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“I’ll be right there,” I called from under the car I was working on. I waited for a response from whoever it was that had come in but was met with silence. I slid out and pushed the creeper to the side so it was out of the way before wiping my hands on the worn-out towel that hung from my pocket.

As I was walking out of the garage, I spotted someone dart out of my office and run out the front door. The icy chill from outside sent a shiver through me as I raced down the hall to my office, wondering who had been there and what they were doing.

Everything looked normal, nothing was out of place. It was a small office to begin with, so there wasn’t much in the way of valuables for someone to take. I pulled the chair out and sat down, feeling shaken up by the random visitor.

Just as I had convinced myself that it was nothing, I looked down on my desk and found a large white envelope with my name on it. My gut instinct said to leave it alone and call the police, but I quickly pushed that irrational fear to the side. What was I going to say? Someone came into my office and left an envelope for me? That wasn’t exactly a crime and I would probably be the laughing stock of our tiny police department. It would likely be the highlight of their day on this dreary Monday morning.

I shook my hands in the air, trying to force my nerves to calm down before picking it up. It was silly to be this nervous about a damn envelope. I pulled the top out, noticing that it hadn’t been sealed, just tucked inside. My fingers started shaking as I slid the contents out onto my desk.

There were a handful of pictures that were laying facedown. I picked the first one up and flipped it over, gasping when I saw what it was. Quickly, I turned the others over, my stomach souring over the sight in front of me. At the bottom of the pile of pictures was a note written on an old concert ticket in black marker.

Just in case you forgot...

Because I didn’t.
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The dark sky was a quick reminder that I only had a short window left to make it to Easterville and get checked into my hotel before I lost my reservation. Between stopping for gas more often than I had expected to and dealing with the check engine light, it was taking me a lot longer to get there than it should have. Needless to say, I hadn’t gone into all of those details with my mom when she called and asked about the truck, and reminded me that my brother Chase had said that it needed to be looked at before I ended up stranded somewhere on the side of the road. 

I looked down at the gauges on the truck and blew out another frustrated breath. There was no way that I was going to be able to make it the rest of the way without filling up. This thing was guzzling gas faster than a college kid in a beer-chugging contest. I saw a sign up ahead for a gas station and pulled off at the exit. I went inside the small convenience store to grab some snacks for the road since I was probably going to miss dinner at this point. I didn’t know much about Easterville, but I assumed that since it was a smaller town than Haven Brook, most of the decent places to grab a bite to eat would be closing by the time I had a break to go eat. 

I tossed the bag full of snacks and a few bottles of water into the passenger seat of the truck and shut the door. Gas was more expensive here than it had been at any of the other stops, but thankfully, I was getting reimbursed for it. I would go through the receipts and cut them in half, turning in the fair amount of gas that a normal person would use. It wasn’t their fault that I had a truck that sucked down gas quicker than any other vehicle I’d ever seen. 

The truck was having more issues than I was willing to admit right now, mainly because I hadn’t had the time or energy to work on it. My fingers trembled from the frigid cold as they struggled to turn the key in the ignition. I groaned as the truck failed to start after several attempts. I gave it a little more gas as I tried again, feeling the frustration build as I saw the white smoke floating out of the exhaust once it started. Fuck... 

The highway was empty when I got back on, most likely due to the heavy snow that had been falling the majority of the day. I was thankful that the exit I needed for Easterville was only an hour away. I was going to be pushing it, barely making it on time for my check-in, but I was trying to keep my faith that somehow luck would intervene and things would go my way. Just one little break to get me started on the right foot. That was all that I needed. 

I felt like I was on pins and needles the entire way, not knowing when the truck was going to decide to give out and leave me stranded on the side of the road in this terrible weather. I let out a long, heavy breath when I saw the first exit sign for Easterville, knowing that my hotel would be at the next exit. Only a short way to go. 

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, praying that I would make it to the next exit. In the rearview mirror, white smoke was billowing out from the exhaust. There was a loud pop as the truck backfired and the engine started to die. I swerved to the right at the last minute, barely making it onto the offramp. I continued to pull to the right and felt as if luck was mocking me as I slid right into the parking lot of an auto shop as the truck died. 
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I was just about to turn the lights off and leave for the night, when I saw a truck come sliding into the parking lot, a trail of white smoke clouding behind it. At first, I panicked when I thought about the stranger who had been in my office earlier, but then I remembered that Lacey’s soon-to-be brother in law was supposed to be heading to town soon, and if I remembered right, this looked like the kind of truck he would be driving. 

My cousin Lacey had been checking in with me nonstop for the last hour to see if I had heard anything about whether or not Wyatt had made it to town. She was worried about his old truck being on its last life. She was right about that. Just by looking at the amount of smoke that was still coming out, I had a list of things in my head on what was likely wrong with it. And unfortunately, none of them were quick or easy fixes. 

I watched as he climbed out with a scowl on his face, and what I assumed were a string of curse words filling the crisp air around him. I had briefly caught a glimpse of him last year when I went to see Lacey after she was released from the hospital. Things had happened so quickly while I was there that I didn’t remember much about him, other than he was recovering from being stabbed while trying to save Lacey’s life. 

Of course, there were the constant pokes and prods from her about how good-looking he was, and oh, did she mention that he was single too? Wouldn’t it be the cutest if we got together? Then her little cousin could fall in love and marry her fiancé’s little brother... She had been fantasizing about a relationship between us for as long as I could remember. I simply humored her, letting her believe that I was open to the idea of her setting me up with him the next time I went to Haven Brook, which might also be the same reason I hadn’t gone back... 

As he ran a hand down his face in frustration, I caught a glimpse of how muscular his body was. She wasn’t lying when she said that he was in good shape, however, she forgot to mention that he had the body of the guys that women drooled over on the cover of dirty romance novels. He reached up and adjusted his baseball cap, the tight-fitted hoodie stretching across his broad shoulders and pulling up slightly at his waist. I felt my cheeks flush as I saw a sliver of skin before he lowered his arms and looked at me. 

I had been staring for so long that I completely forgot that he might turn around and notice me. I offered an awkward smile and a little wave, feeling like a complete idiot as he headed my way. I stepped back and opened the door, inviting him inside. A blast of cold air came in with him, sending a shiver through me as I took in the dark chestnut eyes that were watching me with amusement. 

“Sorry to barge in here,” he said, rubbing his hands together. “My truck decided to die on me so it looks like I’m stranded for the time being. Is it okay if I leave it here for now? I can call a tow truck to come get it in the morning.” 

“A tow truck? Where do you plan to have them take it?” I asked, my brows pulled together as I tried to keep the smile off my face. It seemed as if I knew more about him than he did about me. From the looks of it, he had no idea who I was, which I was suddenly thankful for. 

“A mechanic?”

“Like the one you’re currently standing in?”

I watched a faint blush creep across his face as he looked down in embarrassment. 

“I didn’t want you to think that I just assumed that you would work on it. I know usually most shops have a waitlist and I really need to get my truck up and running.” 

“Well, I hate to break it to you,” I sighed. “But I’m the only auto shop in Easterville. And, not to brag—but I’m the best.” I winked. 

“You’re Kayce,” he said with a smile and nod of his head. 

“And you’re Wyatt,” I replied with a cheesy grin. 

“I didn’t see the sign outside, Lacey just told me that you worked at Wrenched, but she didn’t mention that you were the only mechanic in Easterville. I guess I could have assumed that this was your place when you opened the door, but I just thought...” His thought trailed off, leaving the words unspoken.

“That I was the receptionist?” I offered. 

A sheepish grin crossed his face as he nodded. 

“Sorry,” he said sincerely.

“Don’t be.” I waved him off. “Honestly, I get it all the time. Even though I’ve lived here all my life, there are still a handful of folks here who refuse to believe that the only mechanic in town is... wait for it... a woman!” 

“Eh, it’s their loss,” he said as he leaned back against the wall and shoved his hands in his pockets. 

“Why’s that?” 

“Because it’s fucking hot to see a woman working on cars.” He licked his lips and locked eyes with me, forcing a blush to creep up my neck. I remembered that Lacey had warned me that he was the town playboy back home, but honestly, I didn’t expect to be on the receiving end of his charm within the first ten minutes of talking to him. 

“No offense,” he added, noticing my embarrassment. 

“None taken, I appreciate the comment.” I narrowed my eyes. “I think...” 

He laughed, the corners of his lips curling up into the sexy dimples in his cheeks. No wonder he could get any woman he wanted. That smile alone had me wanting to strip my panties off and throw them at him. 

“So, is it okay if I leave my truck here for the night?” He pointed his thumb over his shoulder to the parking lot. “I have to get to the hotel and see if they’ll still let me check-in.” He glanced down at his watch. “And I’m already almost an hour past the cutoff time they gave me.” 

“Which hotel are you staying at?” I asked, knowing he was out of luck. 

“There’s more than one hotel in this town?” He pulled his brows together in suspicion. 

“Two, actually,” I laughed. 

“I’m staying at the Honey Lodge,” he said, squinting his face as he looked upward, trying to pull the information out of his head. “Which, if I run over there, I might be able to get there in time.” 

“You’re going to run two miles to the hotel?” I pulled my head back and looked at him like he was some sort of alien. 

“I run five miles every morning,” he assured me with a cocky smirk. 

“For fun?” I scrunched my face and earned a burst of laughter from him. I should have known that he was a runner by how lean and sculpted his body was. He was also probably one of those health-nut freaks that only ate organic foods and avoided the greasy, good stuff. My stomach growled in response as I thought about the barbeque food that I was planning to stop for on my way home. 

“Well, more for training. But I don’t mind it.” He shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly, the hoodie moving fluidly with his body as it gave me more assurance as to what I would find if I were to take it off of him right now. I knew that Lacey was head-over-heels in love with Grant, but now I understood why she was constantly going on and on about his little brother and how attractive he was. As he stayed leaning against the wall in his dark denim jeans and black work boots, I could easily see what her obsession was all about. Apparently, good genes just run in that family. 

“I hate to tell you, but you’re not staying there tonight.” I shook my head and shifted my weight, trying to balance my bag on my hip as it started to get heavier. “And you’ll have to get there first thing in the morning, with a candy bar, if you want to grab a room for tomorrow. I wouldn’t run there though.” I laughed, envisioning it in my head. 

“Why won’t I get a room tonight?”

“Because Mr. Ashby is a stickler for the rules. He’s a cranky old man that hates late check-ins as much as he hates when people want to extend their stay. However, Mrs. Ashby will be working in the morning and she’s a sucker for candy bars—Paydays, to be specific. A couple of those, combined with that sexy smile—and you’ll have a room for tomorrow.” 

I felt his eyes widen at my words and realized my mistake as soon as I said it. I swallowed hard, hoping to force the embarrassment away before the blush stained my cheeks again. 

“You think I have a sexy smile?” he asked, pushing off the wall and taking a step toward me. He was tall—way taller than me, forcing me to lift my head to look at him. His scent was intoxicating, cedarwood with hints of vanilla that made me want to lean in closer for a better whiff. 

“It’s nice, but I wouldn’t go too far with thinking that it’s overly sexy,” I stammered nervously. “I mean, it will probably get you the hotel room tomorrow if that’s what you’re looking for...” 

“Good to know.” He pulled his bottom lip in between his teeth and let it pop free as he took a step back, allowing me some space to breathe. What the heck was that? It was like I couldn’t think within such close proximity to him. My brain was foggy while his magical voodoo smile worked its wonders on me. I tried to force a smile, but it came out as some awkward movement of my face which made him turn and fake cough to keep from laughing. 

“Well, I’m closing up here for the night,” I blurted out, desperate to change the conversation. “You can leave your truck here, and I’ll look at it in the morning.” 

“Sounds good, thanks,” he said, turning to walk outside. I followed him out and pulled the door closed behind me after turning off the light switch. The cold air whipped past me, sending a chill through my body while my fingers trembled against the cold metal of the lock. A few minutes later, the door was locked and I shifted the bag up higher on my shoulder, knowing that I was going to pay for this in the morning. It was too much weight to try to carry for this long, but I hadn’t been smart enough to set it down while I was talking to Wyatt. 

He walked to his truck and yanked on the handle to get the rusty, old door to open. I thought he was just grabbing what he needed from the truck but was surprised when he pulled the door closed and sat there. I walked over and knocked on the window, feeling silly as he rolled it down to talk to me. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, lifting my hand in the air beside me. 

“I’m staying in my truck because it’s freaking cold outside,” he explained as if it should make sense. “I don’t have a candy bar to offer the cougar at the hotel, so I’m waiting it out inside of my truck.” 

I rolled my eyes and brought my palm to my face. 

“Boys are so stupid,” I sighed playfully, rolling my eyes. “Get out of the truck, you’re gonna come stay with me tonight.” 

I stepped back, allowing him room to open the door to get out. 

“Kayce, thank you for the offer, but I can’t put you out. I’ll be fine in the truck, thank you though.” I watched as a shiver ran through him, the cold air biting at his skin. The sucky thing about older trucks, like the one he was driving, was that they were all metal and that meant that nothing was going to keep the cold out of it tonight. The snow had finally stopped falling, but the temperature was supposed to plummet in a few hours with more snow on the way. 

“Your brother is marrying my cousin which makes us practically family. Get out of the truck you big oaf, before we both freeze our asses off.” I raised an eyebrow at him and folded my arms while I waited. He sat there for a moment, thinking about it before I added, “I’m not afraid to call Lacey and have her tell Grant what a stubborn ass you’re being.” 

Now it was his turn to roll his eyes as he rolled up with the window and climbed out of the truck. He grabbed a duffle bag from the passenger seat and slung it across his shoulder before walking with me to my car. I watched as his eyebrows raised when he saw the 1998 Dodge Ram 2500 that was parked at the opposite end of the parking lot. 

“That’s your ride?” he asked, a hint of amusement in his tone. 

“Yeah, why?” I replied, my eyes narrowed. 

“Don’t get me wrong—it’s a dope ride,” he said, putting his hands up in front of him. “I just didn’t expect it to be your truck, that’s all.” 

I couldn’t blame him for his reaction. It was the same one that I had gotten from almost everyone who saw me driving it. With a 6 inch lift on it, I had mastered getting in and out without killing myself or causing a scene for people to gossip about. She was a beast, there was no doubt about that. I had put in hours of love, sweat, and tears to make the modifications that I wanted. It was the best damn truck in all of Colorado, and you could bet your ass that no one was talking shit about it when I was the only one in town that could pull vehicles out of the thick, muddy areas after a heavy snowstorm. 

“I may be short, but trust me, I have no problem getting where I want to go,” I replied sarcastically, knowing that it was an open-ended meaning. 

“Her name is Oakley,” I added when we got closer. I ran a hand down the side of the truck, touching the black pinstripes that were added to the crimson red color I had recently painted it. 

“Oakley? As in...” 

“Yup, Annie Oakley. Because she was a badass that made her own way in a male-dominated world. We’re doing the same thing,” I said proudly, patting the vehicle as if it was a dog that had just earned some praise. 

“Very fitting, I like it.” 

I pressed the button to unlock the doors, praying that they weren’t frozen shut. Relief washed over me when I heard the click and opened the door. Wyatt walked around to the other side and climbed in, shivering again as the cold followed us inside the cab. He set his stuff on the floorboard in front of him and buckled up. 

I pushed the key inside of the ignition and turned it, hearing the beautiful purr she made every time I started her up. There was something about the sound of a 5.9 diesel engine coming to life that made my skin tingle with excitement. Once we were both situated, I put the truck in reverse and pulled out of the parking lot. 

“Do you like barbeque?” I asked, glancing over at him before turning my attention back to the road.

“Is that a trick question?” he joked. “I think it’s a sin not to like barbeque.” 

“So am I taking you to grab some, or do you need me to drop you off at a church for confession first?”

“Lacey was right about you,” he laughed, turning to look out the window. 

“What do you mean?” I asked, feeling partly amused and slightly worried. 

“She told me you were a wild one, warned me about your sarcastic humor and wit.” He winked as he turned slightly in his seat to look at me. 

“If you only knew,” I muttered with a low laugh before turning into the parking lot of the Tasty Pig. 
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“This is good,” I mumbled before sinking my teeth into the last bite of meat left on the rib. Kayce wasn’t lying when she said the Tasty Pig had the best barbeque she’s ever had. 

“I told you.” She winked and popped a piece of fried okra into her mouth. 

We got back to her apartment less than thirty minutes ago and she promised she would give me the official tour of it after we ate because she was starving. It was a nice place but small enough that I could see the majority of it without needing a tour. The living room and kitchen were combined in one area that was barely big enough to fit her couch and coffee table, which I found out served as her dining table as well. It was a simple piece of black, beat-up wood, but it lifted to make a table in front of the couch. 

The TV was mounted on the wall, a small bookshelf underneath it that was overflowing with books that don’t fit in the tiny space. She didn’t strike me as a reader, but shit, she also didn’t strike me as a mechanic either. Guess it was true what they said about not judging a book by its cover. Or in this case, don’t assume the beautiful girl with dark purple hair isn’t a successful businesswoman who is handling her own shit and isn’t afraid to get her hands dirty. 

“Do you guys not have a good barbeque place back home?” she asked, nibbling the side of the corn she held between her fingers. Her question pulled me back to reality and I stopped for a second to think about who had the best barbeque back home. 

I shook my head and frowned. 

“We don’t really have a real barbeque place back home,” I said with a shrug. “We have Slow-Mo’s. They have some killer ribs and barbeque chicken, but other than that, I’ve always just grilled at home.” 

She tilted her head to the side and thought about what I had said, as if it seemed strange to her. 

“What’s that look for?” I laughed, wiping the barbeque sauce from my mouth with the napkin. 

“Nothing,” she snickered. “I guess I just can’t imagine a world where there’s no Tasty Pig.” 

“Well that’s because you haven’t tried my food yet—it would make you forget the Tasty Pig ever existed,” I assured her with a smirk. 

“How can you be so cocky about that?” She lowered the empty cob to her plate alongside her napkin and demolished ribs. “You don’t even have a real barbeque place to compare yourself to.” 

“Trust me, I don’t need anything other than a grill and some meat and I’ll have your mouth watering.” 

My eyes followed the trail of crimson that flushed across her skin as she tucked her chin and looked away. Without giving it much thought, I licked my lips and wondered what she tasted like. The thought of Kayce reacting to me this way sent a direct message straight to my dick, making my jeans suddenly tighter than a few seconds ago. The problem was that I knew there was nothing that could happen between us. She was Lacey’s cousin, and Grant had already threatened to break my neck if I even looked at her the wrong way. 

“Well, I guess we’ll just have to agree to disagree.” She got up to throw her plate away and looked down at my empty plate, asking permission to take it as well. 

I nodded and stood up, picking up my mess before reaching over to take hers. 

“What are you doing?” she asked guardedly. 

“Cleaning up.” I walked around the table and wandered into the kitchen, looking for the trash can. 

“It’s under the sink, but you can just set it on the counter and I’ll run it downstairs later with the other trash.” 

“I can run it down now, I don’t mind.” 

I added the plates to the bag that contained the empty take-out containers and pushed them down, making sure they didn’t leak. 

“We can take it later.” She scooted past me, her grin spread from ear to ear as she opened the freezer and pulled out a tub of vanilla ice cream. She wiggled her eyebrows before opening another take-out box that was pushed off to the side of the counter, away from the empty boxes. The scent of peach cobbler filled the air and I found myself leaning closer to inhale the delicious aroma. 

“Their barbeque is amazing, but this peach cobbler is downright divine. It’s better than an orgasm,” she whispered, her eyes barely meeting mine before she ducked her head and looked away. 

“Sounds too good to be true,” I teased. “Or maybe you just haven’t found the right guy to give you better orgasms.” 

I watched the way her body reacted, the sharp intake of air that filled her lungs. In all fairness, I had tried to turn it off and not pursue her, but her orgasm comment screamed game on. I was pretty damn good at reading women, and she was giving me all of the signals that she was just as interested in whatever this was as I was. 

“Maybe you just haven’t had the best cobbler in the world?” she countered, pulling a spoon out of the drawer beside her before closing it. She dipped it into the container, scooping out a small piece of cobbler before turning to me and lifting it to my mouth. 

I parted my lips, opening my mouth to allow her to put the spoon in so I could take a bite. As her golden-brown eyes watched me, I reached up and gently held her wrist, pulling her hand away as slowly as possible while my lips wrapped tightly around the spoon. Once it was out of my mouth, I allowed the cobbler to sit on my tongue for a second as I locked eyes with her. I moved it around, swallowing before licking my lips. 

My hand was still holding her wrist, the tension between us getting thicker by the minute. Her chest rose and fell heavily, a look of desire flooding her face. She pulled her bottom lip in, releasing it when I moved my hand and took the spoon from her. 

“My turn,” I said softly, my voice deeper and hoarser than normal. I scooped out a piece of cobbler, making sure it wasn’t too much for her to take. I scolded myself for the inappropriate thought before realizing that there was nothing appropriate about what we were doing. We had already started to cross a line, and there was no going back at this point. Hell, I wasn’t sure that either of us would if we could. 

“Open.” I nodded subtly, lifting the spoon to her lips as she opened her mouth to accept the bite. Her breathing was heavy, her full breasts spilling over the top of the t-shirt that pulled tight against her body. The temperature was definitely rising in here, there was no doubt about that. 

I watched her eyes close, a soft moan escaping her mouth as she pulled the cobbler from the spoon. I felt my erection get harder as I imagined what she would look like with something other than that spoon in her mouth. The way she slid her tongue along the bottom of it before it went in wasn’t lost on me. She was teasing me as much as I was her. 

“If your reaction to the cobbler right now is comparable to the best orgasm you’ve ever had, you might need to find a new boyfriend,” I said dryly. 

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” she replied matter-of-factly, opening her eyes and meeting the challenge in my stare. 

“Good.” 

“Good?” she repeated, turning it into a question. 

“Mmm-hmm,” I murmured, scooping another bite of cobbler from the container. I held it in the air between us before adding, “because I’m about to show you what a real orgasm feels like.” I popped the spoon into my mouth and smiled, watching the curiosity in her eyes as she watched me chew. 

“Who said I was willing to have sex with you?” she asked, her hands moving to her hips. 

“I never said anything about sex,” I countered, scooping out more cobbler onto the spoon. “I simply said that I’m going to show you what a real orgasm feels like. You know, for comparison.” I shrugged my shoulders and laughed when she reached over and pulled the spoon to her mouth, taking the bite before I could. 

“You’re full of shit,” she scoffed, wiping the corners of her mouth with her finger before pulling it into her mouth and sucking it clean. 

“Why’s that?” 

“Because there’s not a guy alive that would just give a woman an orgasm without wanting something in return.” 

“Sure there is.” I pulled my head back in disbelief that she would think that. Who the fuck had she been with that was so selfish and self-centered that they didn’t take care of her without having their own agenda?

“Bullshit.” She folded her arms over her chest and pursed her lips. Maybe it was the way she had her hair pulled up on top of her head, exposing her slender neck, or maybe it was the way her ass looked in the leggings she had put on when we got home—either way, she had my body reacting to every inch of her. 

I stepped closer, setting the spoon down beside us. She was pinned in the corner where the counter joined the short island that jutted off into the living room, leaving her no way to escape as I took another small step toward her. I gently reached forward and put my hands on her hips, guiding her further back until there was nowhere left to go. She watched me closely, unsure of what I was doing as she braced herself against the counters with her hands. 

I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to distract myself from leaning down to kiss her. Now wasn’t the time for that, and I sure as hell couldn’t let feelings get in the mix. I promised her the best orgasm of her life, and damn it, I was going to deliver. My eyes never left hers as my fingers slid across her waist and dipped below the waistband of her leggings before pushing them down her hips. 

Her eyes widened as she felt them move down her legs and land in a pile on the floor at her feet. I chuckled softly, bringing my hands back up to her waist as I sat her on the counter. She looked surprised, but thankfully she didn’t reach down to try to cover herself. Instead, she leaned back slightly on the palms of her hands and smiled. I licked my lips as I got down on my knees and reached forward, pulling her to the edge of the counter as my hands wrapped around her ass. 

My tall frame aligned perfectly with the height of the counter, allowing me plenty of room to move around. She was wearing a pair of cotton boy short panties that looked fucking sexy on her. I debated on whether to push them to the side and get started or if it would be easier to just take them off. Being a selfish man, I decided to get rid of them so I could have a perfect, unobstructed view of her pussy. 

“Lift your ass,” I commanded, sliding her panties off her when she did. “Good girl,” I murmured, trying not to sound condescending. 

I looked over and found the container with the rest of the cobbler and handed it to her, along with the spoon. 

“For comparison,” I teased with a wink. She laughed as she took it, sliding the spoon into her mouth at the same moment I leaned forward and licked her slit. She gasped loudly, earning another chuckle from me. 

I pushed her legs open, pinning them against the counter with my shoulders as I slowly licked her again, tracing a path across her lips. I heard the spoon scrape across the Styrofoam container as she got another bite of cobbler. Pushing myself closer to her, I parted her folds with my fingers and slid my tongue inside, feeling her body react to my touch. Her legs started to push back against me as she squirmed on the counter while my tongue slid in and out of her. I held them in place with my shoulders while I slid two fingers inside, bringing my mouth to her clit and sucking. I could hear her labored breathing as I sucked harder, my fingers pumping inside of her easily with how wet she was. 

“That’s right, come for me baby,” I groaned against her pussy. “Come on my face.” I sucked harder, knowing that it would send her over the edge by the way her body was responding. The sound of metal clinking to the floor confirmed that I had won this battle against the cobbler as her hands dug into my hair, pulling it as she arched her back and moaned. 

I fingered her faster, rotating my hand so I could rub her g-spot as I sucked her clit harder. She panted as her legs trembled against my shoulders. 

“Fuck!” she screamed as her pussy spasmed around my fingers, her orgasm ripping through her. I kept going, waiting until I knew she couldn’t take anymore before I pulled them out and stood up. I stayed close to make sure she didn’t fall given how close she was sitting on the edge. Her eyes fluttered open, the rush of blood flushing her cheeks. 

I glanced down and laughed when I saw the rest of the cobbler on the floor in a mess. 

“I’m gonna venture to guess that I won that round,” I said with a smirk, nodding to the floor. 

“I can’t even answer that until the blood makes its way back to my brain,” she laughed and shook her head. 

“Do you need help down?” I offered, extending my hand to her. 

“I’m not that short,” she balked, taking my hand anyway. “But thank you.” She hopped down and grabbed her leggings and panties from the floor. 

I turned to give her some privacy so she could get dressed but felt her hand reach out and grab my arm. As soon as I was facing her, her hands snaked up around my neck as she pulled me close to her and planted her lips on mine. 

I leaned down and kissed her deeper, her mouth parting as my tongue slid inside. I could feel the energy between us and knew that I needed to stop, if I wanted to keep things from going further between us. But the way she kissed me—I knew there was no going back now. I slid my hands down and lifted her, her legs wrapped around my waist while her bare pussy hovered above my throbbing dick. I wanted to be inside of her, to fuck her senseless, but I needed to make sure this was what she wanted. 

“Are you sure you want to—” 

“Fuck you?” she interrupted. “Yeah, I’m sure,” she panted, moving her lips down the side of my neck as I moaned. I walked her into the living room, not sure where she wanted to do this. It wasn’t my apartment so it wasn’t like I had any idea about where she was okay with having sex. Fuck, if it was my apartment, I would fuck her on every surface until we claimed the entire fucking space. 

“Where?” I asked in between kisses, her fingers clawing my back. 

“I don’t care. Pick a spot and get naked,” she moaned as she slid down me and planted her feet on the floor. We stood in front of the couch, staring at each other for a half of a second before she lunged forward and starting pulling my hoodie off. Within seconds, I was down to my boxer briefs. I reached over and lifted the shirt over her head, desperate to bury my head in her cleavage. Things had slowed down slightly for us, a quick moment to breathe—or stop and think. I worried that she might come to her senses and reconsider, but instead she reached over and pulled my underwear off before leading me to the couch. 

I bent down and grabbed a condom out of my wallet before sitting down beside her. My dick was hard, desperate for relief when she reached over and stroked me a few times. Her hand was soft, but her grip firm as she pumped up and down, watching as precum dotted the tip. She licked her lips and leaned back against the couch, spreading her legs. As quickly as I could, I ripped open the package and covered myself before I climbed over and slid inside of her. Her legs were wide open as she took me in, scratching my back as I pushed myself in deeper. 

We fucked in this awkward position for a few minutes before I grabbed her and rolled her on top of me, pulling her down on my dick as she started grinding her hips against me. I leaned back and ran my hands up her thighs, over her hips, and along her sides before I reached up and caressed her breasts. The fabric of her bra was thin, her nipples pebbled from my touch. I wanted more. Needed more. 

I reached back and unclasped her bra, freeing her tits before tossing the fabric across the room. She rode me harder, grinding down on me as I leaned forward and pulled a nipple into my mouth. I sucked hard, feeling her pussy clench around me in response. The harder she fucked me, the more her perfect breasts bounced in my face. I shifted to the other, pulling that nipple into my mouth and sucking as she arched her back and came hard on my dick. I pulled back and dug my fingers into her hips as I felt my orgasm rip through me moments later. 

When I opened my eyes, she was looking at me with a devious smile on her face as she bit the tip of her finger. 

“You’re right,” she said playfully. “That was better than cobbler.”  
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Five

Kayce
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Awkward. That’s how I would describe the feeling between Wyatt and me after our little—whatever the hell that was. Fun? It was definitely fun. And good. But now that it had happened, I had no idea what I was supposed to do next. It’s not like we were together, so it felt weird to act like we were. But, he also just ate me out on my kitchen counter like I was better than the barbeque he had just devoured a few minutes before. And then, we fucked. On my couch. Where I’ve sat to have tea with my grandma when she came over to visit. 

When I offered him to stay with me tonight, it was because it was the right thing to do. I knew that he had already blown his chance at getting a late check-in with Mr. Ashby so I did what anyone would do to help family. Keyword—FAMILY. Because that’s what we would be once his brother married my cousin. We’re not blood-related, but it still felt a little like maybe it was a line we shouldn’t be crossing. So yeah, things were awkward. 

I had no idea what I was supposed to do next. Do I allow him to give me the best orgasms of my life, and then ask him to sleep on the couch because it would be too intimate to share my bed with him? I leaned against the wall in the bathroom and closed my eyes. I had come in here to freshen up ten minutes ago, and if I didn’t go back out there, he might think something was wrong with me. I mean, technically he wouldn’t be wrong. Something had to be wrong with me with what I just did. 

My phone vibrated on the counter, startling me. I picked it up and groaned when I saw Lacey’s name on the caller ID. There was no way to avoid talking to her so I sighed and slid my finger across the screen to answer the call. 

“Hey,” I said as cheerfully as I could muster. 

“Hey, what’s wrong?” she asked immediately. I could picture the frown she was wearing and knew that she had already sensed that something was off from the tone I used with the one measly word I had said. 

“Nothing’s wrong, I’m just tired.” I leaned forward and looked in the mirror, making sure there were no random hickeys that he had given me that I hadn’t seen yet. I kept my voice low, struggling to find the right level to keep Wyatt from hearing me in the other room and to avoid having Lacey guess why I was muffled. The bad thing about living in an apartment this tiny was that you could hear everything easily through the thin walls. 

“Bullshit,” Lacey snorted. “Something is off, I can hear it in your voice...” 

“Really, I’m just feeling a little worn out.” 

“Alright,” she said suspiciously. “If that’s what you’re sticking with then I guess I’ll just have to wait for you to give in and spill the beans when you’re ready.”

I ran a hand through my hair to fix it, even though I wasn’t going anywhere other than to bed. The thought of Wyatt seeing me like this made me feel self-conscious. 

“What do you mean Wyatt didn’t answer his phone?” Lacey asked away from the phone. I could hear Grant talking in the background and my stomach started swarming with butterflies. 

“Maybe Kayce can go look for him? See if maybe he got stuck somewhere and needs her help?” Lacey continued her conversation with him as if I wasn’t there on the other line. I wanted to tell her that Wyatt did get stuck somewhere and that’s why he missed his brother’s call. He was stuck in between my legs, and I enjoyed every second of it. 

“Wyatt’s here with me,” I blurted out. I closed my eyes and waited for it. Three. Two. One.

“He’s there with you?” Lacey asked, bringing her attention back to me. “How long has he been there? Grant’s been trying to call him for over—” 

“Kayce!” she hissed out loudly. “You didn’t!” 

I closed my eyes and lowered my face to my hand, immediately feeling ashamed of what I had done. Not that she was trying to shame me. It was more likely that she would start planning our wedding by the end of the phone call. I was the one who was getting ready to slap a scarlet letter across my chest.

“What did she do?” Grant asked in the background, loud enough that I could hear him clear as day. I groaned again, sitting down on the closed lid of the toilet. 

“Nothing, I’ll tell you about it later,” Lacey whispered, either not noticing that she said it loud enough for me to hear, or not caring. 

“Really Lace? You’re going to talk to your fiancé about what I just did with his little brother?”

“I knew it,” she giggled. “I knew you two would get together. I just didn’t think it would happen so fast.” 

I shook my head in frustration. You’re telling me. 

I heard a phone ring through the door and wondered if Grant was calling Wyatt. It would be weird and uncomfortable, but I wouldn’t doubt it. Lacey was going on with how she just knew this would happen, but I wasn’t listening to a word that she said as I got up and moved closer to the door to listen. 
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