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I shift in the passenger seat of Stuart's BMW, my cunt still throbbing from that fucking vibrator he controlled at the museum. The sleek black leather seat sticks to the back of my thighs as I cross and uncross my legs, trying to look normal and not like someone who's been edged within an inch of sanity for the past hour. Stuart's profile is infuriatingly calm as he navigates traffic, completely unbothered while I'm drowning in frustration. Three dates in, and I still haven't gotten him inside me—which wasn't exactly the plan when I agreed to this whole pleasure dom thing.

Stuart pulls up to a spot near Lucia's, the Italian place he's been raving about. My mind's still half-stuck in that exhibit where he kept cranking up the intensity every time I paused in front of a painting. Bastard had me biting my lip so hard I nearly drew blood, all while maintaining perfect small talk about brush techniques with an elderly docent. 

Everything's changed so fast. Around four weeks ago, I was sobbing on Jess's couch after discovering Daniel had been casually cheating on me while I was busy planning our wedding after four-years together. Now I'm living in Jess's spare room, working at Empire Media thanks to her referral, and dating—or whatever this is—a man who likes to make me beg for permission to come.

"You okay over there?" Stuart asks, his voice low and amused as he switches off the engine.

I realize I've been absently rubbing my thighs together. "Just peachy. Except for you never letting me come."

"Nobody's denying you anything." His smile suggests otherwise. "You just have to wait."

This is the weird, hot contradiction of Stuart. He's all about my pleasure—obsessed with it, actually—but only on his terms. He edges me, makes me describe what I want in humiliating detail, then delivers with such focused intensity I nearly black out. Two nights ago, he spent forty-five minutes with his head between my thighs, not letting me come until I was sobbing, begging, practically speaking in tongues.

And yet, his cock remains this mythical entity I've only experienced in my mouth and against my hand. Seven thick inches I can't stop thinking about, but apparently can't have inside me until—

*You couldn't get it down your throat because it was too big and you didn't know what you were doing.*

Eros's voice cuts into my thoughts, and I tense. The so-called god of desire materializes in the back seat, lounging like he owns the car, his golden curls catching the light that shouldn't even be affecting him since he's apparently not corporeal to anyone but me.

Case in point, I think, knowing he can hear me. The mind-reading thing is just one more invasion of privacy I didn't sign up for when this supernatural menace decided to become my personal sex coach.

"You're thinking too much," Stuart says, misinterpreting my expression as he reaches over to brush his thumb across my lower lip. The simple touch sends heat straight between my legs. "Let's get some food in you."

"Food isn't what I'm hungry for," I murmur, trying to ignore Eros making gagging noises from the back seat.

Stuart's eyes darken. "Patience." He climbs out and comes around to open my door.

Standing on the sidewalk, I press against him subtly, enjoying how his body tenses in response. "Listen," I say, struck by sudden inspiration. "Can you grab our table? I need to call Jess about something really quick."

He raises an eyebrow but doesn't question it. "Don't be long," he says, giving me a brief kiss that leaves me wanting more before heading toward the restaurant.

Once he's out of sight, I duck into the narrow alley beside the building, pretending to pull out my phone. Instead, I whirl around to face Eros, who's leaning against the brick wall, examining his perfect nails.

"What the actual fuck is your problem?" I hiss, keeping my voice low. Anyone passing by would just see a crazy woman talking to herself. "You showed me that vision weeks ago—Stuart and me in the back seat of his car—and I've been waiting for it to happen. Then when it's finally about to, you suddenly change your mind?"

Eros shrugs, his open shirt revealing the infuriatingly perfect chest beneath. "I didn't change my mind. I simply saw a better possibility."

"You were literally egging me on in the car to get flirty, to push things—then suddenly it's 'wait, Maya, not yet.' Make up your fucking mind!"
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