spreading over the curve of her hip through the thin white fabric. Her whole body reacted instantly, pressing tighter for one dangerous second before she caught herself.

Too late.

I felt all of it.

And so did everybody else apparently.

“OOOOOOOH SHIT.”

“There we go!”

“Mia likes it!”

Her face burned hot when she finally broke the kiss enough to breathe. “Garret…”

Warning tone.

Weak warning tone.

I smiled against her mouth. “What?”

“You’re—”

I kissed her again before she could finish.

That got another roar from the party.

This one wasn’t sweet anymore.

Still public-safe.

Still technically playful.

But slower. Hungrier.

I angled her slightly against the railing, my body fitting against hers just enough for her to feel exactly how much bigger I was. My thumb brushed the bare skin above her waistline where her dress had shifted.

She shivered.

Actually shivered.

“Oh my God,” one of her friends laughed. “Look at her knees.”

Mia immediately hid her face against my jaw with a mortified groan while everyone cackled.

I wrapped an arm around her automatically, grinning into her hair.

Vanilla shampoo. Smoke. Warm skin.

Fuck.

Daniel pointed at us from across the yard. “Nah, now you HAVE to make out. The people demand it.”

“The people are drunk idiots,” Mia mumbled against me.

“The people have excellent ideas,” I said.

She looked up at me then.

Big brown eyes. Flushed cheeks. Lips swollen from kissing.

And there it was again—

That tiny flicker where she forgot she was supposed to resist me.

I leaned down slowly.

Gave her plenty of time to stop me.

She didn’t.

Our mouths met again just as another firework exploded overhead, red light flashing across her face while the crowd screamed like we were headlining a concert.

Then my hand slid lower.

Not accidental.

Never accidental.

I palmed the curve of her ass firmly through the sundress.

Mia gasped right into my mouth.

The entire backyard fucking detonated.

“NO WAYYYYY!”

“GARRET!”

“OH HE’S WILD FOR THAT!”

Daniel nearly spit out his beer laughing.

And when I squeezed—

Hard enough to make her jolt against me—

People started pounding on tables and hollering.

Mia broke the kiss with a shocked laugh, hands grabbing my shoulders. “Garret!”

“What?” I asked innocently.

“You cannot do that!”

“Says who?”

“ME!”

But she was smiling so hard she could barely get the words out.

That confidence in her melted something mean and possessive inside me.

I slid my palm over her ass again slower this time, fingers flexing deliberately.

The reaction was immediate.

Her breath caught.

Eyes widened.

Body pressed closer involuntarily.

“OH MY GOD SHE LIKED IT.”

“DANIEL YOUR MARRIAGE IS OVER.”

Daniel pointed drunkenly at me. “If you break her heart, firefighter, I swear to God.”

Everybody howled.

Mia buried her burning face against my chest again, laughing so hard she could barely stand now.

I looked down at her, one arm around her waist, the other hand still resting low on her back.

Mine.

My brain said the word before I could stop it.

Dangerous fucking thought.

Then somebody yelled from near the pool, “SLAP IT!”

Mia looked up instantly horrified. “Absolutely not—”

SMACK.

My palm cracked sharply against her ass.

Not hard enough to hurt.

Hard enough to make her yelp and jump against me.

The crowd exploded so loudly nearby neighbors probably heard it.

Mia stared at me in complete disbelief, mouth hanging open while laughter tore out of the entire party around us.

Even Daniel bent over wheezing.

“You asshole!” she gasped.

But her pupils were blown wide.

And I could feel heat radiating off her body now.

I leaned close enough for only her to hear me.

“You walked right into that one, sweetheart.”

Her breath hitched again.

That little submissive reaction nearly made me lose my damn mind.

She looked overwhelmed suddenly.

Not upset.

Not scared.

Just… overloaded.

Too much attention.

Too much heat.

Too much me.

I recognized it instantly.

So I slipped my hand around hers and tugged gently toward the house.

“C’mon,” I said quietly. “Need another beer.”

Nobody stopped us.

Mostly because the crowd was still screaming and laughing behind us while we disappeared through the sliding kitchen door together.

The second it shut behind us—

Silence.

Dim kitchen light.

Humming refrigerator.

Distant muffled music outside.

Mia stood with her back against the counter breathing hard while I leaned against the island watching her.

Her lipstick was ruined.

Hair messy.

Chest rising fast under that little white dress.

And the second we were finally alone—

The nervous smile disappeared from her face entirely.


Chapter 2

The silence inside the kitchen felt thick after the chaos outside.

Muted music pulsed faintly through the glass doors. Fireworks still cracked overhead every few seconds, flashes of red and blue spilling through the windows. The air smelled different in here—warm wood cabinets, citrus dish soap, melted candle wax, smoke drifting in every time the patio door opened.

Mia stood frozen against the counter trying to catch her breath.

I watched her carefully.

The flustered laughter was gone now that nobody else could see her. She looked wrecked in the prettiest way imaginable—kiss-swollen lips, cheeks burning pink, chest rising too fast beneath that little white dress.

And nervous.

Not scared.

Just… overwhelmed.

I stepped closer slowly this time.

No teasing.

No crowd.

Just us.

“Mia,” I said quietly.

Her eyes lifted to mine immediately.

There it was again—that softness she only seemed to get with me.

“I’m okay,” she whispered before I even asked.

“Yeah?”

She nodded once.

I reached up carefully and brushed loose hair back behind her ear. My knuckles skimmed her cheek. She leaned into the touch before she realized she was doing it.

Cute.

So fucking cute.

“You got all shaky on me out there,” I murmured.

“You were being awful.”

“Mm.” I smiled a little. “And you still kissed me.”

Her lips parted.

I kissed her again before she could think too hard.

Slow this time.

Steady.

Nothing cocky about it anymore.

I held her face gently while my mouth moved against hers soft enough to calm her breathing little by little. She melted faster this way. I could feel it happening under my hands—her shoulders loosening, tension draining from her body, nervous little breaths evening out.

“Mmh…”

That tiny sound slipped from her throat again.

I swallowed it with another kiss.

“That’s it,” I murmured against her lips. “Relax for me.”

Her fingers curled into the front of my shirt immediately.

Obedient little thing.

I slid my hands down her body slowly while I kissed her.

Over her shoulders.

Down her sides.

Across the soft curve of her waist.

The thin sundress bunched lightly under my palms as I dragged lower, feeling every inch of her beneath the fabric. Plush hips. Warm thighs. The subtle tremor running through her every time my hands moved.

“You’re so fucking pretty,” I said quietly.

Her breath caught hard.

“I’ve wanted this forever.”

That one hit her.

I saw it all over her face.

Because she knew.

Maybe not how bad. Maybe not how long. But Mia wasn’t stupid. She had to know the neighbor kid stopped being harmless years ago.

“You can’t say things like that,” she whispered weakly.

“Why?”

“You just—can’t.”

I kissed the corner of her mouth gently.

“Too true?”

Her eyes fluttered shut.

I hooked my hands under her thighs suddenly and lifted her onto the kitchen counter.

She gasped softly, fingers flying to my shoulders.

“Garret—”

“Relax.”

Her dress slid higher up her thighs from the movement, exposing smooth tan skin beneath the hem. My hands spread over her knees slowly, pushing them apart just enough to stand between them.

Jesus Christ.

She looked unreal sitting there.

Hair messy.

Dress rucked up.

Lipstick ruined.

Married woman perched on her kitchen counter looking at me like she already knew she was in trouble.

Outside somebody screamed drunkenly, “WHERE’S THE HAPPY COUPLE?”

Mia immediately laughed nervously.

I didn’t even glance toward the door.

“Let ‘em wonder.”

Then I kissed down her throat.

Her entire body jolted.

“Oh—”

I smiled against her skin.

Sensitive.

Good.

I kissed lower, slow and patient, dragging my mouth over the top of her chest while my hands rubbed gently up and down her thighs. Calming her again. Keeping her soft.

“You’re okay,” I murmured. “I got you.”

The praise made her shiver harder than the touching.

Her fingers slid into my hair uncertainly when I dropped to my knees between her legs.

That finally made her eyes go wide.

“Garret…”

I looked up at her while my hands pushed her dress higher.

Tiny pale panties already damp.

Fuck.

I let out a low whistle. “Sweetheart.”

Her face flamed instantly.

“You’re soaked already.”

“Don’t—”

“For me too.” I grinned slowly. “That’s cute.”

“Garret…”

Warning again.

Weak fucking warning.

I hooked my fingers into the sides of her panties and dragged them down her legs inch by inch while holding eye contact the whole time.

She looked like she might actually combust.

“Look at you,” I murmured. “Sweet little thing trying so hard to behave all night.”

Her thighs twitched apart automatically when I kissed the inside of one.

“Everybody out there laughing and cheering while you stood there wanting more.”

“That’s not—”

I licked a slow stripe through her folds.

Her sentence shattered instantly.

“Ohhh—fuck—”

There it was.

My fucking favorite sound in the world now.

I gripped her thighs firmly and spread her wider on the counter while I buried my face between them properly.

“Mmm,” I groaned against her pussy. “Jesus Christ, Mia.”

She was unbelievably wet already, slick coating my tongue immediately. Sweet and sharp and addictive.

Her hand flew over her mouth to stop the noises.

I pulled back just enough to look up at her.

“No.”

Her breathing stuttered.

“Don’t hide those sounds from me.”

Then I dove back in.

Slow at first.

Long deliberate licks that made her hips jerk against my mouth every few seconds. I kept one hand rubbing soothingly up her thigh while the other held her open for me.

“That’s it,” I praised softly between licks. “Good girl.”

Her head tipped back hard against the cabinet.

“Oh my God—”

“Been thinking about this pussy for years,” I muttered against her. “You know that?”

She whimpered.

Actually whimpered.

And when I sucked gently on her clit—

“Ahh—Garret—”

Outside the party roared again from another firework explosion, completely covering the sound she made while I ate her like I’d been starving for her my entire life.

Which honestly wasn’t far from the truth.

The first orgasm hit her slow.

I felt it building before she did.

Mia kept trying to stay quiet, trying to stay composed, but her body was betraying her piece by piece on that counter. Her thighs trembled harder every time I dragged my tongue through her slick folds. Her fingers tangled tighter in my hair. Her hips kept rocking helpless little inches against my mouth before she’d gasp and try to stop herself.

Like she still thought she should.

Like she still remembered she was a sweet married woman in her own kitchen while her husband drank beer twenty feet away outside.

I looked up at her again.

Hair mussed.

Chest heaving.

Dress bunched around her hips.

Her lips parted around shaky breaths while fireworks flashed through the windows behind her.

Fuck.

She looked ruined already.

And I’d barely started.

“That’s it,” I murmured against her pussy before licking another long stripe upward. “Let me have you.”

Her whole body jerked.

“Ohh—”

“Good girl.”

The praise wrecked her every time.

I could tell.

She tried to hide it, but every soft approving word made her melt another inch for me.

I hooked one arm under her thigh and pulled her closer to the edge of the counter until her ass nearly slid off it. Her gasp echoed sharp in the quiet kitchen.

“Garret—”

“What?”

“You’re—oh my God—”

I sucked her clit gently again.

Her sentence dissolved into a broken moan.

“Mmhmm,” I groaned against her. “That’s what I thought.”

Outside somebody screamed laughing near the pool. Music pounded through the walls. A bottle shattered somewhere followed by drunken cheering.

None of it mattered.

Not with Mia shaking above me like this.

“You taste so fucking good,” I muttered. “Been imagining this sweet cunt for years.”

Her head tipped back hard against the cabinet.

“Please—”

That word hit me right in the chest.

I pulled back slightly, keeping my hands spread firm on her thighs.

“Please what, sweetheart?”

She looked absolutely wrecked trying to answer that.

Embarrassed.

Needy.

Overstimulated already.

“I don’t know,” she whispered helplessly.

I smiled slowly against her inner thigh.

Honest answer.

Good.

I slid two fingers lightly through her folds, just teasing her entrance while my tongue circled her clit again.

Her hips bucked instantly.

“Fuck—Garret—”

“There she is.”

My fingers pushed inside her slowly.

Warm.

Tight.

Wet enough that I slid in easy while she gasped and grabbed my shoulders hard enough to wrinkle my shirt.

“Oh my God.”

“Relax.” I kissed her thigh softly. “You can take it.”

I curled my fingers once.

She nearly came off the counter.

“Ahh—shit—”

“That’s the spot, huh?”

Her thighs tried to close around my head instinctively. I held them open easily.

Strong enough that she stopped fighting it almost immediately.

“You don’t gotta be shy with me,” I said softly while pumping my fingers deeper. “I know exactly how to take care of you.”

And God, she reacted to that.

That sweet submissive little surrender happening inch by inch under my hands.

I kept my pace steady. Patient. Tongue circling her clit while my fingers stroked deeper inside her, finding the exact rhythm that made her breathing fall apart.

“Mia,” I murmured against her. “Look at me.”

It took effort for her to open her eyes.

Brown and glassy now.

Completely fucked out already.

“There you go,” I praised quietly. “Pretty thing.”

Her lower lip trembled.

“I can feel you getting close.”

“Garret—I—”

“You can come for me.”

That did it.

Her orgasm hit suddenly and hard.

Her entire body seized above me with a broken cry she barely managed to smother against her wrist. Hips jerking. Thighs shaking violently around my shoulders while I kept licking her through it slow and steady.

“Ohhh—fuck—fuck—”

“That’s it,” I groaned. “Good fucking girl.”

She came beautifully.

Messily.

Exactly the way I’d imagined she would.

Her head fell back against the cabinet while tremors kept running through her body in waves. I worked her through every second of it, slowing only when her legs started twitching too hard to stay open.

Then I kissed the inside of her thigh gently before standing back up.

Mia looked dazed.

Actually dazed.

I stepped between her legs again and kissed her slow, letting her taste herself on my tongue while she made soft exhausted little noises into my mouth.

Her hands slid weakly up my chest.

“Garret…” she whispered.

I brushed my nose against hers once before speaking low.

“You know what’s gonna happen now?”

Her breathing stuttered again.

I ran my hands slowly up her thighs beneath her dress, thumbs brushing her trembling skin.

“I’m gonna walk back out there with you.”

She swallowed hard.

“And every time somebody tells us to kiss again,” I murmured, “you’re gonna think about my face between your legs.”

Her eyes widened immediately.

I kissed her once more.

“Every time your husband laughs.”

Another kiss.

“Every time I touch you.”

My hand slid possessively around her throat—not squeezing, just holding.

Firm.

Controlled.

Her breath caught instantly.

“And you’re gonna sit there all sweet and pretty knowing I already made you come in your own kitchen.”

“Oh my God,” she whispered shakily.

I smiled against her mouth.

“That’s right.”

Then I kissed her deep enough to make her forget how to breathe again.


Chapter 3

By the time we walked back outside, Mia could barely look anybody in the eye.

I noticed immediately.

The way she kept smoothing down her dress even though it already sat perfectly on her body. The way her thighs pressed together every few steps. The faint flush still painted across her chest and neck beneath the string lights.

Meanwhile I felt fucking fantastic.

Possessive.

Loose.

Dangerously pleased with myself.

I kept one hand low on her back as we stepped onto the patio again. Casual enough nobody would think twice about it.

Except my thumb kept brushing the curve of her ass.

Every single pass made her inhale sharply.

Good.

The backyard exploded the second people saw us.

“THERE THEY ARE!”

“THE HAPPY COUPLE!”

“Took long enough!”

Daniel raised his beer from the pool chair. “Jesus Christ, did you two elope in there?”

Mia nearly choked.

I just laughed and grabbed a beer from the cooler beside us.

“Had to make sure she recovered from the trauma,” I said.

Everybody laughed.

Only Mia knew how true that actually was.

Her eyes darted toward me for half a second.

I smirked slowly and dragged my fingers down her spine beneath her hair while nobody watched closely enough to notice.

Her knees almost buckled.

Fuck, I loved how sensitive she was now.

The party swallowed us again quickly—music louder, more fireworks overhead, drunk conversations everywhere. Somebody restarted cornhole near the fence while a group crowded around the grill arguing about baseball.

Mia tried very hard to act normal.

Really tried.

That made it even more fun for me.

She stood beside a couple neighborhood women near the patio table talking about vacation plans while I leaned against the cooler across from her nursing a beer.

Watching.

Every few minutes I caught her glancing at me.

Then immediately looking away.

One of her friends laughed suddenly. “Mia, you okay? You look overheated.”

“I’m fine,” she answered too fast.

I nearly grinned into my drink.

Because right then my hand was hidden behind her back beneath the excuse of standing close in the crowded patio space.

And my fingertips were tracing slow lazy circles against the inside of her thigh under her dress.

Tiny touches.

Barely there.

Enough to drive her fucking insane.

She stiffened immediately beside me.

I kept talking normally to Daniel.

“Station’s been busy all week.”

“Bet,” Daniel said. “Half the city’s probably on fire tonight.”

Meanwhile Mia’s breathing had gone shallow.

Her wineglass trembled slightly in her hand.

I slid my fingers one inch higher along her inner thigh.

She lost track of the conversation instantly.

“…Mia?”

Her friend Sofia blinked at her.

Mia startled. “Sorry—what?”

Everybody laughed lightly.

“You’re somewhere else tonight, girl.”

If only they knew.

I stepped closer behind Mia under the excuse of grabbing another beer from the cooler. My chest brushed lightly against her back.

Then I leaned down near her ear.

“You still feel my tongue on your pussy?” I murmured quietly.

Her entire body jolted.

“Oh my God,” she whispered before she could stop herself.

Sofia raised an eyebrow. “What?”

Mia’s face went crimson instantly. “Nothing! Sorry—I just—thought of something.”

I bit back a grin and moved away before anyone noticed.

Barely.

Her eyes followed me across the patio immediately.

Wide.

Accusing.

Completely fucked out.

I winked once.

She looked like she might actually melt into the concrete.

—

Ten minutes later she was trying to help refill snack trays in the kitchen nook just off the patio.

Trying to escape me.

Cute idea.

I walked up behind her while she arranged chips into bowls with visibly shaky hands.

“You hiding from me now?”

“I’m trying to survive you,” she muttered under her breath.

I leaned beside her against the counter.

“So dramatic.”

“You keep touching me!”

“Yeah.”

She stared at me in disbelief.

I lowered my voice. “You gonna pretend you don’t like it?”

Her lips parted.

No answer.

Because we both knew better now.

Outside somebody started chanting drunkenly again.

“KISS THE FIREMAN!”

Mia groaned softly and covered her face.

I laughed quietly beside her. “They really love us.”

“This is your fault.”

“Mhm.”

I stepped closer.

Close enough that my hand could slide around her waist unseen from outside.

Then lower.

My palm cupped her ass gently through the sundress.

Her breath hitched instantly.

“Garret—”

“You still sensitive?”

Her eyes flashed toward mine immediately.

That alone was answer enough.

I squeezed slowly.

Her knees visibly weakened.

“Jesus,” I murmured low near her ear. “One orgasm and you already fall apart this easy for me?”

She grabbed the counter hard.

“Please behave.”

“No.”

Simple answer.

Honest one.

I kissed just below her ear while my hand stayed possessive on her body.

“You know what I keep thinking about?” I murmured.

She shook her head weakly.

“The look on your face when you came.”

Her breathing broke apart instantly.

“Garret…”

“You got so fucking pretty for me.”

“Mia!” Daniel yelled suddenly from outside. “C’mere, baby, we need you for teams!”

She jumped hard like she’d been caught committing a crime.

I just smiled against her hair.

Then I slapped her ass once.

Sharp.

Quick.

She gasped so loud she had to disguise it as a cough immediately.

I leaned close enough to brush my lips against her ear.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 4

The fireworks got bigger closer to midnight.

Bigger.

Louder.

Drunker.

Half the neighborhood had wandered into the Harper backyard by then, the party spilling past the fence line with music pounding over overlapping conversations and bursts of color exploding across the sky every few seconds.

Smoke hung thick over the lawn now.

Burnt sulfur.

Beer.

Pool chlorine.

Sweat and sunscreen and grilled meat still lingering from hours earlier.

I stood near the patio watching Mia laugh nervously beside Daniel while a group of idiots tried setting up a huge mortar tube near the pool deck.

Immediately I hated the setup.

Too close to people.

Too uneven.

Too drunk.

One guy—Tyler, I think—was fumbling with a lighter while swaying on his feet.

“Back up a little,” I called automatically.

Nobody listened.

Of course.

Mia stood near the edge of the pool beside Daniel, one arm wrapped around herself against the ocean breeze. Her dress fluttered lightly around her thighs every time wind pushed through the yard.

Then she looked over at me.

Instantly softer.

Like she’d been looking for me in the crowd.

Fuck.

That feeling in my chest was getting dangerous.

Tyler finally got the mortar lit.

Everybody started cheering immediately.

The fuse hissed loud and angry.

Then—

Wrong angle.

I saw it instantly.

“MOVE!” I barked.

The mortar shot sideways instead of upward.

People screamed.

The firework rocketed directly across the yard toward the pool deck trailing sparks.

Toward Mia.

Daniel flinched backward first.

Instinct.

Human.

But he moved away from her.

Not toward her.

I was already running.

The firework exploded low near the concrete with a deafening BOOM that showered sparks across the patio.

Mia cried out sharply, stumbling backward near the edge of the pool.

I reached her before she fell.

One arm wrapped hard around her waist while the other shielded the back of her head automatically as I dragged her against my chest and turned us away from the sparks.

Tiny hot embers pinged off my shoulder and shirt.

Didn’t matter.

Mia clung to me instantly.

Both arms around my neck.

Body shaking hard.

The entire yard erupted into chaos around us.

“Holy shit!”

“Dude what the fuck!”

“Is she okay?!”

“Tyler, you dumbass!”

But I barely heard any of it over Mia’s breathing against my throat.

Fast.

Panicked.

Her fingers gripped my shirt so tightly they hurt.

“I got you,” I said immediately, holding the back of her head against my chest. “You’re okay. You’re okay.”

Her whole body trembled.

I pulled back just enough to check her over quickly—arms, face, legs.

No burns.

No blood.

Just scared.

Adrenaline hit me all at once after the fact, sharp and vicious.

Because that thing could’ve fucking hit her.

“Mia?” Daniel finally appeared beside us looking rattled. “Baby, you okay?”

She barely looked at him.

That landed somewhere ugly inside me.

Instead she pressed closer into me again, breathing hard against my neck while I kept one arm locked around her waist.

“I thought it hit me,” she whispered shakily.

“It didn’t.” My voice came out rougher than intended. “I got you.”

Her eyes lifted to mine then.

Big.

Glassier than before.

Not aroused now.

Just emotional. Shaken.

And trusting me completely.

That somehow felt even more intimate.

Daniel rubbed awkwardly at her shoulder. “It’s okay, babe. Just fireworks.”

Just fireworks.

Something dark flashed through me.

Because if I hadn’t moved—

I looked over her shoulder toward the mortar setup where everybody was still yelling at Tyler.

Then back at Mia trembling in my arms.

Nope.

Fuck that.

I slid my hand up into her hair and held her face gently.

“Look at me,” I said softly.

She did immediately.

“You’re alright.”

Her breathing started slowing little by little.

“That’s it.”

She nodded once.

Still clutching my shirt.

Still pressed against me.

Daniel gave an awkward laugh nearby. “Damn, firefighter instincts.”

But Mia wasn’t letting go.

Not even close.

And once I realized that—

Something possessive snapped tight in my chest.

I brushed my thumb across her cheek slowly.

“You scared the shit outta me.”

That one slipped out honest.

Her expression changed instantly.

Softened.

Melted.

Then she kissed me.

Not playful.

Not for the crowd.

Not because people were chanting.

She grabbed the front of my shirt and kissed me hard right there beside the pool while the entire backyard absolutely lost its mind around us.

“OOOOOOHHHHHHHH!”

“There it is!”

“Daniel’s cool with EVERYTHING tonight!”

But this kiss felt completely different.

Mia was shaking against me.

Needy.

Emotional.

Her mouth parted against mine with a soft desperate sound when I pulled her tighter into my chest.

And God help me—I kissed her back like I meant it.

Deep.

Protective.

Possessive.

My hand spread across the back of her neck while the other stayed firm around her waist, holding her against me like I didn’t trust the world not to hurt her if I let go.

She melted into it instantly.

Daniel laughed somewhere nearby. “Alright, alright, Superman, you saved her.”

But his voice sounded far away.

Because Mia kept kissing me.

And I kept letting her.

My thumb stroked slowly along her jaw while fireworks exploded overhead in violent flashes of gold and red. The crowd whooped every time the kiss deepened.

Then Mia made a tiny shaky sound into my mouth when my hand slid protectively down her spine.

That sound nearly fucking ruined me.

I kissed her one more time slower.

Steadier.

Then rested my forehead against hers while she tried to catch her breath.

“You still with me?” I murmured quietly.

She nodded immediately.

Still holding onto me.

Not her husband.

Me.


Chapter 5

After that, Mia barely left my side.

Not subtle about it either.

Every time the crowd shifted, she drifted closer to me automatically. Every loud firework made her hand find my arm. Every sudden shout or crack from the yard pulled her tighter against my chest before she caught herself.

And every single time—

I fucking loved it.

The party slowly settled back down after the mortar scare, but the energy had changed now. Wilder somehow. Sloppier. Everyone buzzing off adrenaline and alcohol and the insane image of me hauling Mia against my chest like some goddamn romance movie hero.

People wouldn’t stop talking about it.

“Garret moved FAST.”

“Dude looked ready to fight the firework.”

“Mia’s never letting him leave now.”

Daniel laughed through all of it from his pool chair, drunk enough not to notice the shift happening right in front of him.

But I noticed.

Mia noticed too.

Because every time Daniel touched her afterward—an arm around her shoulder, a quick kiss against her temple—it felt awkward now. Delayed. Performed.

Then she’d end up back against me five minutes later anyway.

Like her body already decided where safety lived tonight.

Dangerous fucking thought.

I stood near the fence talking with a couple guys from the neighborhood when Mia slipped quietly beside me again holding a fresh drink.

Didn’t even say anything at first.

Just leaned lightly into my arm.

Like it belonged there.

My jaw tightened.

I slid my hand automatically around the back of her waist.

Mine.

Again that word hit me hard and possessive.

That thought showed all over her face for half a second before she hid it behind another sip of wine.

I leaned down close to her ear.

“You okay now?”

She nodded softly.

“Still shaky.”

My thumb stroked slowly along her hip through the dress.

“I know.”

Her breathing changed immediately.

Fuck.

Still sensitive.

Still emotionally cracked open from earlier.

And now the adrenaline was turning into something hotter.

Needier.

I could feel it happening.

Mia looked up at me through lowered lashes while fireworks burst gold overhead, reflecting in her eyes.

“That really scared me,” she admitted quietly.

My hand tightened on her waist.

“You scared me too.”

That honesty wrecked her.

I saw it happen in real time.

Her mouth parted slightly. Her body leaned closer. That sweet submissive softness came back full force now that she knew I meant every protective instinct she’d just seen.

One of the guys nearby smirked. “You two gonna make out again or what?”

Everybody around us laughed immediately.

Usually Mia would’ve hidden.

Blushed.

Deflected.

Not this time.

This time she just looked at me.

And stayed there.

I lowered my voice.

“You want me to kiss you?”

Tiny nod.

Jesus Christ.

I set my beer down without breaking eye contact.

Then I grabbed her gently by the waist and pulled her flush against me right there in front of everybody again.

The cheering started instantly.

“KNEW IT!”

“THAT’S HIS GIRL NOW.”

“MIAAAA!”

Daniel nearly fell out of his chair laughing.

But I barely heard any of it because Mia melted against me the second my mouth touched hers.

No hesitation anymore.

No playful pretending.

She kissed me like she needed something from me.

And maybe she did.

I held the back of her neck carefully while kissing her deep and slow, easing her backward until her lower spine pressed lightly against the fence beside us.

The second she felt pinned there by my body—

She moaned softly into my mouth.

Fuck.

That sound hit straight into my cock.

The crowd reacted instantly too.

“OOOOOH.”

“There she is!”

I kissed her harder.

Couldn’t help it.

Her fingers clutched desperately at the front of my shirt while fireworks exploded overhead in violent flashes of white and red. The smell of smoke drifted thick around us. Music thumped through the yard. Somewhere behind us people kept laughing and hollering.

None of it mattered.

Not when Mia was kissing me back like this.

My hand slid down her side.

Over her hip.

Then around her ass again.

Firm squeeze.

She gasped sharply into my mouth.

I swallowed the sound immediately.

“Easy,” I murmured against her lips. “I got you.”

Her entire body relaxed at those words.

That nearly fucking ruined me.

I pressed closer between her thighs just enough for her to feel how hard I was now.

Her breath caught instantly.

“Oh my God.”

“You feel what you do to me now?” I asked quietly.

She nodded weakly.

Good girl.

I kissed down her jaw once while my hand stayed possessive on her body.

“You gonna keep looking at me like that all night?”

“I can’t help it,” she whispered.

Honest again.

Sweet fucking thing.

I brushed my mouth against hers slowly.

“Then don’t.”

That encouragement snapped the last little thread of restraint she had left.

Mia kissed me hard suddenly.

Hands in my hair.

Body pressing fully into mine.

Desperate.

The crowd absolutely lost their minds watching it happen.

But the second her hips rolled unconsciously against my erection—

I knew we were heading somewhere dangerous fast.

Very fast.

Because she felt it too.

And the needy little whimper she let out into my mouth when I ground back lightly against her?

That sound was not gonna let me behave for the rest of the night.

That whimper was my breaking point.

I kissed her harder, tongue sliding against hers while my hand stayed locked on her ass, grinding my cock against her through our clothes right there against the fence. The crowd was roaring now—half the backyard watching us like we were the main event.

Mia moaned into my mouth again, hips rolling helplessly against me.

“Garret…” she breathed when I finally let her up for air.

Her voice was wrecked. Eyes glassy. Body trembling.

I didn’t answer with words.

I spun her around fast, pressing her front against the wooden fence slats so her ass pushed back into me. Her hands flew up to grip the top rail. The thin white sundress rode up her thighs immediately.

The cheering got louder.

“OH SHIT!”

“Garret, what the fuck?!”

Daniel’s voice cut through the noise, drunk and cracking with laughter. “Whoa, buddy—easy there!”

I didn’t even look at him.

My hands shoved her dress up over her hips in one rough motion, bunching the fabric around her waist. That little pale thong was still damp from the kitchen. I hooked my fingers in it and yanked it down her legs until it caught around one ankle.

Mia gasped sharply. “Garret—wait—”

Too late.

I freed my cock from my uniform pants with one hand, thick and heavy and aching. The head nudged against her soaked pussy from behind as I lined up.

The entire party went dead silent for half a second—then exploded.

“Holy fuck!”

“Daniel, man—your wife—”

Daniel staggered up from his pool chair, beer sloshing. “Garret… c’mon, that’s… that’s taking the joke pretty far, dude.” His laugh sounded forced now, uneasy under the alcohol. “Mia? Baby?”

She didn’t answer him.

Her head turned just enough to look back at me over her shoulder. Those big brown eyes were blown wide with shock and heat and something that looked a lot like surrender.

I met her gaze and thrust inside her in one long, deep stroke.

“Fuck,” I growled low.

Mia cried out, loud and broken, her body jolting forward against the fence. Tight. So fucking tight and wet she took every inch like she was made for me. Her walls clenched hard around my cock as I bottomed out.

The backyard lost its mind.

“NO FUCKING WAY!”

“He’s actually doing it!”

“Daniel, you seeing this?!”

Daniel stood there frozen for a second, mouth open. Then he let out another shaky laugh, rubbing the back of his neck. “Jesus Christ… Garret, man… that’s my wife. You can’t just—fuck, that’s too far, right?” But he didn’t move. Didn’t step in. Just stood there swaying, eyes glued to us while the crowd whooped and hollered around him.

I didn’t give a shit.

I pulled back and slammed into Mia again, harder. The wet sound of her pussy taking me echoed obscenely under the music and fireworks.

She moaned loud—helpless, needy, shameless now that I was buried inside her. Her fingers gripped the fence rail until her knuckles went white.

“Garret—oh my God—”

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I grunted, one hand fisting in her hair to arch her back while the other gripped her hip hard enough to bruise. “Take my cock. Right here.”

I started fucking her properly—deep, steady strokes that made her tits bounce under the sundress and her ass ripple every time my hips slapped against it. The fence creaked under the force. Her moans spilled out louder with every thrust, mixing with the crowd’s chaos.

Daniel took a stumbling step closer, still laughing but his voice had gone higher. “Okay… okay, that’s enough of the bit, right? Mia, you good? Garret, come on, dude—she’s married…”

Mia’s only response was another broken moan as I angled my hips and hit that spot inside her that made her knees buckle. I caught her around the waist, holding her up while I railed her harder.

“Look at your husband,” I murmured against her ear, loud enough for him to hear. “He’s watching me fuck you.”

She whimpered, eyes fluttering toward Daniel. Her face was flushed crimson, lips parted, completely wrecked.

Daniel’s laugh cracked. “This is… this is crazy. Mia, baby, you… you want him to stop?” He sounded half-amused, half-terrified, beer can crushed in his fist. A couple of his friends were patting his back like they were trying to keep him calm while staring at us.

She didn’t tell me to stop.

Instead her pussy clenched tighter around my cock, dripping down my shaft as I drove into her again and again.

“Good girl,” I praised roughly, loud enough for the whole damn yard. “Such a good little wife letting the neighbor fuck her in front of everybody.”

The words made her sob with pleasure. Her head fell forward against her arms on the fence as I pounded into her, the wet slap of skin on skin cutting through the music and fireworks.

I reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles, feeling her shake apart.

Daniel was still standing there, eyes wide, muttering, “Fuck… fuck, this is really happening…” but he wasn’t stopping it. Just watching—drunk, conflicted, half-hard in his shorts probably—while the crowd filmed and cheered like it was the best show of their lives.

Mia came hard around my cock with a sharp cry, walls pulsing and fluttering, soaking me as her legs gave out. I held her up and fucked her straight through it, chasing my own release.

“Gonna fill you up,” I growled against her neck. “Right here. Where everyone can see.”

“Garret—please—” she gasped, voice wrecked.

Daniel made one last weak attempt. “Garret… man, wrap it up, yeah? That’s… that’s my wife…”

I didn’t even look at him.

I buried myself deep and came with a low groan, pulsing thick ropes of cum inside her while the entire backyard screamed. Mia shuddered through the aftershocks, milking every drop out of me as fireworks exploded overhead in a final burst of color.

For a long second the only sounds were her soft whimpers and the distant thump of music.

I stayed buried inside her, one arm wrapped possessively around her waist, the other stroking her side gently while she trembled against the fence.

Daniel stared at us, swaying, face flushed.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, half-laughing, half-stunned. “What the fuck just happened…”

I finally pulled out slowly, watching my cum drip down her thighs before tugging her dress back down over her ass. Then I turned her around and kissed her deep and slow, right there in front of everyone—including her husband.

She kissed me back like she belonged to me now.

And I didn’t plan on giving her back.


Chapter 6

The kiss lingered long after I pulled out of her, deep and unhurried, my tongue stroking against hers while the crowd slowly settled from full-blown chaos back into rowdy disbelief. Fireworks still popped overhead in lazy bursts now, the big finale winding down. Music thumped on. Nobody quite knew what to do with what they’d just watched, but the beer kept flowing and the laughter stayed loud enough to cover the awkward.

I didn’t give them time to figure it out.

I fixed Mia’s dress with one casual tug, then slid my hand into hers and started walking her back toward the patio like we hadn’t just fucked in front of fifty people. My cum was already starting to drip down the inside of her thigh, but I didn’t care. Neither did she, apparently. She followed me on shaky legs, cheeks flushed deep, eyes soft and glassy every time they flicked up to mine.

Daniel hovered nearby, still half-laughing, half-stunned, nursing another beer. “You two… Jesus. That was… something.”

I just grinned at him and kept moving.

Near the big cushioned patio chairs by the pool, I dropped into one and pulled Mia straight down onto my lap. Sideways, so her legs draped over mine and her ass nestled right against my spent cock. She melted into me immediately, one arm looping around my neck like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her head tucked against my shoulder with a soft sigh.

That’s my girl.

“Comfy?” I murmured against her temple, loud enough for the couple people closest to us to hear.

“Mhm,” she whispered, already relaxing fully into my chest.

I wrapped one arm around her waist, possessive and obvious, my hand resting low on her hip. The other slid under the hem of her sundress without hesitation, fingers tracing up her sticky inner thigh. Nobody said shit. A few people glanced over, eyebrows raised, but the party noise just rolled on like we were background entertainment now.

Daniel sank into the chair across from us, still watching with that drunk, uneasy grin. “So… uh. You staying for the after-party or what, Garret?”

I chuckled low, stroking Mia’s thigh higher while she hid her face against my neck. “Yeah. Not going anywhere.”

My fingers found her pussy—still warm, swollen, and leaking my cum. I pushed two fingers inside her slowly, scooping the mess and pressing it back in deep. Mia shivered hard on my lap, a tiny whimper vibrating against my throat.

“Good girl,” I breathed just for her. “Keeping my load right where it belongs.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she parted her thighs a little wider under the dress, melting deeper into me.

One of Daniel’s buddies wandered over, beer in hand, trying to play it cool. “Man, that was wild. You two gonna, uh… tone it down now or…?”

I shrugged, completely relaxed, and kissed the top of Mia’s head while my fingers kept lazily fucking my cum back into her cunt. Slow, deliberate strokes. Wet sounds barely audible under the music, but I knew she felt every one.

“Nah,” I said casually to the guy, like we were talking about the fireworks. “She feels too good like this. Don’t you, sweetheart?”

Mia nodded against my shoulder, voice muffled and shy but warm. “Yeah…”

Daniel let out another awkward laugh, rubbing his face. “This is… this is my wife, dude. On your lap. With your… fuck, I don’t even know anymore.” He took a long pull from his beer, eyes flicking between us. Still amused enough not to shut it down, but cautious now, like the reality was starting to creep in through the alcohol haze. “Mia, you good, baby?”

She lifted her head just enough to look at him, cheeks pink, lips kiss-swollen. “I’m… really good.” Then she turned and kissed me softly on the jaw, melting right back down.

I smiled against her mouth and pushed my fingers deeper, curling them to press against that spot inside her. She clenched around me with a soft gasp I swallowed with another slow kiss.

The conversation kept going around us. Someone asked about the station. Someone else cracked a joke about “firefighter hose privileges.” Daniel half-laughed along, still glancing over every few seconds like he couldn’t decide whether to stop us or grab another beer.

I didn’t care either way.

My thumb found her clit under the dress and rubbed slow circles while I chatted with the guys like nothing was happening. Mia stayed plastered to me, breathing uneven against my neck, hips making tiny, helpless rolls every time I thrust my fingers back inside her creamy pussy.

“Feel that?” I whispered low in her ear between sentences to Daniel’s friend. “All that cum I pumped into you. Still dripping out. Gonna keep it plugged up all night.”

She whimpered softly, nodding, completely relaxed and owned in my lap. Her hand rested on my chest, fingers curling into my uniform shirt like she needed to hold onto something steady while I played with her.

Every so often I’d pull my fingers out, spread the mess over her swollen folds, then push it right back in. Possessive. Lazy. Not hiding it from anyone close enough to notice.

Daniel watched once, eyes widening, then looked away fast with another nervous chuckle. “You two are something else tonight…”

“Yeah,” I agreed easily, kissing Mia’s temple again while my fingers stayed buried inside her. “She’s mine now.”

Mia didn’t argue. She just sighed happily and melted further into my chest, letting the party swirl around us while I kept teasing her soaked, creampied cunt like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Mia was getting restless on my lap.

She’d started off all soft and melted, but the longer I kept my fingers buried in her cum-filled pussy—slowly pushing my load back inside her with lazy curls and thrusts—the needier she got. Her hips rocked in tiny, desperate circles against my hand. Little whimpers vibrated against my neck where her face stayed tucked. Her fingers clutched tighter at my uniform shirt, nails digging in like she was barely holding it together.

“Garret…” she breathed, so quiet only I could hear. Clingy. Whiny. Completely addicted already.

I chuckled low, still nodding along to whatever Daniel’s buddy was saying about the station’s last big call. My fingers never stopped—two thick digits pumping steadily into her soaked, creamy cunt, scooping and pressing my cum deeper while my thumb brushed her swollen clit.

“Easy, sweetheart,” I murmured against her hair. “I’ve got you.”

But she only pressed closer, thighs trembling, breath coming faster. Her whole body was flushed and warm against mine, that sweet submissive energy turning frantic. She needed more. Needed me.

Daniel was still across from us, nursing his beer and trying to act normal while stealing glances. “You two… uh, still going at it over there?” His laugh was getting thinner, that cautious edge sharper now, but the alcohol kept him planted in his chair.

I grinned at him, casual as hell. “She’s just a little worked up. Aren’t you, baby?”

Mia nodded desperately against my shoulder, a soft broken sound slipping out when I curled my fingers hard against that spot inside her.

That was it.

I laughed quietly—deep and satisfied—and pulled my fingers free with a wet sound. Before she could whine at the loss, I shifted her properly on my lap, yanking her dress up just enough and freeing my cock again. Hard already from playing with her. I lined her up and pulled her down onto me in one smooth, possessive motion.

“Fuck—yes,” I groaned under my breath as her tight, cum-slick pussy swallowed every inch.

Mia gasped sharply, burying her face in my neck to muffle the moan. Her arms wrapped tight around me, clingy and needy, body shuddering as she adjusted to being full again.

The guys nearby noticed immediately. A couple whistles cut through the conversation.

“Goddamn, Garret.”

Daniel sat up straighter, eyes wide. “Whoa—come on, man. That’s… right here? With everyone still out here?”

I kept one arm locked around Mia’s waist, holding her flush against me while I settled back in the chair like nothing was happening. My other hand rested on her thigh, stroking lazily.

“Yeah,” I said to Daniel, completely relaxed, voice steady as I continued the conversation. “She needed it. Didn’t you, sweetheart? Ride me nice and slow while we talk.”

Mia whimpered but obeyed instantly. Her hips started rolling in these desperate, grinding circles—slow at first, then a little deeper, taking me over and over while she clung to my chest. Wet sounds mixed with the distant music and low chatter, but I didn’t give a fuck who heard.

“That’s my good girl,” I praised softly against her ear, loud enough for the circle to catch pieces of it. Then, casual as ever, I looked back at the guys. “So yeah, the call last week was a mess. Structure fire over on Elm…”

I kept talking like I wasn’t balls-deep in another man’s wife while she rode me right there in the patio chair. Mia’s breaths came hot and shaky against my throat. Every roll of her hips made her plush tits press into me, her pussy clenching greedily around my cock like she couldn’t get enough.

Daniel rubbed his face, half-laughing, half-stunned. “Garret… Jesus. Mia, baby, you really okay with this? In front of everybody?”

She didn’t lift her head. Just nodded frantically and kept riding me, needy little moans muffled against my skin. Her fingers tangled in my hair now, holding on tight—clingy as hell, completely lost in it.

I smiled and slid my hand under her dress again, gripping her ass to guide her rhythm while I chatted. “She’s more than okay. Look at her. Already creampied once and still greedy for more.”

One of the buddies choked on his beer. Daniel’s laugh cracked again. “This is insane. You’re actually fucking my wife right now.”

“Yep.” I thrust up lazily to meet one of Mia’s rolls, making her whimper louder. “Feels too good to stop. If I knock her up tonight, though…” I grinned slow and possessive, voice carrying just enough for the group. “I’m keeping her for good. She won’t be going back after that.”

Mia moaned brokenly at the words, her pussy fluttering hard around my cock. She rode me a little faster, desperate and clingy, like the thought alone pushed her closer to the edge.

“Garret—” she gasped softly, voice wrecked.

Daniel stared, flushed and uneasy, but still not moving. “You can’t just say shit like that, man… that’s my—”

I cut him off with a low chuckle, bouncing Mia on my lap once with a firm grip on her hips. “She knows who she belongs to now.”

The conversation stumbled on around us—fire stories, neighborhood gossip, half-hearted jokes—but Mia stayed glued to me, riding slow and deep, melting completely while I kept one hand on her ass and the other stroking her back. Possessive. Claimed. Like the whole damn party was just background noise for me fucking Daniel’s wife in his own backyard.

Mia was falling apart on my cock.

Her hips kept rolling in those desperate, needy little circles, faster now, clingier, her whole body pressed tight against my chest like she couldn’t get close enough. Soft whimpers and shaky breaths spilled against my neck while I stayed buried deep inside her, thick and hard and still leaking from the first creampie. I kept one arm locked around her waist, holding her steady, while my other hand rested casually on her thigh as I talked to the guys.

“…yeah, the engine rolled up and the whole attic was already going,” I said evenly, voice steady like I wasn’t balls-deep in Daniel’s wife in the middle of his backyard. “Captain had us ventilate from the roof—”

Mia’s pussy fluttered hard around me. Her fingers twisted tighter in my shirt. She was close. Really fucking close. Her thighs trembled on either side of mine, breath coming in hot little pants against my skin.

I didn’t miss a beat. Just slid my hand under her dress again, gripping her ass to guide her rhythm while I kept chatting. “—and Garret, you know how it is when the smoke gets thick…”

The guys were trying to follow along, but their eyes kept flicking to Mia grinding on my lap. Whispers and low laughs rippled through the small group still lingering near the patio. Daniel sat frozen across from us, beer forgotten in his hand, face flushed deep red. That cautious amusement from earlier had cracked further—his laugh was gone now, replaced by something tighter, more conflicted. He kept opening his mouth like he wanted to say something but couldn’t quite land on it.

Mia whimpered louder, hips stuttering as she chased it. “Garret… please…”

I kissed the side of her head, still talking. “Anyway, we knocked it down in under twenty. Standard shit.”

She broke first.

Her orgasm hit hard and sudden—her whole body seizing up on my cock, pussy clamping down tight and pulsing around me in waves. A broken, needy cry tore out of her before she could bury it against my shoulder. Her thighs shook violently. Wet heat flooded around my shaft as she came, soaking us both while she clung to me like I was the only thing keeping her from falling apart.

The patio erupted.

“Fuck—there she goes!”

“Jesus Christ, Garret!”

“Daniel, man… you seeing this?”

Daniel stood halfway out of his chair, eyes wide, voice cracking. “Mia—baby, that’s… fuck, this is too much now, right? Garret, come on—she’s my wife, dude. You can’t just make her… right here in front of everybody.” His words slurred with drink and disbelief, but he still didn’t step in. Just stared, conflicted as hell, while the last few partygoers whooped and hollered.

I didn’t stop moving. Just held her through it, rocking up slow and deep to drag out every aftershock while she trembled and whimpered in my lap. My hand stroked soothing circles on her back under the dress.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I murmured against her hair, voice low and rough just for her. “Good girl. Come all over my cock where everyone can see. So fucking pretty when you let go for me.”

Mia melted completely, boneless and clingy, face hidden against my neck as the tremors eased. I kept her plugged full, my cock still buried inside her dripping pussy, cum from both of us making a mess between us. One arm stayed wrapped tight around her like I owned her. Because I did now.

The chatter died down into stunned murmurs and awkward laughs. Daniel rubbed his face hard, muttering something under his breath I didn’t bother catching.

I finally looked up at the group, still casual, still rocking Mia gently on my lap. “She’s tired,” I said simply. “Been a long night. I’m taking her home so she can get some sleep.”

Daniel blinked. “Home? This is her home, man.”

I stood up smoothly, keeping Mia impaled on my cock as I lifted her. Her legs wrapped around my waist instinctively, arms around my neck, face still buried in my shoulder. The sundress covered just enough, but anybody looking could tell exactly where I was inside her.

“Not tonight,” I told him, already walking toward the side gate with her wrapped around me. “She needs rest. I’ve got her.”

Mia made a soft, contented sound against my throat, completely relaxed now, trusting me to carry her. Daniel trailed after us a few steps, still protesting weakly. “Garret… wait, this is crazy. Mia, baby, you don’t have to—”

She didn’t even lift her head.

I didn’t stop. Next door was only thirty seconds away—my house dark and quiet compared to the dying party behind us. I carried her straight inside, kicking the door shut with my boot, still buried deep and walking with her like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The second we were alone in my entryway, I pressed her back against the wall and kissed her slow and deep, grinding up into her one more time just to feel her shiver.

“Mine now,” I murmured against her lips. “Let’s get you to bed, sweetheart.”


Epilogue

One year later, the Fourth of July party at the old Harper house smelled exactly the same—grilled burgers, cheap fireworks, sunscreen, and ocean air thick with smoke. String lights glowed over the backyard. Music thumped. Kids ran screaming with sparklers. But everything else had changed.

Mia stood beside me near the patio railing in a soft white sundress that looked suspiciously familiar. Same style as last year, except now it hugged her body differently—fuller tits from nursing, softer hips, that beautiful curve of her belly still faintly there from carrying our daughter. Her honey-brown hair fell in loose waves down her back, and the gold band on her left ring finger caught the light every time she reached for her drink. My ring. My wife.

Three-month-old Lily slept peacefully against my chest in the baby carrier, tiny beanie covering her dark hair, one little fist curled into my shirt. She was out cold despite the noise—our girl had my calm, thank fuck.

Daniel wandered over with a beer in hand, still the host but looking a lot more sober than last year. His laugh came easier these days, but his eyes still flicked between me and Mia with that same mix of disbelief and reluctant acceptance.

“Man, I still can’t believe it,” he said, shaking his head as he looked at Lily. “You really knocked her up that night.”

I grinned slow and possessive, one arm wrapped around Mia’s waist while my other hand supported our daughter. “Told you. Said if I got her pregnant, I was keeping her for good.”

Mia blushed instantly, that same pretty pink spreading down her neck, but she leaned into my side with a soft, happy sigh. No hesitation anymore. No guilt. Just mine.

“You did warn everyone,” she murmured, voice warm with amusement and something sweeter. She reached up to brush a finger over Lily’s cheek, then looked at me with those big brown eyes that still wrecked me every single time. “And you kept your promise.”

I leaned down and kissed her slow, right there in front of the lingering crowd. Deep enough that a few people whistled like old times. When I pulled back, her lips were swollen and her thighs pressed together under that sundress.

Daniel rubbed the back of his neck, chuckling awkwardly. “Still wild seeing you two like this. Married. Baby. Next door. My old backyard feels… different.”

“Better view from my place,” I said casually, sliding my hand lower on Mia’s hip until my fingers teased under the hem of her dress. She shivered but didn’t stop me. Never did anymore.

The party swirled around us—same faces, same chaos—but Mia stayed glued to my side, relaxed and glowing in that way only a well-fucked, well-loved woman could. Last night I’d kept her up late again, buried deep while she rode me slow and needy in our bed, whispering how much she loved being mine. This morning I’d bent her over the kitchen counter before the party while Lily napped. She was still a little sore, still leaking my cum if you looked close enough.

I knew she was. I made sure of it.

“Need anything, sweetheart?” I murmured against her temple, lips brushing her skin while my fingers traced higher up her inner thigh, hidden by the dress and the way she stood pressed against me.

She nodded shyly, cheeks flushing deeper. “Just you.”

Good girl.

Daniel watched us for a second longer, then shrugged with a half-smile. “You two really are something. Happy for you, I guess. Weird as hell, but… happy.”

I didn’t bother replying. Just pulled Mia tighter, my hand staying possessively between her thighs under the fabric while I rocked Lily gently. My wife. My daughter. My family.

The fireworks started cracking overhead—red, white, and blue exploding across the coastal sky. Mia tilted her head back against my shoulder, watching them with soft wonder while I watched her. Same party. Same backyard. Same night that changed everything.

Only now she came home with me.

And she always would.

I kissed the top of her head, fingers pressing a little firmer against her warm, still-sensitive pussy through her panties. “Love you, baby.”

She melted instantly, turning in my arms to kiss me again—deeper, hungrier, right there with our baby between us and the whole neighborhood watching.

“Love you more,” she whispered against my mouth.

The crowd cheered like they had a year ago.

This time, nobody was laughing at a joke.

This was real.

And she was all fucking mine.
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