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“Oh my,” I whispered as he planted kisses down my neck and along my collar bone. It had been so long since a man had touched me and I felt like my body was on fire. My heart raced as my fingers itched to reach out and touch his body. For a man approaching sixty, he had the stamina and finesse of a man in his twenties.

I felt his hand slowly move up to caress my breast under the warmth of my knit sweater. I glanced to the side, checking the time on the clock that sat next to the bed on the nightstand. The kids would be here in less than thirty minutes which meant I needed to get him out of the house before they got here.

“We have to stop, the kids will be here soon for Christmas dinner,” I breathed as his body pressed down on mine, the bulge in his pants forcing a whimper to escape from my throat.

“Okay,” he breathed as he kept kissing, slowly dipping his tongue beneath the top of my sweater that he had been pulled down low enough to almost show my bra. “But I need to give you my Christmas gift before I go.”

“We already exchanged gifts, remember that nice watch I gave you and the beautiful necklace you bought me?” I giggled as he nipped at the lace of my bra.

“Yeah, both of those were great. But I’m about to give you the gift you really want, the gift that neither of us can get enough of.” His voice was low and husky, filled with arousal.

I planted my hand against his chest and popped up on my elbows as I looked at him. He stopped, confused as he tried to figure out what happened.

“Wait— you mean to tell me that you’re cooking dinner for me today?” I joked as I struggled to keep my face straight. I watched the smile pull across his gorgeous face, up to his golden-brown eyes.

“You know I would in a heartbeat, sweetheart,” he said as he leaned forward and kissed my forehead. “But we’re not ready for your kids to find out about us yet.”

“I know,” I sighed as I laid back down and looked up at him. “I’m sorry.”

I felt an enormous amount of guilt that I had been hiding my relationship from my kids for three months but there had been so much going on that it never felt like the right time to tell them that I was seeing someone. He was the first person I had dated since their father passed away eleven years ago, and honestly, I never thought I would ever love another man the way I had loved my husband.

“Don’t be sorry, it’ll happen when the time is right,” he assured me as he lifted himself off of me and climbed over to the empty side of the bed. The mood was totally killed and I felt terrible about it.

“I better get going,” he said, smiling as he bent down and picked up his jeans from the floor, sliding them up his muscular legs and zipping them as my eyes focused on the bulge that was still there. His chuckle forced my eyes up to look at him. “Don’t worry, I’ll come back when the coast is clear and we’ll finish our gift exchange,” he teased.

I stayed in bed for a few minutes, watching him finish dressing as he pulled the t-shirt down over his head, hiding the perfectly sculpted abs that I had run my tongue down not that long ago. This man was far from anything I had ever pictured, even in my wildest fantasies after reading my romance novels. He was pure masculinity with an erotic twist that made me weak in the knees.

A few minutes later I had climbed out of bed and put on the rest of my clothes, giggling when I remembered making love with nothing on but my Christmas sweater. It was a holly jolly good time, to say the least. I stood in front of the mirror as I carefully ran the wand of mascara through my lashes before adding a light peach colored lipstick to counter the flush that was still lingering on my face. I tucked a strand of gray hair behind my ear, debating whether I should make an appointment to get it colored soon? Maybe a light brown color? Take me back to my younger days...

I walked down the hall holding hands with the man who had started to become such an important part of my life. As we reached the front door, I turned to hug him as he wrapped his arms around my waist. I reached up and locked my hands behind his head as I tilted my head to kiss him. His lips were as soft as they were full, and my absolute favorite things to kiss on him. Okay, maybe my second favorite. Within seconds our G-rated kiss had quickly turned into a groping session as we devoured each other’s mouths and ran our hands over every body part we could reach. His hands were firmly dug into the flesh of my ass as he kissed my neck when the doorbell rang.

We quickly pulled apart and stared at the door in horror. There was no way that it was already four o’clock, last I checked we still had at least twenty minutes left. I ran my palms down the front of my jeans, wiping away the sweat as I struggled to figure out what to do next.

“Want me to sneak out the back?” he asked quietly, pulling my attention away from the door. I stood staring at him with panic on my face as I thought about what to do. Suddenly the doorbell rang again, sending my heart into a frenzy.

“Mom, is everything okay?” Chase called from the other side before he knocked loudly on the wooden door.

“It’s fine,” I whispered and shook my head, my hands trembling as I slowly walked forward and turned the lock, counting each second as it passed by. I opened the door and tried to force my face to smile anything other than the terrified, creepy smile that was plastered to it.

“Hey, are you okay?” Chase asked as his brows pulled together while he balanced the newborn car seat on his forearm. I glanced to the side to find Mia watching me with curiosity as she tried to figure out what was going on as well.

“Yeah, I’m fine, I was just in the middle of cooking and didn’t expect anyone so soon,” I lied. “Come on in, it’s freezing out there and I don’t want my grandbabies turned into popsicles,” I joked as I stepped to the side, panic filling me as I knew what they were about to say. They walked in, Mia first as she held Rylee on her hip with a diaper bag strapped across her shoulder. As they walked in, both of their eyes went wide when they saw that I had company. Chase pulled his head back in confusion before looking at Mia as if she had the answer.

“Lieutenant Dickson, what are you doing here?” Chase asked before looking over at me while he gently set the car seat down next to the couch on the floor. “Is everything okay? Did something happen?”

I felt my cheeks flush as I looked away from my son and glanced at Mia. Her eyes went wide with amusement, her eyebrows nearly shooting off her head when she quickly caught on to what was happening. Buck looked at me, raising his eyebrows as he waited for me to answer.

“Um, Buck is here to check my furnace,” I said quickly, looking back and forth between the three of them. I saw the slightest smile pull at his lips as he looked away and ran a hand down the trimmed gray beard that made him look like a sexy silver fox.
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