
        
            
                
            
        

    
You’re Mine Now

She Came for Rest. He Gave Her Everything She Didn’t Know She Needed.
Preface

The first time I really thought about doing it —like really—was a Thursday. I remember because she made cookies and said they weren’t good, then tried to give me half the batch. And because she fell asleep on the couch with one leg tucked under her and the other stretched out like she wasn’t even thinking about how visible that smooth little line of thigh was under the hem of her shorts.

Everyone else had gone to bed. My mom early, my dad later. I’d been “studying” on my laptop at the dining table, but really I’d just been waiting to see if she stayed up. She always stayed up.

She didn’t hear me when I padded in from the hallway.
She never does. 

Just laid there on the couch with her head tipped back against the pillow, lips parted, chest rising soft and even. She was wearing that stupid cardigan she always pulled tight around her during the day like it was armor. It was open now, loose. Her tank top was thin. So was her bra. I could see the curve of her nipple pressing through the cotton.

Fuck. 

I stood behind the couch at first. Quiet. Still. Just watching. The glow of the TV flickered across her face, pale and blue, casting little shadows in her collarbones. She shifted, one hand curling over her belly, fingers twitching a little in her sleep like she was dreaming.

I moved closer.
Her name’s Erin. 

She’s my mom’s friend. She’s staying in our guest room because her husband’s a fucking idiot who doesn’t know what he has.

I leaned over her, hands on the back of the couch. Close enough to smell her shampoo. Strawberries and cream and something warm underneath. Her lips moved in her sleep. No words. Just the faintest sigh.
I wanted to touch her so bad my palms ached.

Instead I grabbed the throw blanket from the chair and eased it over her hips. Let my fingers trail over her bare leg while I did it. Just once.

She didn’t stir. Her breath stayed steady.
So I kept going. 

A soft brush up her thigh, then down. Her skin was warm. Smooth. She twitched just slightly, like my touch had followed her into whatever dream she was having. Her mouth parted a little more. I watched her chest rise and fall, the dip of her waist under the tank, the outline of her nipples.

I knelt down beside her, just to watch. One hand against the cushion near her shoulder, the other hovering above her stomach. Not touching. Just feeling her warmth. The way her breath ghosted across my knuckles every time she exhaled.
Her legs shifted again. A tiny sound came from her throat. Not a word. Just a soft little hum, unconscious. Needy.

God, Erin.
I should’ve left.
I didn’t. 

I reached up and brushed a strand of hair from her cheek. Let my fingers skim down the side of her neck, light and slow, watching the little shiver that ran through her.

Still asleep.
Still soft. 

I whispered, “You don’t even know how pretty you are like this.”
And then I leaned closer. Close enough to kiss her forehead. I didn’t. But I could’ve. I hovered there, breathing her in, smelling warm skin and fabric softener and just a hint of sweat. Real. Human. Fuckable.

I was hard as stone. 

My hand drifted lower. To her hip. Just resting there over the blanket. A tiny little curve under my palm. She had that kind of body that begged to be held down and kissed slow. Not flashy. Not perfect. Real.

I gave her hip a soft squeeze. Just one. She made a sound again—half breath, half noise—and shifted slightly toward me.

I pulled back. Fast. Heart hammering. 

She didn’t wake. Her eyes fluttered but stayed shut. Her lips pressed together. Her breath stayed steady. Still asleep.

I stood and adjusted myself through my sweats, barely holding back a groan. I didn’t touch her again. Just stood there and watched a second longer, memorizing the shape of her body under the blanket, the way her thighs pressed together, the way her lips parted like maybe she did know. Maybe she just didn’t want to stop me.

I went to bed and jerked off twice, fist tight and fast, with her name in my mouth both times. 

Chapter1

I woke up already hard. Again. 

Didn’t matter that I’d jerked off before I fell asleep— didn’t even matter that I came thinking about her little sigh, the sound she made when I squeezed her hip. Didn’t matter that I’d barely slept at all, just laid there picturing her soft on the couch, her thighs shifting, mouth parted like she was waiting for me to kiss her.

Still fucking hard. 

The house was quiet. Too quiet. I glanced at the clock—almost ten. My dad would’ve been gone by seven. My mom usually left after him. Which meant—

I pulled on a pair of sweats and nothing else and padded barefoot down the hall, already smelling something buttery and sweet. Pancakes, maybe. Or waffles. Something she’d made for us even though it was just her now.
The kitchen was warm. Sunlight spilled in through the window above the sink, lighting up the steam curling off the griddle. And there she was.

Erin. 

Back to me, standing at the stove in one of those soft cotton shorts that weren’t doing her legs any favors— not unless you were trying to make a man bite his knuckle in silence. Her tank top hugged her waist. Hair half-up in a little messy bun, neck bared, a few strands falling down her spine like they needed somewhere to rest.

I leaned in the doorway, arms crossed over my chest. “You’re making breakfast for me again?” 

She startled —just slightly—and looked over her shoulder with that shy little smile she always tried to hide behind. “You were still asleep. I didn’t want to wake you.”

“You could’ve woken me up.” I pushed off the frame and walked toward her slow, stretching like I wasn’t trying to show off the lines in my stomach. I caught her eyes drop. Just for a second. Then flick back up like she hadn’t.
“You like waffles?” she asked, trying to redirect. Her voice was soft. Sweeter than syrup.

“Love ’em.” I came up behind her, just close enough to brush my fingers along the edge of the counter beside her hand. “Especially when they’re made by someone who spoils me.”

She let out a little laugh, breathy and uncertain. “I’m not spoiling you.” 

“Sure you are.” I reached for the bowl of batter, fingers brushing hers. “You’re always feeding me. Giving me cookies. Letting me stare at your legs while you pretend you don’t notice.”

Her whole body went still. 

Then she shook her head, eyes on the batter like it was suddenly the most important thing in the world. “You’re bad.”
“Yeah,” I said, leaning in until my chest almost touched her back. I could feel her warmth through the thin fabric. She smelled like cinnamon and sleep. “But you like it.”

She swallowed hard. Didn’t answer. 

I moved to her side and dipped a finger into the batter, sucked it clean with a soft hum. “Mm. Sweet. Like you.”

Erin looked flustered. She always did around me lately. The first few days she’d tried to keep her distance. Now she didn’t know what to do with herself. Her hands trembled when she passed me the syrup. She kept glancing down when I talked, eyes darting to my bare chest, my hips, the waistband of my sweats where I wasn’t even trying to hide how turned on I was.

I leaned against the counter, watching her pour more batter into the waffle iron. “Sleep okay last night?” 

She hesitated. “Yeah. I think I fell asleep on the couch.” “You did.” I took a step closer. “You looked really peaceful.”

“You… saw me?” Her voice dropped.
“I stayed up a little later. Wanted to make sure you were comfortable.” 

She looked at me then. Really looked. Her eyes searched mine like she was trying to figure out what I was saying underneath it all, what I wasn’t admitting, what she wasn’t ready to name. Her cheeks were already pink, and that soft little crease formed between her brows like it always did when she was nervous.

“You didn’t need to do that,” she said.
“I wanted to.” I reached out, brushing her elbow with the back of my fingers. “You looked beautiful.” 

Her breath hitched. She stared at me, lips parted. Then blinked and turned back to the waffles like she was trying to regain control.
“Your mom asked me to help out while I’m here,” she said, voice soft. “Least I can do is make sure you eat.”

“I could think of a few better things you could do with your mouth,” I murmured.
Her grip on the spatula tightened.
“Sorry,” I said, not sounding sorry at all. “That was inappropriate, right?”
She gave a tiny nod. “Yeah.”
“Should I stop?”
Another beat. She didn’t turn around. Just flipped the waffle, hands still.
“No.” That was all she said. But it was enough.
I smiled. 

When she turned to set the plate on the table, her eyes didn’t quite meet mine—but her legs brushed against mine as she passed. And she didn’t move away.

Chapter2

She disappeared after breakfast, said something about needing a shower. I told her to take her time. Said I’d clean up. Even offered to do the dishes, which I fucking hate.

But I needed her to hear it. To know I was still paying attention. 

The kitchen was still warm with the smell of waffles and heat from the stove. Her fork sat abandoned on the counter, only one bite missing. She’d been too flustered to eat. She’d stared at the plate while I flirted, nibbled at the edge, and then said she “wasn’t that hungry after all.”

Liar.
She just didn’t know what to do with how wet I made her. 

I stacked the dishes in the sink but didn’t wash them. Instead I drifted toward the hall. Slowly. Quiet. The bathroom door was shut, but the light under it was bright, and I could hear the shower running through the thin wood. My parents were gone. The house was still.

I leaned against the wall across from the door and listened. 

Steam curled out from the top crack. Soft water noises. A shuffle—maybe her foot adjusting. I imagined it: Erin standing in the stream, hair wet and heavy down her back, water slicking down those soft thighs, her hands sliding over her hips. Maybe slower than they needed to. Maybe letting herself feel good for once, since her piece-ofshit husband clearly hadn’t been doing the job.

I waited.
Ten minutes. Fifteen. The water stopped.
A beat passed.
Then the doorknob clicked. And there she was. 

Fresh-faced. Flushed. Wrapped in a towel that clung to her hips and chest like it had just barely managed the job. Her hair was twisted up in a bun, damp little tendrils curling down her neck. Her skin was pink from the heat, glowing. Soft. Real.

Her eyes widened when she saw me. “Oh—”
“Hey,” I said, like I hadn’t been waiting. “You look good.” 

She clutched the towel tighter, like she hadn’t just walked out in it. “I didn’t know you were—um—I thought you were—”

“Still in the kitchen?” I pushed off the wall, took a step closer. “I finished.”
Her fingers whitened on the edge of the towel. “You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to.” Another step. 

She stood frozen in the hall, bare legs stiff, mouth slightly parted. Her eyes flicked down to my chest, then lower, where my sweatpants sat low on my hips, still no shirt, still barefoot. Her gaze lingered for a half-second too long.

I smiled.
“Need help with anything?” I asked.
She shook her head quickly. “No, I’m—I’m just gonna go change.”
“Here.” I reached out and touched her wrist, featherlight. “You’ve got something.” She glanced down, confused. “What—?” 

My hand slid up, slow, pushing a damp strand of hair behind her ear. I let my fingers trace the shell, then skim down her neck, where the towel met her collarbone.

“Right there,” I murmured. “Little drop of water. Couldn’t let it go to waste.” 

Her breath hitched. I watched her chest rise, the swell of her breasts pressing against the towel. Her nipples were hard under the terry cloth. She didn’t even try to hide it.

“Erin,” I said quietly.
She looked up at me, eyes wide. “Yeah?”
“I’ve been thinking about you in that shower.” She froze. 

I stepped in until we were almost touching, the warmth of her skin drawing me in like gravity. My hand brushed her hip, just the edge of the towel. “You know what I was thinking about?”

She shook her head. Couldn’t speak. 

“How soft your skin would be. How hot the water would feel on your thighs. How easy it’d be to slide in behind you.” My voice dropped lower, lips close to her ear now. “How much you’d like it if I made you come with my fingers against the tile wall.”

She made a sound —just a little inhale, shaky, desperate—and clutched the towel tighter, but didn’t move. Didn’t pull away. Didn’t say no.

I pressed my hand flat against the small of her back. Bare skin. Damp and warm. She shivered.
“You’re so quiet,” I whispered. “So good. Just standing here letting me talk like this.”

Her voice was barely audible. “You shouldn’t.” 

“I should. Because you’re thinking about it too.” I dipped my head, lips ghosting along her temple. “You’ve been thinking about me since the first night. Since the first time I caught you looking at me with those pretty eyes.”

She turned her face away, hiding in her shoulder—but she didn’t back up.
“You gonna go change?” I asked, voice a little rough now. “Or you gonna let that towel fall for me?”
She bit her lip. Swallowed. Didn’t answer. 

I stepped back first. Slowly. Let my fingers drag down her arm as I pulled away. Her skin was still warm under my touch.
“Later, then,” I murmured.

She just stood there in the hallway, breathing like she’d run a mile, towel still clutched against her chest, cheeks flushed and eyes glazed.

When I turned the corner, I heard the tiniest sound from her—half moan, half breath—and the soft thud of her back hitting the wall once I was gone.

She still didn’t go change. 

Chapter3

It was almost midnight. 

The house was quiet, lights off everywhere but that slim crack under her door. Warm yellow spilled into the hallway from her bedside lamp, soft and thin, like a beckon. The kind of light you leave on when you’re hoping someone walks in.

I didn’t knock.
I turned the knob, slow and easy, and slipped inside like I belonged there. 

She was sitting up in bed, legs tucked under the blanket, a paperback balanced in her hands. Glasses sliding down her nose. Hair loose over her shoulder. She looked up fast—caught, guilty, like she thought I might’ve been my mom.

But her eyes changed when she saw it was me. Flicked down.
Then up.
Then she bit the inside of her cheek.
“You’re still up,” I said, shutting the door behind me. 

“Couldn’t sleep.” Her voice was quiet. Scratchy-soft. She kept the book open, but her thumb stopped moving. “You need something?”

“Nope.” 

I locked the door with a quiet click and walked toward her like it was the most natural thing in the world. She watched me the whole time, breath caught in her throat, chest rising in short, uneven puffs under the T-shirt she was wearing.

My T-shirt. I could see the faded college logo across her chest. The way the cotton clung where her nipples pressed against it—no bra. No shorts. Just bare thighs, soft and tucked beneath the sheets, legs shifting a little like she was already squirming.

“You’re wearing my shirt,” I said.
Her fingers twitched on the book. “It was in the laundry. I didn’t think you’d mind.” 

“I don’t.” I crawled up onto the bed beside her, slow and smooth, hands on either side of her thighs under the covers. “Looks better on you.”

She stared at me like she didn’t know whether to tell me to get out or beg me to keep going. I settled down beside her, head on the same pillow, body half under the blanket, propped up on one elbow.

“You’re bold,” she whispered. “I told you that already.”
“You shouldn’t be here.”
“Then tell me to leave.”
She didn’t. 

Her breath came slow and shaky now. Her thighs shifted again under the sheet. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, the faintest tremble in her limbs. She looked down at her book like it could save her— but didn’t flip the page.

“You smell good,” I said, voice low, almost in her ear.
She didn’t speak. 

“Smell like me now too. My detergent. My shirt. My bed’s probably gonna smell like you when you give it back.”
Her hands curled into the blanket.

I reached out and tugged the book from her fingers, tossed it on the nightstand without looking. She didn’t stop me.

“You know I’ve been thinking about you all day,” I said, tracing the line of her hip through the sheet. “That towel. The way you didn’t say no.”

Her eyes fluttered shut. Her chest rose. 

“I think you want to be touched. You just want someone else to do it first so you don’t have to admit it.”

She whimpered. Barely audible. Just a breath in her throat.
I slipped my hand under the blanket, skimming up her thigh. Bare. No panties. Just soft, warm skin and the slightest twitch of her muscles under my palm.

“You’ve been lying in here in my shirt with nothing else on.” I pressed a kiss just under her ear. “You didn’t think I’d notice?”

“I—I didn’t mean—” she stammered, breath catching as my fingers crept higher.
“You meant exactly this,” I murmured. “You left the light on. You wore this. You wanted me in your bed.” 

She made a noise like she was going to protest —but her legs parted just enough that my hand slid higher between them, fingers brushing damp heat.

“Jesus, Erin,” I whispered. “You’re soaked.” 

She turned her face into the pillow like she could hide. Her back arched the tiniest bit. Her thighs tensed. I pressed one slow kiss to the corner of her mouth. Then another. My fingers dipped between her folds, teasing, not even deep yet, just slow and slick, enough to make her hips twitch.

“You want me to stop?”
Silence.
She was trembling.
I dragged the pad of my finger in one long stroke up her slit and felt her whole body shudder.
“I asked you a question.”
Her whisper barely broke the air. “Don’t stop.” 

I smiled. Then I kissed her, slow and deep, while my fingers pushed inside her like I’d done it a hundred times before. Like I owned the right to be there. Her mouth opened under mine, breath catching, a soft, choked moan slipping out when I curled my fingers just right.

She gripped the sheet.
Didn’t pull away.
Didn’t resist.
Just let me inside her, sweet and soaking, like she’d been waiting all night for exactly this. 

I slid my hand deeper, thumb finding the soft, damp hollow at her hip while my fingers worked between her. She tasted like the detergent on my shirt and something sweet under it—cinnamon and a little salt. Her body was totally open under me, breath coming in short, high pulls that made the bed creak.
I didn’t waste time being gentle about the fact that I wanted her to unravel. I wanted the sound she made when she couldn’t keep it together. I wanted to see her choke on a name she wasn’t allowed to say. So I pressed my mouth to that tender place where thigh met pelvis and breathed, slow at first, feeling her whole body lean into the bed—into my hand—like she trusted me to steer her.

My tongue slid a single deliberate stripe upward, feather-light, and her hand flew to the back of my neck like she needed something to hold onto. Her hips lifted, tiny, helpless. I kept my mouth low and busy, tongue pushing and flicking, and when she tried to arch away I pinned the other hip with my elbow so the only choice she had was deeper into my mouth.

She made a small sound —“ah—”—then swallowed it like she was trying to save it. Her fingers dug in, nails barely grazing my scalp. I hummed around her, pressed my lips tight and sucked, let my breath hot and steady blow across the spot that always made her knees go soft. Her legs trembled. Her breath stuttered into little pants.

“You like that?” I murmured against her skin, not letting her answer.
She tried to form words. Mouth worked, no sound. Her eyes were closed so tight I could see the pale crescent of fear and want behind the lids. That almost broke me—watching how much she wanted to tell me but how small she kept herself. It made me greedy.

So I pushed harder. Two fingers slid up inside her as my tongue circled, working in the rhythm I’d already memorized from the way she shifted, the little hitch of breath that told me to change angle. Her whole body twitched. Everything in her tightened until it was a hot coil and I kept winding it, slow and ruthless and precise because that’s what I do. I like the way people come apart when someone else takes the reins.

Her hands scrabbled at the sheet, then found my shoulders, gripped, and she let out a raw, half-broken sound that was close to a name but tangled and swallowed. I didn’t let her finish it.

“Oh—” she gasped, voice thin, then a tiny, involuntary whimper. I angled my mouth to press a wet, firm kiss right to the center of her clit and sucked, and she hit the edge like a breaker pushed off a cliff.

Her body shook hard. Her breath snapped into that panicked, wonderful pattern—short, high, then ragged—and she cried out, a sharp, keening noise that filled the room. It was almost a word. Maybe it would have been my name if she’d had the space for it, but I kept my mouth moving, mouth and fingers and elbow locking her in.

She came on my hand, hot and loud and immediate, juices slick against my skin, and she tried to say something—My God—Please—Don’t stop—but what came out was a flurry, a ripped little breath. Her knees buckled. I braced myself, let her ride the wave against my mouth until the tremors subsided into soft shudders.

When she was spent, I eased off and rested my forehead against the softness of her lower belly, breathing her in. Her chest rose and fell like a bird trying to steady itself. For a second she lay there, limp and fragile, skin flushed and hair mussed, the T-shirt bunched up a little where my head had been.

She blinked, eyes half-open, and the look she gave me—part scandalized, part ashamed, part absolutely wrecked—was better than anything I’d hoped for.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice unsteady even though I didn’t mean it to be.
She blinked again and tried to speak. A sound came out, stammered and small. “I—”

I smiled without meaning to, soft and a little possessive. “You came on my hand,” I said, because it was the truth and because I liked seeing the color hit her cheeks. “On my hand.”

Her fingers fumbled at the hem of the shirt, pressed over her belly like she wanted to hide the aftermath. “That was—” she started, then shut her mouth. The look she gave me was all confession and apology wrapped into one.

I crawled up so my chest covered hers and wrapped an arm around her, gentle now, because there’s a point after domination where you have to be the person who soothes what you broke open. “You don’t have to apologize for being human,” I murmured, thumb drawing tiny circles on her ribs. “If you wanted me to stop, you’d say stop. You didn’t. You wanted it.”

Her breath hitched. She tried to find my eyes and when she did they landed on mine like an accusation that was also a plea.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered, and I could hear the shame in the word. “I shouldn’t—”

“You should want,” I interrupted softly. “You should want and say it. Don’t make yourself small.” 

She rested her forehead against mine, eyes closed, murmuring something that might have been a thank you. I tasted the salt of her skin where my lips brushed her temple. She smelled like me for a moment—my shirt and my hair and the heat of my mouth. It made that tight, dangerous thing in my chest bloom.

We lay like that for a while —quiet, the room full of the soft creaks and our breathing—until the awkwardness of what had just happened rolled in like waves. She let out a tiny laugh that was half-embarrassed, halfdelighted, and I traced the line of her jaw with my finger as if I could map where desire had changed her.

She pushed at my arm, a tentative motion. “You can stay,” she said. “If you want.”
I tightened my arm around her and, when she let out that tiny, stunned laugh, let my hand travel up until my fingers cupped her breasts through the thin cotton. They were warm and soft, impossibly perfect under my palm, and when I gave a gentle squeeze she inhaled—quick, like a small animal startled and relieved at once.

“God, you feel good,” I murmured, half tease, half truth. The whisper slid across her ear and down her neck. My thumb found a nipple and I rolled it slow, careful not to be cruel, enjoying the way she bit her lip and tried to look scandalized even as her body betrayed her.

She pressed against me, little tremors still under the skin where I’d eaten at her. “You’re terrible,” she said, the words breathy, playful, but not denying anything.

“Maybe.” I let the corner of my mouth lift. “But I’d be worse if you encouraged me.” My hand moved, cupping, squeezing, thumbs tracing lazy circles at the top of her chest. “You know I’ve been thinking—stupid thoughts.”

She blinked up at me, brows knitting like she was trying to decide whether to laugh it off. “Oh?” “Yeah.” I drew a slow line with my finger along her sternum, watching the way her fingers tightened in the sheets. “Stupid, good thoughts. About how soft you are. About how easy you are to make come.” I squeezed her again, gentler that time, as if testing something. “About how pretty you’d be with something small inside you, a permanent reminder.”

The air between us thinned. Her eyes flashed, half shocked, half curious. I could see her weighing the risk in that look—husband, reputation, the mess of consequences—and underneath it all there was a small, hot flare of want.

“You don’t mean that,” she said, voice trying to anchor itself in reason. 

“I do.” It came out softer than I expected, honest in a way I hadn’t planned to be. I rolled her nipple again and watched her throat bob. “Not as a joke. I’d like that. I’d like you with something that’s mine.”

She swallowed hard, fingers dragging down my arm like she was trying to ground herself. “We shouldn’t—” “No,” I agreed, but my tone was teasing, deceptively light. “We maybe shouldn’t. But you did come on my hand and you’re wearing my shirt, and here we are. There’s a part of me that would like to claim that.” I gave her a playful squeeze that was equal parts affection and ownership. “Soft and warm and yours.”

Her cheeks flamed, and for a second she looked small, the way she does when she’s trying to keep herself polite and safe. Then she surprised me—her mouth tilted into the faintest, wicked smile.

“You’re horrible,” she breathed.
“I am.” I kissed the curve of her shoulder, the skin just above the Tshirt collar. “But you like it.” 

She didn’t answer right away. Instead she curled into me, fitting her body against mine as if that could decide things. The way she trembled now was not just from the aftershock; it was from the thought I’d put out there, the image of permanence and taking and being taken. It taxied around her features like a secret she hadn’t decided if she’d keep.
“Don’t say that stuff if you mean it,” she whispered finally, more a warning than a plea.

“I do mean it,” I repeated, soft and steady, because I wanted her to hear me plain. “But I’m not trying to ruin anything for you. I’m trying to tell you I want you. If that scares you, tell me to stop. If it thrills you, tell me that too.”

She closed her eyes, a slow inhale escaping her lips. “I—” She stopped, swallowed. When she opened her eyes again, there was a tenderness mixed with heat that made my chest ache.

“You’re dangerous,” she said, voice small. 

“So are you,” I said, squeezing her one more time before letting my hand fall to rest along her ribs, thumb tracing slow, calming circles. “But for now? For tonight? We keep our secret. And I keep being terrible.”

She smiled then, real and messy and a little broken, and leaned up to kiss me—short, and clumsy, and wanting. I answered with a kiss that said everything I’d teased and everything I’d meant, and the thought of maybe someday taking that next, permanent step hummed under my skin like a current.

“You trust me?” I asked, low, even though I already knew the answer.
Her nod was tiny. But her eyes didn’t move from mine.
“Then lie down,” I murmured. “Close your eyes. Go to sleep.”
Her lips parted. “Now?” 

“Right now.” I smoothed my hand down her side, warm and reassuring, like I wasn’t about to take everything she gave me and make it mine. “Let me show you how good it feels to be taken care of. You sleep. I’ll play.”

She hesitated just long enough to make my blood hum. Then she slowly sank into the pillows, dragging the covers over her thighs again. Her breathing was a little too sharp, her movements too careful, like she wasn’t sure if she could really go through with it.

I leaned over her and kissed her forehead.
Not hungry. Not greedy.
Just a mark. My seal on her choice.
Then I whispered, “No pretending. Don’t stay awake and peek. Let go.”
She gave me a look—one part terrified, one part totally gone—and nodded.
Her eyes fluttered shut. 

Her breath eased. It took a few minutes. I didn’t rush her. Just sat there on the bed beside her, watching the tension melt out of her shoulders as her face softened. She was still flushed from earlier, skin pink at the chest where the shirt still clung to her, nipples faint but visible through the thin cotton. Her lips parted slightly. Breath deepened. Long, even draws.

When I was sure she was under—really under—I pushed the blankets down.
Slowly. 

Revealing her legs first. Then her thighs. Then the bare slip of soft, skin between them. Her whole body looked like it had been folded gently into place. The light still pooled from the lamp, warm and golden across her stomach, just high enough to catch the hem of the Tshirt bunched at her hips.

I eased the shirt up, baring more.
Her stomach. Her ribs. The soft curve under her breasts.
I slipped my hand underneath, palm warm against her belly.
She didn’t stir.
Her thighs twitched a little, just once. A dreamy shift, like she was curling toward me in her sleep.
I bent low and kissed the crease of her hip. 

Then I moved up, slow, until I could ease the shirt higher. Her breasts slipped free under the cotton, and I took my time—cupping them, squeezing gently, watching the weight of them move in my hands. Her nipples were already hard. I ran my thumbs over them and watched her breath skip.

Still asleep.
Still mine. 

I bent low and kissed one —then the other—slow and warm, with an open mouth and the flat of my tongue. Her head turned slightly on the pillow. A soft, breathy sound escaped her lips. She shifted her hips against the mattress, not waking, just reacting.

I whispered into her skin. “You’re doing so good. So soft like this. I could stay between your thighs for hours.”

My hand drifted lower.
I touched her.
Slow at first. Just stroking the lips. Feeling how warm she was. How wet. 

I pressed a kiss under her jaw while my fingers slid between her folds. She whimpered. Barely. Her thighs tensed.

“Already soaked,” I murmured. “You’re such a good girl. Your body knows. Even asleep, it knows who you belong to.”
I slid a finger inside. Just one.

Her body accepted me like it had been waiting all day.
Then another. 

I worked her slow, deliberate, curling just right until she moaned—real and quiet—and her legs opened wider. She still wasn’t awake. Still totally soft. Trusting.

The heat in my chest was worse than anything in my cock. She wanted this. Not just the sex—this. The surrender. The knowing someone would take care of her desires when she couldn’t say them out loud.

I curled beside her, face near hers, still working my fingers slow and deep. 

“You’re perfect,” I whispered. “I’ll take care of you.” She made a soft, helpless sound in her throat and pressed her body against my side.

I kissed her temple.
And kept going.
She whimpered again. 

Soft and shallow —just the barest noise, a sound caught between a sigh and a plea. Her head turned toward me in her sleep, brows furrowing slightly like she was dreaming something warm, something thick with want.

I curled my fingers again inside her, slow and deep. My palm pressed flush against her folds, the heel of my hand rocking steady against her clit. I kept my body still, lips close to her ear, breathing with her. Just following the rhythm she gave me.

And she gave. God, she gave. 

Her hips rolled —small, instinctive. A smooth pull against my fingers like her body already knew what it wanted even if her mind hadn’t caught up. Her legs parted wider without guidance. Her moans came soft and wet, breath catching with each stroke inside her.

I stayed right there, tucked close, whispering filth and sweetness and worship into the space between her breaths.

“You’re doing so good,” I murmured. “Taking it so well. Fuck, baby, you’re so wet like this. You like being touched when you sleep, huh? Like being mine even when you’re dreaming?”

She gasped—tiny, broken. Her thighs tensed. 

I slowed my pace just enough to feel her pulse, deep and fluttering around my fingers. Every muscle in her hips tightened. Her chest rose, fell, faster now. Her nipple grazed my bare chest, hot and hard, her body sliding against me in slow, desperate need. I curled my hand just right, pressed harder against her clit. That was all it took.

Her body jolted once —soft and sharp. A tiny cry punched from her throat. Her hips jerked up against my hand. And then she broke open, right there in my arms.

She came with a low, ragged moan, thighs twitching around my wrist, body rolling into my chest like she couldn’t help it. My name didn’t pass her lips, not exactly—but something close did. A breathy little sound, reverent and fucked-sweet, like she was calling for someone who already had her.

I didn’t stop. Not yet. 

I let her ride it out, fingers moving slow and steady while her body trembled around me. Her back arched once, hips shivering as the last wave passed through her, and then she collapsed against me with a breath so deep it sank right into my chest.

I pulled my hand away slowly, careful not to wake her. Her breath evened out. 

I pressed a kiss to her cheek, then her neck, then her collarbone. My fingers were soaked. I licked them clean, slow, savoring her taste on my tongue.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, lips brushing her hairline. “Even if you don’t say it. You’re mine now.” 

She made the faintest noise in her sleep —something like a contented sigh—and curled into me again. I tucked the blankets back around her, careful, slow, and wrapped my arm across her ribs like a lock around a secret.

She didn’t wake.
She wouldn’t remember this.
But her body would. And next time, she’d ask.
Maybe not out loud. But she’d ask. And I’d give her exactly what she wanted. 

Chapter4

The house was bright when I opened my eyes. Sunlight through the curtains, the kind that cuts across the room in pale stripes. Erin was still asleep, hair across the pillow, breathing slow. The shirt she wore—my shirt— was bunched at her hip. For a while I just watched the rise and fall of her chest, the way she looked almost peaceful for once.

When she finally stirred, I whispered her name. She blinked, squinting into the light. A sleepy little sound left her throat before she turned her head toward me.

“Morning,” she murmured, voice rough from sleep.
“Morning,” I said, and brushed a bit of hair from her eyes. 

She smiled at that, small and unguarded. Then she noticed the time. “Your parents will be home before lunch.”

“Plenty of time,” I said. “Come on, let’s make coffee.” She hesitated, still half under the covers, then swung her legs out of bed. I stood, tugged on sweats, and followed her to the kitchen.

It felt different —quiet, but not awkward. She moved easily around me, barefoot on the tile, opening cabinets, pulling mugs down from the shelf like she’d lived there for years. I leaned against the counter, watching her spoon grounds into the filter. Her hair was messy, a little halo of curls at her neck.

“Sugar?” she asked. 

“Black,” I said, then took the jar from her hand just to brush her fingers. She looked up, cheeks pink, but didn’t move away.

The smell of coffee filled the kitchen. I cracked eggs into a bowl, handed her a whisk, and we fell into a rhythm—passing salt, turning toast, shoulders bumping now and then. Domestic. Easy. Every small contact felt like a thread stitching me further into her day. When she laughed at something—quiet, genuine—it hit me how long it had been since anyone had made her laugh like that. The sound warmed the whole room.

“See?” I said. “You can smile before noon.”
She shook her head but kept smiling. “You’re trouble.”
“Maybe. But I make a decent omelet.” 

We sat at the table and ate, knees touching under the wood. Her eyes kept flicking to my hands whenever I reached for the coffee pot. I reached across and fixed a stray crumb at the corner of her mouth with my thumb. She froze, but didn’t stop me.

“Got it,” I said softly.
She looked down at her plate, voice barely above a whisper. “You shouldn’t be so kind to me.” “I like being kind to you.” 

For a long time, neither of us spoke. The only sound was the clock ticking and the faint hum of the refrigerator. She finished her coffee, stood, and started washing the dishes. I joined her without asking— handing her plates, rinsing the suds away. When she turned, the edge of her shoulder brushed mine, a quiet acknowledgment.

That was the morning we began to share small things: the dish towel, the last slice of toast, the silence between us. It was ordinary, and that was what made it dangerous. Ordinary things last.

The dishes were done. The coffee pot was empty. The kitchen was clean. She moved around like she didn’t know what to do with herself now—hands brushing crumbs that weren’t there, checking her phone, then setting it back down again without reading whatever she saw.

I leaned in the doorway, arms crossed. Watching. She still wore my Tshirt. Hadn’t bothered to change. Her bare legs flashed under the hem whenever she shifted on her feet. She was soft in the light, still a little sleepy, hair pulled up quick in a messy bun. She looked like someone who wanted permission to rest but didn’t know how to ask for it.

I pushed off the frame and came up behind her, hands slipping around her waist. She tensed for half a second—old habit, maybe—but then leaned back into me.

“Come on,” I murmured into her hair. “I’m taking you out today.”
She looked over her shoulder. “What?”
I nodded toward the hallway. “Get dressed.”
Her brows knit. “Where are we going?”
“You’ll see. Something easy.” I tugged gently on the shirt hem. “But you’re not wearing this.”
A smile curled at the edge of her mouth. “Why not?”
“Because it’s mine,” I said. “And because I want to pick something for you. Let me dress you.” 

Her breath hitched. Not in fear. Not in doubt. Just the way someone reacts when they don’t expect to be cared for in a way that’s both possessive and gentle. She searched my eyes like she was waiting for the joke.

But I wasn’t joking.
“You okay with that?” I asked, tone softer now. “You can say no. I just think it’d be nice.”
She nodded, slow. “Okay. You can… pick.” 

“Good girl,” I said, then kissed her temple. “Go sit on the bed.”
She padded barefoot to the guest room and curled up near the pillows while I rifled through the small stack of clothes she’d unpacked. I didn’t rush. I took my time, pulling out a pair of faded jeans that hugged her hips just right, and a cream sweater that was soft enough I caught her touching it the other day when she thought no one saw. I laid them gently beside her, then added one of her long scarves and a pair of thick socks.

She looked up at me. “You planned this.” 

“Maybe.” I leaned down and kissed the side of her knee, just above the bone. “You’ll look cute. All cozy. Everyone’ll think I’m taking my sweet little girlfriend to pick apples and sip cider.”

She laughed, quiet and stunned. “I’m not your girlfriend.”
“Could’ve fooled me,” I said, and handed her the sweater. 

I didn’t dress her all the way, not like she couldn’t do it herself. That wasn’t the point. But I was there. I watched. I helped her pull the sleeves down when they bunched at her elbows, adjusted the scarf around her neck, tucked her hair behind one ear. She let me fuss over her like no one had in years. Like she didn’t know she was allowed to be handled with care.

When she was done, she stood still in front of me, arms a little awkward, like she didn’t know how to wear the new attention.

I touched her cheek. “You’re beautiful, Erin.”
She shook her head. 

I didn’t let her deflect. I leaned close and whispered, “You’re mine today. All day. You get to be warm and soft and taken care of. You don’t have to think.”

Her shoulders slumped, but in that way that meant relief. Like she was handing off the weight of herself for a while.

“Okay,” she said. Just that. But her eyes were glassy and her fingers clung to the scarf like it was armor. I laced up her boots. Helped her into her coat. Tucked her hand into mine as we walked to the car. And when she looked at me across the console while I started the engine, something in her gaze cracked wide open.

That was the first day she let me be the one who led. Not in bed. Not with hands or mouths or the wet, messy things. Just in the way I moved through the world with her beside me. Like she belonged there. Like I wanted people to see.

Like she wasn’t someone else’s anymore. 

Chapter5

The drive took half an hour, the roads cutting through fields already the color of rust and honey. She sat angled toward the window, hair blowing in the vent air, smiling at nothing. I kept one hand on the wheel, the other draped across the back of her seat. Every few minutes I brushed a strand of hair away from her cheek, and she didn’t shy from it anymore.

At the orchard entrance the smell hit first —cider, hay, the faint smoke of someone’s fire pit. Children ran past with tiny pumpkins clutched to their chests. The air was crisp enough that her breath came out white. I tugged her scarf tighter around her neck before we got out of the car.

“You’re going to freeze,” I said.
“You’re fussing again,” she laughed.
“Yeah, I am,” I said. “It looks good on you.” 

She rolled her eyes but her blush gave her away. We wandered the rows together. The trees were low and heavy with fruit, sunlight filtering through in broken coins. I walked behind her, hands in my jacket pockets, and watched her fingers trace the rough bark. She reached for an apple and I stepped in, bracing her waist so she could stretch higher. She looked down over her shoulder when she felt my hands and for a heartbeat neither of us moved. Then she laughed, shy, and plucked the apple anyway.

By the third tree we were both sticky with juice. She bit into one and offered it to me, the skin already marked by her teeth. I took a bite from the same spot and grinned when she smacked my arm. “You’re incorrigible.”

“Admit it,” I said, “you like me better this way.” 

She didn’t answer, just shook her head and turned to keep walking, but her hand brushed mine and stayed there. I caught her fingers properly and felt them tighten back.

The farm had a little stand at the end of the rows selling cider and donuts. We sat on a bench beneath a sagging maple, knees touching, paper cups steaming between us. Her nose was pink from the cold. She tipped her head against my shoulder with a sigh so light I almost missed it.

“Warm enough now?” I asked.
“Maybe,” she said, not moving away.
I pulled out my phone. “Smile.” 

“Oh no, I’m a mess,” she started, but I already had the camera up. She turned at the last second and the photo caught her half laughing, hair tangled, eyes bright. I took another of us together—her cheek against mine, my grin too wide. When I showed her, she covered her mouth.

“I look happy,” she said quietly. 

“You are,” I told her. Later, when the sun began to drop, we walked back to the car with a bag of apples between us. I kept touching her without thinking about it—an arm around her shoulders, my fingers finding the small of her back when she tripped over a root, brushing dirt from her jeans. Each touch was lighter than air but built something solid between us.

At the car she hesitated before getting in. “Thank you,” she said. “For… today.”
I leaned on the door frame. “You make it sound like a chore.” 

“It’s not. It’s just—” She looked at me, searching. “It’s been a long time since someone planned a day just for me.”

I stepped closer, slid my hands to her waist. “Get used to it.” 

Her breath fogged between us. For a moment I thought she might step away, but instead she lifted her chin. The kiss was gentle, slow, the kind that feels like exhaling after holding your breath too long. When she pulled back, her eyes were wide and wet and sure.

We didn’t say anything on the drive home. Her hand rested on my knee, my thumb traced circles over her wrist. Every mile felt like the start of something neither of us had language for yet.

The house was quiet again. 

Outside, the light had gone gold, falling in long stripes through the kitchen windows. Erin leaned against the counter while I put the kettle on—hands wrapped around her cider cup, half-full, gone cold. She was flushed from the wind and still wearing the scarf I’d picked. She hadn’t taken it off since we got home.

I moved behind her and untied it gently, slid it from around her neck and set it on the hook near the door. My hands found her hips without thought.

“You warm now?” She nodded, voice sleepy. “Yeah. A little tired.”
“Good tired or bad?”
“Good,” she said, and leaned back into me. “Really good.” 

I kissed the top of her head and stayed like that a while, her weight resting against my chest, the smell of apple and cinnamon between us. She was soft. Quiet. Comfortable in that post-daydream haze, the kind that settles after too much fresh air and sugar.

“You ready to get out of all this?” I asked, hands already sliding down her arms. 

She gave a sleepy laugh. “You offering to undress me now, too?”
“I’m offering to help,” I said, voice low near her ear. “If you’re letting me take care of you, you don’t get to lift a finger.”

Upstairs, she didn’t argue. 

She stood in front of me, still a little shy, but didn’t resist when I helped her out of her coat. Out of the sweater. She raised her arms slow when I tugged the Tshirt she wore underneath over her head. Underneath, she wore a plain bra, soft cotton. I kissed her shoulder, not lingering, and her arms circled herself briefly like habit. But she didn’t stop me from kneeling to slide her jeans down, fingers brushing the waistband, peeling them off like she was something delicate.

“You’re always so gentle after,” she whispered, voice small.
I looked up at her. “You deserve gentle.” 

She blinked fast, once, and reached to steady herself on my shoulder.
I helped her into one of her sleep shirts—worn, pale pink, a little threadbare at the collar. Then I tucked her under the covers, pulling the blanket up to her ribs, brushing her hair from her cheek where it fanned out across the pillow.

“You don’t have to stay,” she said, but it was a question.
“I want to.” 

I switched off the lamp, crawled in beside her. She turned into me instinctively, sighing into my neck. Her fingers curled against my chest, not clinging—just holding, grounding.

“I forgot what this was like,” she said into the dark. “Just… being looked at that way.”
I kissed her forehead. “You’ll get used to it.”
“You shouldn’t say things like that.” “Why not?”
“Because I want to believe you.”
I exhaled against her temple, my arms tightening. “Then do.” 

We didn’t talk after that. We just lay there. Our breaths matched. Her body was warm along mine, her leg hooked over my thigh. It was the closest thing to peace I’d ever felt—no sex, no performance. Just her. Asleep in my arms. Letting me stay.

Like I belonged. 

Chapter6

She fell asleep against me. 

One minute she was murmuring something about the orchard, the warmth of the cider, the way the wind had caught the hem of her scarf—and the next, her words softened into breath, her body settling with a quiet little sigh into my chest. Her fingers twitched against my shirt, then stilled.

I stayed there a while. 

Listened to the rhythm of her breathing, the slow rise and fall of her chest, the way her legs shifted just slightly as she drifted deeper. I knew the signs now— when she was really under, not faking it, not pretending. Her mouth slackened, parted just a little. Her breath caught, then smoothed out again.

She trusted me. 

That trust wasn’t casual. It was holy. My hand slid slowly under the blanket, down to her waist. She was warm. So warm. She wore nothing under the sleep shirt, just soft cotton over bare skin, and when I brushed my knuckles along her thigh she shifted, but didn’t wake.

I pushed the shirt higher.
Took my time. 

No rush tonight. I didn’t want fast. I wanted slow. Reverent. I wanted her to feel everything even if she couldn’t name it in the moment.

My palm grazed her stomach, then slipped down, lower, easing between her thighs.
Still asleep. 

Still mine. I whispered against her hairline, lips just brushing skin: “You remember what you told me? You said I could touch you like this. You said you wanted it. So I’m going to. Nice and slow. Just the way you like it.”

She didn’t respond. Didn’t need to.
She breathed me in like it was instinct. 

I kissed the corner of her mouth, then down the side of her neck, slow and soft, while my fingers slid between her folds. She was already warm. Not as wet as the night before, but soft—open. Like her body knew I’d come. Like it had been waiting.

I moved slow. One fingertip first. Circling. Teasing. Then dipping in. The faintest hitch of breath came from her lips. Her leg twitched again. Her hips tilted toward my hand, just a little, like she was trying to make more contact in her sleep.

I kept whispering. “Feels good, doesn’t it? Even like this. Even when you’re dreaming. You don’t need to think. I’ve got you.”

Her breath sped up slightly. Her mouth opened. A tiny sound caught in her throat—part moan, part whimper— and I knew she was close to that edge. That place where she might wake, or not. Where she might just let it wash over her again, the same way she had the night before.

I kissed her shoulder.
I didn’t stop touching her. 

And when she came —quiet, but real—it was in a soft, shaking wave that rolled through her body like a dream breaking open. Her thighs clenched. Her breath caught. And I held her through all of it, murmuring her name into her skin like a secret.
When her body went slack again, I pulled the blanket up. Smoothed her shirt back down. Pressed one last kiss to her forehead.

“You’re mine,” I whispered again.
She didn’t wake.
But her hand found my chest in her sleep. And stayed there. 

Chapter7

The bed was warm when I reached for her, but empty. 

The pillow still smelled like her shampoo. Sheets rumpled where she’d curled into me the night before, legs tangled with mine, soft little gasps under her breath when I touched her in her sleep. She’d come apart in my arms, twitching and whispering, dreaming of hands that were already on her. And now she was gone, sunlight cutting across the mattress in pale gold.

I didn’t panic.
I smiled. 

Pulled on sweats, ran a hand through my hair, and padded barefoot into the hallway.
The scent hit me first—cinnamon, nutmeg, something buttery and warm. Then came the sound: soft humming, the clatter of bowls, flour being scooped, drawers sliding open.

I stepped into the kitchen.
And stopped cold. 

She was at the counter, bent slightly as she rolled dough across the wood. Her hair was up in a messy knot, a pencil stabbed through it. No bra. No shirt. Just one of my aprons, tied high at her waist, the fabric barely covering her thighs and clinging across her chest like it’d been made for this.

The curve of her hip peeked out at the side. Her bare foot tapped the floor in time with whatever soft melody she was humming.

And she hadn’t seen me yet. I leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, and took my time. Just… watched.

Watched her move like the kitchen belonged to her. Like the house did. Like I did. 

Watched her reach up on tiptoes to grab the sugar tin, apron shifting dangerously, hem riding up until I saw the round edge of her ass, soft and bare beneath the thin strap of cloth.

Jesus.
She turned with the bowl, saw me, and startled—just a little.
Then she smiled. And kept working. 

“Morning,” she said, like she didn’t know exactly what she looked like.
“Morning,” I echoed, still leaning. “What the hell are you doing?”

“Baking,” she said, brushing hair from her eyes with the back of her wrist. “We had apples left. And I didn’t want to wake you.”

“You’re wearing my apron.”
She glanced down, feigning innocence. “Am I?”
“Nothing but my apron.” 

She looked over her shoulder and gave me a look I hadn’t seen from her before—something playful, glowing, with just enough awareness to make it intentional.

“I thought I’d lean into it,” she said. “You know. Since we’re alone for the weekend.”
I stepped behind her, hands sliding to her hips.
“You’re going to kill me,” I murmured against her neck.
She laughed—light and warm—and rolled the dough again. 

“I’m making a pie,” she said. “You can help, if you want. Or you can just stare at my ass. Whichever makes you feel more like a man.”

I growled low and bit the curve of her shoulder, just enough to make her gasp.
“You really playing the housewife card on me?” I asked. 

She looked back at me with wide, mock-innocent eyes. “Maybe.”
“I’ll buy you a ring,” I said, dead serious. “Don’t test me.”

That made her laugh harder, leaning into my chest as I wrapped my arms around her from behind. I could feel the way her body softened into mine, the way she wasn’t scared anymore. Not here. Not today. Not with flour on her fingers and a pie in the oven and my mouth on her neck.

“You really gonna cook all weekend like this?” I asked, kissing her shoulder again.
“If you’re lucky.”
“I’m the luckiest man alive.”
“Damn right you are,” she whispered.
I didn’t help. Didn’t even pretend to. 

I pulled out one of the chairs at the little kitchen table and sat backward in it, arms folded across the top rail, chin resting easy, watching her like I had nothing better to do.

She was all over that counter. Hips swaying while she mixed cinnamon and sugar, turning just enough that every time she reached, I got a full view of her thighs. Bare. Smooth. Shifting with every little step. And that apron—God. It gaped open at the sides when she leaned, flashed slivers of skin like it was trying to tempt me.

It worked.
“You’re staring,” she said without looking back.
“Yep.” 

She reached for the butter dish, stretched, and I got a perfect, slow view of her ass pushing against the apron, hem riding up again until I saw where the curve met thigh.

“You’re doing it again,” she said, voice light, maybe trying to sound annoyed, but I heard the smile.
“I’ve got the best seat in the house,” I said. “Be rude not to look.”
She glanced over her shoulder—flushed, but glowing. “You’re impossible.”
“I’m suffering.”
“Go set the oven.”
“No.” 

She rolled her eyes, turned back to the bowl, and started working the butter into the dough with her fingers, palms dusted with flour. I watched the movement of her shoulders, the little flex in her calves, the shift in her waist when she twisted for the measuring spoon.

I stood.
Stalked up behind her. 

Hands slid to her hips, slow and warm, thumbs brushing the bare dip just above the apron tie. She stilled. A breath caught in her throat.

“You gonna make me do all the work?” she asked, quiet.
“I’m helping,” I said. 

I ran one hand down to the curve of her ass, palmed it, gave it a slow, deep squeeze. She let out a sound—half a gasp, half a laugh—and tried to keep stirring.

I didn’t stop. “Perfect,” I muttered. “Soft like a peach. Look at you.”
“Stop it,” she whispered, but she leaned back into my hand anyway. 

I pushed the apron aside and slid my fingers over the curve of her skin, tracing the edge of her thigh, then down again. I didn’t go between her legs. Not yet. Just touched. Held. Let her feel my hands while she worked.

“You know what you’re doing, don’t you?” I said low near her ear.
She didn’t answer.
“Walking around like this. Cooking in nothing but my apron. Making pie with your ass on full display.” 

“I’m baking,” she said, but her voice broke just slightly on the second syllable.
“You’re mine,” I said, and kissed the side of her neck, just once. “And that pie’s not the only thing getting filled today.”

She laughed, but it was breathless. Pressed her hips back into my hand. “You’re horrible.”
“You love it.” 

I gave her one more squeeze, one more long, slow touch, then backed off—just enough to let her breathe. Her hands went still on the dough, her shoulders tight like she was deciding whether to turn around and kiss me or melt straight into the counter.

I walked back to the chair and sat down again.
Arms crossed. Grinning.
She glanced back with wide, pink cheeks. “You’re going to ruin me.”
I tipped my head. “That’s the idea.”
The pie was in. 

She slid the pan into the oven like she’d been doing it for years—fluid, casual, hips shifting with the movement—and I watched every second of it like it was an act put on just for me. She turned back around with that same flushed look on her face, apron still wrapped tight around her and flour streaked across her forearm.

“Timer’s set,” she said.
I held my arms open. “Then get over here.” 

She hesitated. Only for a moment. Then padded over on bare feet, the little grin pulling at her lips, head tilted like she was still pretending this wasn’t a fantasy she’d slid right into.
“Lap?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes, smiling like she couldn’t help it, and nodded. 

I pulled her in slow. She straddled me right there on the kitchen chair, her legs sliding around my waist, apron brushing my chest, heat pooling between us like it had been waiting all morning. She fit too well. Too naturally. Like we’d done this a dozen times already.

“You’ve got cinnamon on your face,” I said, brushing my thumb under her jaw.
“You’re not here to clean me up,” she whispered. 

“No, I’m here to make a mess.” I leaned in, kissed the corner of her mouth first. Then the center. Then both hands found her thighs under the apron and started tracing lazy, warm circles. “You were humming earlier.”

“I do that when I’m happy.” I smiled against her skin. “You were humming while half-naked and elbowdeep in apples. That’s a dangerous combination.”

She laughed again, and this time it was full-bodied. She tucked her arms around my neck and leaned in to kiss me properly—slow, sweet, a little messy with how much she wanted it. Her hips rocked against mine once, unintentional, and I made a sound low in my throat.

I bit her bottom lip. She gasped, pressed closer.
“Did you plan this?” she asked, voice soft, eyes locked on mine. “The orchard, the apron, the pie…”
“I told you I wanted to take care of you.”
“Like this?” 

“Exactly like this.” Her hands slid into my hair, fingertips curling, and I ran mine up the backs of her thighs, under the apron now. Just holding. Just feeling. The way her skin warmed under my touch. The way she arched into me when I kissed down her neck.

“You keep looking at me like you’re going to devour me,” she whispered.
“I am.”
“Timer’s only got twenty-eight minutes left.”
“That’s enough to ruin you twice.” 

She flushed darker, leaned into my chest to hide her face. I kissed her temple. Her jaw. Let my fingers keep moving, slow and lazy over the soft curve of her ass, the bare stretch of skin down to her knees.
She shifted in my lap, pressing her hips into mine. I groaned quietly and caught her mouth again, deeper this time, teeth grazing. Her breath hitched. Her thighs clenched around me.

“You like teasing me like this?” I asked between kisses.
“Yes,” she whispered. 

“You like pretending you’re just cooking, just baking pie, just doing normal things, while you’ve got nothing on under this apron and your pussy’s pressed to my thigh?”

She didn’t answer. Didn’t have to.
I reached behind her and untied the apron just slightly, let the knot loosen, the fabric sag.
Still just teasing. Still just touching. 

My hand slid up her back, the flat of her spine warming under my palm. She kissed me harder. Hungrier. Her hips moved again, this time with more purpose. She was wet—I could feel it through my sweats, the heat between us building in a slow, terrible rhythm.

But I didn’t rush.
I kept kissing her like I had hours. Like she was mine already and all we had to do now was get used to it.
“You’re going to get flour all over me,” I murmured.
She looked down at the mess she’d made of my shirt and smiled, smug. “You deserve it.” 

“Yeah?” I bit her neck, then soothed it with a kiss. “What else do I deserve?”
She moved against me again. Rocking. Sighing. Her breath was shallow now. Her lips were pink, kissed raw, pupils wide.

“This,” she whispered. “All of this.”
Twenty-eight minutes.
I could ruin her slow. 

The timer ticked down behind her, forgotten. The scent of baking apples hung thick in the air, warm and golden, the crust just beginning to brown. But she wasn’t thinking about pie anymore.

Neither was I. 

She rocked in my lap, slow and aching, mouth red, eyes heavy, breath catching every time my thigh pressed just right. My hands were under the apron, palms full of her ass, guiding her hips into the rhythm she was already falling into.
She was soft and flushed, all warmth and want.

I caught her chin between my fingers and tilted her face to mine.
“Enough teasing,” I said, voice low. “Time to take you.”
Her breath hitched. 

“You’ve been good for me,” I murmured, thumb brushing her bottom lip. “Sweet. Soft. You trust me. You let me touch you in your sleep, let me undress you slow, feed you pie like a housewife. But now I want everything.”

She swallowed. Her hands curled into my shirt. 

“I’m going to fill you,” I said, dragging the words out like honey. “Until you’re full and trembling. Until you can’t walk straight. You want that?”
She nodded. Fast. Breathless.

I tightened my grip on her waist. “Then you get to choose.”
She blinked. 

“Here?” I asked, sliding one hand down between her legs, cupping her heat. “Bent over this table, apron still on, pie baking in the background?”

She whimpered. 

“Or the bed?” I kissed under her jaw, the shell of her ear. “Pillows, soft sheets, face down while I spread you open slow and take my time?”

She bit her lip. Her hips twitched. “Or the shower,” I whispered, mouth hot against her throat. “Hot water. Steam. You pressed to the wall while I lift your leg and fuck you slow. Deep.”

She moaned—quiet, shuddering. Her whole body trembled in my lap.
“Your choice,” I said again. “But wherever we go—I’m finishing inside you.”
I pulled back to see her face.
Flushed. Wanting. Wide-eyed.
“Pick, baby,” I said, thumb stroking over her inner thigh. “Where do you want me to ruin you?”
She didn’t answer right away. 

Her breath was ragged against my throat, hands fisted in my shirt, body rocking just slightly in my lap like she couldn’t help it. I’d given her the options—all of them. Laid it out clear, promised what I’d give. She just had to name it.

Her lips brushed mine when she whispered it.
“I want all of it.”
Then her forehead rested against mine, voice smaller, breathier.
“But right now… the bed.”
My hands tightened around her waist. 

She was warm and trembling in my arms, and the way she said it—the bed—like it was sacred. Like she wanted to be taken apart slowly this first time. Laid out, unfolded, held down, but loved through it. Not rushed. Not claimed in passing.

Owned in full. I kissed her, slow and steady. Then stood, lifting her with both hands under her thighs, her legs locking around my waist, apron fluttering as I carried her down the hallway without breaking contact. She clung to me like she couldn’t remember how to be anything but held.

I kicked the bedroom door open with my foot.
Walked her straight to the edge of the bed.
Set her down like she weighed nothing.
She reached for the apron tie at her back—nervous, unsure—but I caught her wrists before she could finish.
“I got you,” I murmured. “Let me.” 

She nodded, eyes wide. I untied the knot slowly, let the fabric fall. No fanfare. Just slow skin revealed inch by inch. Her chest. Her belly. Her thighs. The little curve of her hip. When the apron dropped to the floor and she stood there bare in the morning light, she looked up at me like she wasn’t sure she could be that exposed and still wanted.

I didn’t let her doubt it for a second.
I kissed her collarbone. Her chest. Knelt to kiss her hip, then her knee, then back up again.
“Lie down.” 

She did, body slow and trembling, hair fanned out on the pillow, hands resting at her sides like she didn’t know what to do with them.

I stripped next.
Not rushed. I let her watch. 

Every inch of me revealed under her eyes, and when I crawled over her, the breath she let out was long and shaky and full of want. My hands braced on either side of her head. My mouth hovered over hers.

“You want me to take my time?” I asked.
She nodded.
“You want me inside you?”
“Yes,” she whispered.
I kissed her. And then I started. 

Chapter8

Her mouth opened under mine like she’d been waiting hours for the kiss.
Not desperate. Not rushed. Just full. 

The kind you give someone when there’s no one watching—when you can finally let your shoulders fall and breathe.

I kissed her slow.
Deep. 

Felt the weight of her soften under me as my hands traced her sides, the slope of her waist, the outer curve of her thighs. Her breath hitched when I kissed just below her jaw, and I felt her fingers curl into the sheets, clinging like she didn’t know what else to hold.

“You okay?” I asked, voice low against her throat. She nodded. Her eyes fluttered shut.
“I need to hear it.”
“I’m okay,” she whispered. “I’m more than okay.” 

I kissed her again, slower this time. My hand drifted down, thumb brushing her inner thigh. She opened for me without needing to be told—legs parting, knees soft, body pliant. Her hips lifted into my touch.

She was already wet. Silky, soaked. My fingers slid easily as I worked her open, slow, gentle, teasing just enough to watch her chest rise with each breath. I circled her clit until her body twitched, then dipped lower and slid inside—one finger, then two, coaxing soft sounds from her lips with every curl.

Her breath caught. Her back arched. 

I pressed my forehead to hers, watching every shift in her face, every tremble in her hands. “You feel that?” I murmured. “How ready you are for me?”
“Yes,” she whispered.

“You’ve been ready since I laid you out.”
“Longer,” she said, so quiet I almost missed it. “Since the couch. Since the first time you…”
I kissed her before she could finish. Not because I didn’t want to hear it. Because I already knew. 

I pulled my fingers free, lined myself up, slid the tip against her—just that, slow, letting her feel it. Her thighs trembled. Her hands gripped the sheet tighter. She looked up at me with her lips parted, her eyes glassy.

“You sure?” I asked one last time.
“Yes.” I pushed in.
Slow.
All the way. 

Her mouth opened on a breathless gasp, eyes fluttering shut, legs wrapping around me as I sank into her inch by inch. Her body clung to me—tight, warm, trembling. I moved slow, buried myself deep, bottomed out and held there, hips pressed against hers, forehead to hers.

“God, Erin,” I breathed. “You feel…”
She moaned. 

That soft, breaking moan that made my heart thud hard in my chest. Like she was overwhelmed. Like she couldn’t believe what we were doing even as her body welcomed every inch of it.
I pulled back, slow, then rocked forward again.

Her fingers found my back. Dug in. Pulled. 

I fucked her like that —long, slow strokes, hips pressing into hers with steady rhythm. The bed creaked beneath us. The blanket tangled around her legs. Her head tipped back into the pillow as her body took me over and over again, each thrust making her gasp, each roll of my hips making her sigh my name.

She whispered it.
Like a secret.
Like a prayer.
And I didn’t stop. 

I kissed her again. Bit gently at her bottom lip. My hand slid up, cupped her breast, thumb brushing her nipple until she gasped and arched into me. Her whole body moved with mine now—grinding, lifting, chasing each slow push of my cock like it was something she’d been waiting her whole life to take.

Her legs tightened around my waist.
She was so wet. So tight. 

And every time I drove into her she moaned softer — sweeter—until the sounds caught in her throat like she couldn’t contain them anymore.

“I’m gonna come,” she breathed. “I’m—please—”
“Come for me,” I whispered. “Come while I’m inside you. Let me feel you.” 

Her whole body tensed under me. Her hands clutched at my shoulders. Her breath hitched hard—and then she broke.
Her pussy clenched around me, tight and wet and pulsing. Her head tipped back, mouth open in a silent cry, and she came with her whole body—shuddering under me, hips jerking up to meet mine, thighs locking like she didn’t want to let me go.

I held her through it.
Thrust through it.
Let her ride the wave while I fucked her deeper.
Slower. 

When her orgasm started to fade, when her legs began to loosen and her breath evened out, I pulled back just enough to look at her.

“You want me to finish inside?”
She nodded—barely. “You sure?”
“Yes,” she whispered. “I want you to.”
I kissed her, hard. Then fucked her faster. 

Chased my own edge with her thighs gripping my sides, her nails raking soft lines down my back, her eyes locked on mine even when she could barely keep them open. I didn’t stop. Didn’t hold back. Her body still fluttered around me—aftershocks and tremors—and I lost it.

I came deep.
Hard. 

Burying myself inside her to the hilt, groaning against her shoulder as I emptied into her, pulse after pulse, until I had nothing left.
And still I stayed there.

Still. Pressed against her. Inside her.
Holding her like I never wanted to leave. 

She was panting beneath me. Warm. Slick. Legs loose now, arms wrapped lazily around my neck, eyes halflidded and glazed in the softest way I’d ever seen.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.
I laughed against her collarbone.
“Still think pie was the highlight of your morning?” I asked.
She smiled. “It’s tied.” I kissed her again. Slower now. Sweet.
And stayed right there inside her.
Warm.
Still pulsing.
Not soft. 

Her body was relaxed beneath mine, legs splayed wide, arms loose around my neck, face glowing in the aftermath. But her breath was still uneven. Her eyes heavy-lidded. Her skin flushed with that same tell—it wasn’t enough.

Not yet. 

I kissed the corner of her mouth. Then her cheek. Her throat.
She made a soft sound—content, maybe—like she thought we were done.

I smiled against her neck.
“No,” I murmured.
Her eyes fluttered open.
“No?” she breathed, confused.
“I’m not done with you.” I kissed her jaw. “You think I’d stop after one?”
Her body tensed slightly. Not in fear. In shock.
“Baby,” I whispered, dragging my teeth across her shoulder, “I just got started.”
She blinked, lips parting.
“I’m not pulling out,” I said, voice rough now. “Not once this weekend. You understand?” 

She gasped —tiny, involuntary. Her thighs tried to close around me, but I was already pushing back in, still slick with both of us, still hard, still deep.

She whimpered.
“You asked me for this,” I reminded her. “Let me in your bed. Told me you wanted it all.”
I rolled my hips once—slow, grinding deep—and watched her mouth fall open again.
“I gave you all of me,” I said. “And now I’m giving it to you again.”
I thrust.
Harder.
Her hands clutched at my arms.
“This time,” I whispered, lips brushing her ear, “I’m not going to be gentle.”
She moaned.
I pulled back, slow and thick and dripping, then sank in again with force. Her breath punched out of her lungs.
“You like that?”
She nodded—barely.
“Tell me.” “Yes—”
“Tell me you want me to fill you up.”
“I want—fuck—I want you to—”
“To what?”
“To finish inside,” she choked. “Again.”
I growled low and snapped my hips forward. She gasped, back arching.
“Not just again,” I said. “Over and over. You’re not leaving this bed until you’re full. Leaking.” 

She whimpered. “You feel that?” I murmured, dragging a hand between us, pressing to her lower belly. “You’re going to take every drop. I want it dripping down your thighs while you eat pie later. You’ll smell like me. Walk like you’re owned.”

“Please,” she whispered, so soft it was a prayer.
“You think I care if you’re sore?” I bit her shoulder. “You asked for this.” 

She clung to me, sobbing into my neck, hips rolling to meet every deep thrust. Her pussy clenched again, fluttering around me like she was already close. I didn’t slow. Didn’t give her time to catch up.

“You want a baby?”
She gasped.
“Want me to fuck a baby into you?” I asked, voice breaking now, deep and low. “Say it.”
“I want it—”
“Say it, Erin.”
“I want your baby,” she cried out, voice shaking. “I want to feel it take—please—”
That broke me.
I fucked her harder.
Not fast—deep.
Ruthless.
Dragging the head of my cock right against the spot that made her break. 

Her body twisted under me, shaking. Her nails dug into my shoulders. She was already close again, I could feel it in the way her muscles tensed, the way her legs locked, the way she couldn’t catch her breath.

“You’re going to come on my cock again,” I growled. “And when you do, I’m going to come so deep you’ll feel it in your throat.”

She screamed—short, shocked—and shattered under me.
Tight.
Pulsing.
Soaking. 

I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through it, one hand on her hip, the other gripping the headboard, driving into her with every inch until I felt it—that point. No return. Muscles pulling tight. Heat rolling up my spine like lightning.
I buried myself to the hilt.

And came hard.
Hot.
Flooding her.
Groaning into her neck, full body shudder, holding her down while I pulsed deep inside her.
She whimpered. Moaned. Still twitching.
I stayed there.
Chest heaving. Cock still buried. Still thick. Her cunt still clenching. 

And I wasn’t done. “You’re gonna take me again,” I whispered. “Not now. But soon. You understand?”

She nodded, dazed, breath shallow.
“This whole weekend,” I said. “You’re mine. Every hole. Every drop. You won’t walk straight by Monday.”
She whimpered, wrapped her arms around my back, and whispered, “Please don’t stop.”
She trembled under me. 

Soft little aftershocks still pulling at her muscles, legs twitching from the second orgasm, her body sunk deep into the mattress like she’d melted through the sheets. My cock still nestled inside her, slow to soften, every shift of my hips making her gasp faintly, even now. I kissed her neck. Her shoulder. Ran my fingers through the damp strands of her hair, combing it back from her temple.

“Sleep,” I whispered.
She shook her head weakly. “I can’t—I’m too—”
“You can.” I kissed her cheek. “You’re safe. I’ve got you.” 

She blinked, lips parted, eyes glazed and heavy with exhaustion and pleasure. Her chest rose and fell against mine.

“I won’t stop,” I whispered against her skin. “Not for hours. Not until your body knows who it belongs to.” 

She whimpered. I kissed the corner of her mouth, then her jaw. “Go to sleep, Erin. Let me have you.”

She closed her eyes. 

I stayed still. Let her breathing slow. Let her sink into me, into the mattress, into the kind of trust that bends a woman open without asking for more than the soft word yes. I watched her mouth slacken, her fingers loosen where they clung to my back. Her head lolled to one side.

She was out.
Not pretending.
Dreaming.
I didn’t pull out.
Didn’t move at first. Just held her. 

Let the quiet stretch. Let her body go limp under mine, limbs loose, muscles loose, thighs still parted around my hips. She twitched once—something in her dream— and I felt her cunt clench softly around me, involuntary and perfect.

I rocked forward.
Slow.
Her breath caught.
I did it again. 

And again. Small, careful thrusts. Just enough to stir her. To keep her full. To give her something to dream around.

“You’re doing so good,” I murmured against her temple. “Just sleep. I’ll take care of it.” 

I fucked her slowly, so slowly. Barely moving. Just sliding in and out with the slick from the last two rounds, her body welcoming me back with heat and softness like she hadn’t had enough. Like she wanted to be taken this way.

“Your body remembers,” I whispered. “Even in sleep. It knows it’s mine.”
She moaned, soft and distant, hips lifting slightly before falling still again.
I kissed her shoulder. Her ear. 

“You’re going to stay like this all weekend,” I told her. “Full of me. All my cum inside you. Every dream wet. Every morning sticky between your thighs.”
She whimpered. Not awake. But hearing.

I fucked her slower.
Harder.
Not to come. Not yet.
Just to keep her body aware. Open. Owned. 

“Gonna put a baby in you like this,” I whispered. “While you’re sleeping. While you’re soft and helpless and perfect. Gonna breed you in your dreams until you wake up full.”

She gasped in her sleep. Hips rolling. Her breath hitched again. 

I grinned into her neck. “Don’t worry,” I whispered. “I’m not stopping. Not until you’re leaking all over my thighs.”

She didn’t answer.
Just lay there.
Soft.
Asleep.
And mine. 

I must’ve dozed off. The room had shifted. The sun through the window was lower now—golder, warmer. The bed was hot, soaked in the scent of sweat and sex and sleep, tangled with sheets that hadn’t seen mercy since sunrise. My legs were heavy. My chest slick. My cock a dull, aching throb between my thighs.

And then I felt it—
Weight.
Warm.
Bare.
Soft thighs straddling my hips.
Her.
I opened my eyes. 

She was there, flushed and glowing in the late light, hair still a mess from earlier, face dreamy but focused, chest rising and falling like she’d been working herself up just watching me sleep. Her hands were on my shoulders. Her hips already rolling—slow, steady, grinding down against me with the same rhythm I’d fucked her with hours ago.

She was riding me.
Silent.
Dreamy-eyed.
Like she hadn’t even meant to wake me.
But fuck, she had. 

My cock was already thick again. Had been hard inside her while I slept, still half-hard when she mounted me. She’d worked herself onto me like I was a toy made for her and she hadn’t stopped. Slick from earlier, still so warm and wet that sliding in must’ve been effortless.

And now? She was grinding down like she belonged there.
Like this was hers to take.
“Erin,” I rasped, voice rough with sleep. 

She looked down at me —slow, soft. Like she’d known I’d wake up like this. Her mouth parted, flushed lip caught between her teeth.

“Sorry,” she whispered. “I couldn’t wait.”
“Fuck—”
I gripped her hips. 

She gasped, rocking harder. “I woke up full,” she breathed. “Still leaking. Still open. And you were hard. I couldn’t help it.”

“You don’t have to help it,” I growled, pushing up into her. “This is yours. I’m yours.” 

Her hands braced on my chest, body arching, breasts bouncing slightly as she rode me. Not fast. Not rough. Just slow, greedy, claiming every inch. Her cunt still soft and sensitive, clenching down on me like it missed me, like it hadn’t just milked me dry a few hours ago.

“You feel that?” she whispered. “Still warm. Still full. I wanted more.”
I groaned, eyes rolling back. My hands slid to her thighs, her ass, pulling her down harder on each thrust.
“You’re insatiable,” I said, barely able to speak.
“I’m yours,” she whispered. And that broke me. 

I sat up, mouth on hers instantly, tongue deep, teeth scraping her lips as I fucked up into her now—holding her tight, grinding our bodies together like I needed her closer than skin would allow.

She moaned into my mouth, breath shaking.
“Gonna come again,” she gasped. “So fast—I’m gonna—”
“Let it happen,” I growled, “I want it.” 

She bit down on my shoulder, and her whole body went tight—trembling, spasming, coming again around me while I drove into her, deep and hungry and fucking ruined. Her pussy squeezed every inch of me like it didn’t want to let go. Like it needed more.

And I gave it. I flipped her without warning—pinned her to the bed, legs thrown wide, hands gripping her wrists above her head. She laughed, breathless.

“My turn again,” I whispered.
She nodded, dazed and panting.
“I told you,” I said, sliding deep. “This whole weekend. You don’t walk straight by Monday.” 

Chapter10

The pie was cold.
We didn’t care. 

She sat between my legs, a blanket around her shoulders and another pooled around both of us on the floor, still naked underneath. Her thighs were blotched with bruises, lips swollen from too much kissing, hair a wild halo around her flushed face. She leaned back into my chest, warm and loose and spent.

I fed her a bite of pie off my fork. 

She took it slow, lips brushing the tines, licking sugar off the corner of her mouth. I watched every second like it was sacred.

“This is so dumb,” she whispered around the bite. “We’re on the kitchen floor.”
“You’re naked and glowing and I just made you come four times,” I said. “It’s not dumb. It’s domestic.”

She laughed softly. The kind of laugh you can’t fake.
“I feel like a mess.”
I kissed her temple. “You look like a dream.” 

Her body sank into mine, her back against my chest, her head tipping to one side so I could nose at her neck. We passed the pie back and forth, crumbs catching at the corners of our mouths, and I let one hand drift low beneath the blanket, settling on her thigh.

She didn’t stop me.
Didn’t even flinch. 

Just exhaled, long and slow, like she’d been holding her breath for months.
She licked a bit of filling off her thumb and looked down at it, quiet for a beat too long.

“I don’t want to go back,” she said.
I blinked. “Back?”
She nodded. “To him.”
My grip tightened on her thigh. 

“I was going to,” she added quickly. “I was going to try. Patch things up. Go home Monday. Say this weekend was just space. A break.”

I didn’t say anything yet.
Her voice went quieter. “But I don’t want to.” My jaw tightened. I set the fork down beside us.
“Then don’t,” I said.
“It’s not that simple.”
“It is.” I turned her chin toward me with two fingers, made her look up. “You’re not going back.”
She swallowed.
“You’re mine now,” I said. “That part’s already decided.”
Her lips parted like she was going to argue—but didn’t. 

“I meant it,” I whispered, leaning in, brushing her mouth with mine. “You wore my apron, cooked in my kitchen, came on my cock while the pie baked. You really think I’m letting you go back to some man who doesn’t even look at you?”

She closed her eyes. 

“I’ll take care of everything,” I murmured. “Papers. Divorce. Hell, I’ll walk into that man’s house and tell him myself. You don’t owe him anything.”

“You don’t understand,” she said, but her voice was shaking. “We’ve been together so long.”
“So have old shoes,” I said. “Doesn’t mean you keep wearing them when they don’t fit anymore.”
She laughed—a small, pained sound—and buried her face in my shoulder. 

I wrapped both arms around her. Held her there. “You’re not his wife anymore,” I whispered. “You’re mine.”

Her breath hitched. 

“You hear me?” I kissed the top of her head. “You’re my little wife now. I’ll put a ring on your finger. I’ll put a baby in you. I’ll build a fucking life around you.”

Her hand clutched my arm. 

“I’ll fuck you in the mornings and feed you in the evenings. I’ll pull you into my lap in every room of this house and remind you who you belong to.”

“Stop,” she whispered.
“No.”
She turned in my arms, suddenly facing me, eyes glassy. “You’re serious.”
“As a vow.” 

She kissed me. Not quick. Not tentative. Just full. Her hands cradled my face like she couldn’t believe it was real.

“I didn’t know I could have this,” she said into my mouth.
“Now you do.” 
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