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About This Book




Five siblings. One famous past. And five chances to get love right. 

Before they walked away from the spotlight, the Oliver brothers were part of the biggest boy band in the world. Now they’re going back to the roots and building real lives while finding unexpected love far from the stage.

This complete series collection includes five steamy, feel-good standalone romances featuring four retired rock star brothers and their strong, independent sister. From farms to boardrooms to benefit concerts, each sibling meets their match in the most irresistible ways.

Inside “Rock On” you’ll find:

✦ Enemies to Lovers

✦ Friends to Lovers

✦ Second Chance Romance

✦ Workplace Tension

✦ Forced Proximity

✦ Curvy and Independent Heroines

✦ Matchmaking Family Members

✦ Midlife Couples who Know What They Want

✦ Steam, Sass, and HEAs All Around

Fall for:
✓ A grumpy bodyguard who breaks all his rules for the band's sister
✓ A rock star turned teacher who falls for the vice principal
✓ A curvy editor who can’t stand the musician she’s assigned to
✓ A second chance romance between high school sweethearts turned neighbors
✓ A passionate opposites-attract love story between a Ukrainian-American heroine and a reformed rich boy lawyer

Whether you love big families, slow burns, steamy banter, or love-at-first-sight with emotional depth, this binge-worthy box set delivers it all.  Grab your copy of "Rock On" and fall in love five times over.








  
  
Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter




Want more more midlife romance stories? Join Rose Bak’s mailing list at https://books.authorrosebak.com/Getaway

Subscribers will receive a free book and be the first to hear about all the latest releases, freebies, and special sales.








  
  
Dedication




For all the rock stars I've loved…  especially Rick Springfield and Shaun Cassidy.











  
  
      
        
          Until You Came Along

          A Hot Enemies-to-Lovers Romantic Comedy

		      
          Rose Bak

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
Until You Came Along by Rose Bak 

© 2018 Rose Bak

Second edition © 2019 Rose Bak

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No portion of this book may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage retrieval system in any form by any means without express permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions contact the publisher at rosebakenterprises@msn.com.

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, organizations, or locals is entirely coincidental. Trademark names are used editorially with no infringement of the respective owner’s trademark.  All activities depicted occur between consenting characters 18 years or older who are not blood related.  

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s and publisher’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

Cover Design by Paper or Pixels







  
  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
    	
       
        1. About This Book
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        2. Dedication
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        3. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        4. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        5. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        6. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        7. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        8. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        9. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        10. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        11. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        12. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        13. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        14. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        15. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        16. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        17. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        18. Nick
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        19. Jen
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        20. Epilogue
      
      
    

  
      

    

  


  
  
About This Book




He’s her brothers’ bodyguard. She’s off-limits… which only makes him want her more. 

After years of running the family farm alone, Jen Oliver isn’t thrilled when her world-famous rockstar brothers come home to roost—especially with their grumpy, alpha security chief in tow. Nick is bossy, brooding, and way too hot for her own good. Worse, he’s making himself right at home on her farm.

Nick has spent his life protecting others, but the fiercely independent farm girl stirs something in him he’s never felt before. He’s supposed to be watching the band—not falling hard and fast for their sister. But the more she pushes him away, the more determined he is to win her heart.

She doesn’t believe in forever. He’s ready to prove her wrong.

“Until You Came Along” is a sizzling enemies-to-lovers small-town romance with instalove, a protective alpha hero, a tough-as-nails heroine, four meddling rockstar brothers, and a guaranteed HEA.  

If you like fast and fun midlife romance, check out this standalone romantic comedy today.








  
  
Dedication




To all the kids who were told they weren’t good enough.... prove them wrong.











  
  
Jen




Jen heard the rumbling from all the way in the kitchen. Wiping her hands on a towel, she walked to the front porch to watch the two large buses drive up the long driveway to the farmhouse. Belching smoke, they idled and came to a stop, one behind the other. 

Although it wasn’t even ten a.m. yet the sun shone brightly in the summer sky, showcasing the dust left in the wake of the parked buses.  A bird squawked loudly in the sudden silence as a serious looking young woman scurried out of the first bus, glasses askew, a clipboard gripped in one hand, cellphone in another.  Two large mountains of men followed her, hulking shadows. 

“Jen Oliver?  The band is here. We’ll just come in and....”  she moved to enter the house, but Jen stood her ground, blocking the door.

“Where are they?” she asked the woman, her tone icy. “And who are you exactly?”

The woman looked flustered for a brief moment before her stern mask fell back down again. She shuffled her cell phone into the hand with the clipboard and stuck out her now-free hand to shake. “I’m Simone.  I manage the band.”

Jen ignored her hand.  “Well, manage them out of those buses.  They don’t get to send the help out to greet their sister.”

Simone looked confused as she dropped her hand back to her side.  “They’re all sleeping.  They had a late night. We'll just come in and check...."

“Still up all night and sleeping all day, huh?  That’s been the same since they were teenagers.”  Jen shook her head.  On the farm they had all been taught the value of hard work – up before dawn, work all day, and early to bed.  Somehow those lessons hadn’t really stuck with her brothers despite her grandparents’ best efforts over the years.  

Of course, the boys, as she still thought of them, had been away from the farm for ten years now, chasing fame and fortune as the biggest boy band to hit the charts since N Sync. Like the band that came before them, the Oliver Boys had grown up but continued to enchant teenage girls across the world with their pop tunes. 

Simone clearly felt protective of the boys.  “They played last night in Wichita you know,” she said sternly.  “The show went until almost midnight, then they met the fans and press for hours after.”

“By meet the fans and press do you mean got drunk and partied?”  Jen’s tone did little to hide her opinion of the boys and their reputation for debauched partying. 

Simone shook her head.  “They’ve mostly settled down now.  There’s not as much partying as there used to be when they were younger.  But they still need to make an effort to meet people, it’s part of the job. Now we'll just come in and...."

Jen shook her head.  "Well," she drawled. "When they wake up from their so-called job, you send them on in.  The rest of you need to find some other place to bunk. I’m not running a hotel for drunken roadies here.”  

A slight movement behind Simone caught Jen’s eye. One of the giant men flanking Simone shook with repressed laughter, his mouth twisted in a smirk but his face otherwise impassive.  Jen looked at him for the first time.  He was the size of a small tank, several inches over six feet tall, with impossibly wide shoulders and large biceps.  

His hair was a dark blond, “dishwater blonde” her grandma would call it, worn military short.  He was dressed all in black, and she noticed a gun on the shoulder holster.  Jen wondered why he felt he needed a gun out here in the middle of nowhere. She felt him watching her and she raised her eyes to his, a shiver of awareness coursing through her, although she couldn’t make out his eyes behind the dark sunglasses.   

“Miss Oliver...” Simone started again.

“Jen”

“OK, then, Jen, we need to do a security sweep before the boys come in. If you could just move aside, we’ll get started.”  Simone nodded decisively.

“A security---what the hell are you talking about?”

Simone turned to the man who’d been staring at Jen earlier.  “This is Nick, he’s head of security for the band.  He’ll be doing a security sweep and assessment with Brian here,” she pointed at the second silent man.

“We don’t need a security sweep. This place is as safe as it comes. We don’t even lock the doors in these parts.”

Simone shook her head again, vibrating with irritation and clearly not used to people disobeying her orders. “No way.  The boys don’t go anywhere without a security check ahead of time.  I’m afraid I have to insist.”

Jen shot her a look filled with venom, her tone as cold as ice.  “You can insist all you like but this is my property. You have no right to it, and neither do the boys.  Y’all can just run along now, I’m not having some ginormous strangers poking around my property.  Don’t make me sic the dogs on you.”  Simone’s mouth dropped open.

This was an empty threat.  Jen’s three dogs looked mean, but they were incurably friendly. They were just as likely to lick a person to death as bite them.  Jen had a sneaking suspicion that if someone tried to kill her the dogs would jump over her body and leave with the killer.  But these music people didn’t need to know that. If there was one thing Jen hated, it was music people.  They were way too self-important and proud.

“Excuse me ma’am,” the guy called Nick interrupted.

“Jen,” she repeated, a trace of irritation in her tone.

He inclined his head.  “Sorry.  Jen.  As Simone mentioned, I’m head of security for the band.  We’ve had some issues, and I would be very appreciative if my team could just poke around for a bit and make sure there’s nothing amiss.” His tone was deferential and charming, which only heightened Jen’s suspicions.

“What kind of issues?”

“I’m afraid I’m not at liberty to discuss that ma—I mean Jen.”

“Then I’m afraid I’m not at liberty to grant you access to my property.  You step foot off that driveway, and I’ll shoot you myself, right after I set the dogs on you.  And you,” she pointed at Simone, “better make sure no one bothers me again until I see those boys on my porch.”  She spun on her heel and slammed the door.  It was going to be a long day.








  
  
Nick




Nick watched Jen storm into the house with a bemused smile. The woman had spunk, he had to admire that. But then he’d expected it. He’d been on the road with the Oliver Boys since their careers first took off, and he’d heard them talking about their hardheaded sister many times. 

He expected her to be stubborn and a little judgmental, but what he hadn’t expected was for her to be beautiful.  Of course, her brothers were all good looking, so maybe he should have expected it.  When he’d exited the bus and saw her standing on the porch, stiff and proud and so unexpectedly beautiful, his breath had caught in his throat and his steps had faltered for a second before he caught himself.

She was a tiny little thing, maybe five two and had the lithe figure of a dancer, despite the hard physical labor he knew she did on the farm.  Her dark brown hair was filled with gold highlights, the kind you get from the sun, not a salon, and pulled back in a high ponytail that brought attention to her prominent cheek bones and a pert nose, dusted in freckles. Her brown eyes were large and expressive.  Her skin was tanned and smooth.  She was dressed simply in faded jeans that lovingly hugged her slim frame, and a white tank top that did little to hide full breasts beneath.

He knew from the guys that she was the oldest, which put her close to age thirty-five, a year younger than him.  They’d been raised on this farm by their grandparents after their parents died just after Jayden, the youngest, had been born. Jen had been like a second mother to the guys, helping their grandmother care for the four rambunctious boys.  

When they’d been discovered and left the farm to seek their fortune in music, by all accounts Jen hadn’t taken it well.  She’d stayed back to work on the farm and help the grandparents until they both died within a few months of each other about two years ago, leaving the farm solely to Jen.  The guys didn’t seem to mind that, they had their own money and little interest in staying in a podunk town in Kansas to work the land.

He’d heard a lot about the falling out they’d had after their grandparents died.  When their grandfather died, they’d flown in for the church service and had to leave immediately after visiting graveside, committed to a concert that night in California.  Nick knew they’d gotten a lot of grief from the tour operators for even that brief trip, and even more grief from Jen who was reportedly incensed that they couldn’t stay to help greet mourners and take care of their grief-stricken grandmother. 

When their grandmother died only a few months later, the band’s back-to-back concert schedule in Europe had made it impossible for them to get back to the states for the funeral.  Nick knew they’d tried like hell, but their contract had left little wiggle room and no recourse for them to cancel concerts and come home.  A lot of people’s jobs were riding on those concerts happening, and in the end, with tens of thousands of tickets already sold, they were stuck.  It sucked, but it was what it was.  Clearly Jen hadn’t gotten over that. She’d scarcely talked to her brothers since. 

Nick knew that was part of the reason for the visit.  They missed their sister. The boys were ending a contract and seriously thinking about whether to continue in the business.  Being beholden to all the people handling them, coupled with all the traveling, all the users and insincere people they encountered, it was wearing on all four of the guys. The business of not being able to make it home for their grandmother’s funeral after all the other missed holidays and family events had hit them all hard.  

The deaths of the people who had raised them, coupled with the estrangement from their sister, had been devastating to all of the guys.  It had also made them all realize they were just a commodity to people - the record company, the promoters, the publicists – none of them cared about the guys. They’d grown up a lot over the last two years, re-examining their lives and priorities, and moving away from the drinking and partying.

He knew they wanted to come home and recuperate, mend fences with their big sister and make some long-term decisions about their next steps.  Nick figured they were probably done with the band, although they hadn’t seemed to come to that conclusion yet, so he was also thinking about his next steps.  He’d also grown weary of touring and was thinking he might be ready to put down roots somewhere.

He leaned against the silent tour bus, lost in thought, the rest of the team quiet inside, likely sleeping. When he saw Jen go out the back door and head towards the barns, he followed her without thinking.  He found Jen scooping hay into the horse stalls, humming to herself. 

“Do you need some help?” he asked.

Although he was a big guy, he’d learned to walk quietly during his stint in the army, and she clearly hadn’t heard him approach. 

Jen started and whirled towards him, pointing the pitchfork at him menacingly.  “What the hell are you doing here?  I thought I told you people to stay off my property!”

Nick held his hands up, trying to appear non-threatening.  “Everyone else is sleeping.  I was awake and feeling restless.  Thought you might appreciate a hand.”

She glared at him suspiciously as a large mixed breed dog bounded in.  Seeing a stranger, the dog jumped up, put his paws on Nick’s shoulders and started licking his face.  Nick laughed.  

“So, is this one of the guard dogs you were planning to sic on me? Are you gonna shoot me before or after he licks me to death?”

Jen smiled, and Nick felt the world stop turning for a moment.  Stern she was beautiful, but smiling she was breathtaking.  Her smile lit up her whole face, making her look younger and more care-free.  He stared at her, not noticing that the dog was still standing up against him.  He found himself smiling back and their eyes met and held in the dim light of the barn, the air suddenly snapping with awareness.  

She shook her head slightly and turned her gaze to the dog. 

“Bandit sit!” she said sternly.  

The dog’s butt dropped immediately as he looked to his mistress for further instructions.  She pointed toward the door, “Patrol!”  The dog trotted out, wagging his tail happily.  

Jen shook her head again.  “Do you know anything about horses?” she asked.

“A bit. I was raised in Texas, lived on ranch for a spell.”  Nick’s mind wandered briefly to the memory of the last in a long line of foster homes, the Johnson Ranch, where old Ed Johnson turned him from a smart-mouthed punk to a hardworking man.  That lesson had served him well when he enlisted in the Army two years later when he turned eighteen.  Although Ed had died long ago, he still considered that ranch in Texas to be home.

She gestured towards the wall where several tools hung neatly.  “OK then, if you want to help, grab yourself a pitchfork and get scooping.”








  
  
Jen




Jen and Nick worked in a companionable silence for the next hour, working steadily to clean out the stalls. He was a hard worker and despite her experience, with his strength and speed he was able to accomplish twice as much as her. He also kept trying to lift things and do the harder work for Jen, which was annoying. When they finished, she was sweaty and pleasantly tired. She ran a hand over her sweaty ponytail, idly thinking she must look a fright. “He’s not here to date you,” she told herself sternly. “He’s one of those crazy music people”. 

She moved to put her pitchfork back on the rack and looked back at Nick.  He was leaning against the stall wall, watching her.  He was all tall and intense looking and appeared to be completely unbothered by the last hour of hard work.  She cleared her throat.  “Thanks for your help, I appreciate it.  Can I offer you a drink?  I have beer, fresh lemonade, iced tea or water.”

He smiled at her, and she was struck again by his good looks.  “I’d love a lemonade if it’s not too much trouble.”

“No trouble at all, it’s the least I can do after all the help.  I’m used to doing all this myself but it’s so much faster with someone else helping.  Come on up and sit on the porch, I’ll bring you a drink.”   She headed for the house, with Nick trailing slightly behind her.  She took a deep breath as she entered the house, heading straight for the refrigerator.  She turned and gasped, realizing that Nick had followed her into the kitchen and was right behind her.

“Jesus Christ Nick, how do you walk so quietly when you’re like eight feet tall? I told you to sit on the porch.”

He smiled down at her, still standing uncomfortably close.  “I’m only six two but I probably seem taller to a little bit like you. I thought you might need help.”

“Pouring and carrying lemonade? I think I can manage that, thanks.” Jen smirked.

She set the lemonade on the counter and reached up in the cabinet for two glasses. His long arms snaked over her head to reach the glasses and set them down next to the pitcher.  She turned slightly, realizing she was trapped between the counter and his large frame.  She reached up and pushed slightly at his chest, absently noting it was like a rock.  Her hand vibrated where she touched him, like she was touching a live wire.  She pulled her hand back. 

“Dude!  A little personal space if you don’t mind.”

He looked at her for a moment, an amused look in his eye, before carefully stepping back a foot.  “Don’t like folks getting too close to you I take it?”

Jen felt her pulse race at his nearness and the double meaning of his words.  Good god he was handsome.  Jen felt off-balance, staring into his eyes and fighting an urge to throw herself into his arms, wrap her legs around his waist and beg him to take her right there on the counter.  This was not like her.

She turned and poured two glasses of lemonade, handing one of them to him and skirting around him. “I’m going to chill on the porch for a few.  Are you coming?”  She felt rather than heard him follow her. He sat on an Adirondack chair near her.  His gaze was watchful as he studied her.

“So, you’re the oldest?” he asked.

She nodded.  “Yes, I’m the oldest.  There’s a three year gap between me and Johnny.  Then he, Justin, Jim and Jayden are all a year apart.”

“Your parents liked the letter J?” he asked with a smile.

“I guess so.  They died when we were young, just after Jayden was born, so I never got to hear their naming philosophy.  One more boy and they’d had been out of J names though I think.  Have you worked for my brothers long?”

“I’ve been with them since the beginning, I was hired by the record label as soon as their first album hit the charts.  Then the guys brought me on full-time, so I was working for them directly.  I’ve become good friends with all of them, especially Johnny. We’ve been through a lot together over the years.”

“A lot of women and of parties, you mean?”  Jen heard the censure in her voice and wondered why she cared what this guy did.

“I was never big on partying or drinking, to be honest.  I sowed all my wild oats in my teens.  But I won’t lie, your brothers were big partyers for a long time. They straightened up quick after your grandmother died though.  That hit them all hard.”

Jen felt herself getting irritated.  “Hit them hard?  They didn’t even come to the funeral. I put her in the ground and took care of everything myself here while they gallivanted around Europe.”

Nick’s eyes softened with compassion as he shook his head.  

“That’s not how it was at all. The guys were desperate to come home.  The touring company threatened to sue them, to take everything they had, if they canceled concerts.  They had sold out venues across Europe and a lot of the company’s money riding on those concerts. They almost quit and came anyway, but Simone talked them out of it.  But they never recovered. Seeing how they were treated by the tour company and record label when your grandparents died, it took away the joy for them.  They’ve not been happy on the road these past two years.  And I know they’ve missed you.”

Jen felt a bit of her resentment fade.  Maybe she’d been too hard on the boys.  The long years of their absence coupled by the effort of taking care of her aging grandparents while keeping the farm going had taken its toll.  She’d only now begun to feel like she’d recovered.  And the fact was, she’d missed her brothers.

“Hey!  Jenny Louise!  We’re home!”

She tore her gaze away from Nick, uncomfortably aware that she’d been staring at him for longer than was sociably acceptable.  She looked out to the yard and saw her four brothers striding towards her, huge smiles on their faces.  They were faces that had graced the cover of every major magazine in the world, familiar to every teen girl in the last ten years, but to her, they were her little brothers.  

In a moment she felt the years of anger and resentment disappear. She leapt out of her chair and flew down the stairs, hugging them each tightly in turn.  She marveled at how tall and handsome they all were. She felt like a weight was lifting off her as she stepped back and looked at them.

“Glad you’re finally home boys. I’ve got chores for you.”








  
  
Nick




The reunion with her brothers seemed to have taken most of the ire out of Jen. She stood close to them as all five of them talked at once. He sipped his lemonade and watched their animated conversation until he saw Simone stalk around the corner, shooting him a pointed glare before looking around the yard with obvious distaste. 

“Have you finished the security sweep Nick?” she asked acidly.

He saw Jen stiffen. “No Simone, I was helping Jen muck out the stalls.”

“Muck out the – you did what?”  Simone was raised in New York City.  “We’re not paying you to be the stable hand here. This place needs a security sweep.”

Johnny, the unofficial leader of the guys, put his hand on Jen’s arm to forestall her retort.  “We don’t need security here Simone.  We’re literally in the middle of nowhere here and everyone knows everyone here. The neighbors will sniff out a stranger faster than anyone on the team will.”

Simone looked at Johnny and grimaced.  “I can’t let anything happen to you.  I mean, you guys. You know there’s a security requirement in your contract.”

Nick had long suspected that what Simone felt for Johnny was a little more than a manager should.  She had been obsessed with Johnny’s safety since an incident with a stalker a few years ago. When she thought no one was looking, Simone’s face would soften as she watched Johnny.  The guy appeared oblivious to her attention despite her natural beauty.

“Our contract is almost up Simone.  Finally.  If it makes you feel better, Nick can stay here with us in the house instead of going to the hotel with you all.”

Nick felt a rush of excitement over spending more time with Jen.  He saw her eyes shoot to him and widen with alarm before she schooled her features. Good, she was affected by him as much as he was by her.  It had been all he could do not to kiss her when she’d been so close to him in the kitchen.  He’d seen her widening pupils and the rapidly beating pulse in her neck and known she wasn’t as immune as she’d pretended.

Jen shrieked. “What?  He can’t stay here!”

Johnny looked at her.  “What do you mean? There’s plenty of room.  He can stay in one of the extra bedrooms.”

“You’re awfully generous with my bedrooms Johnny Ray Oliver,” Jen retorted.

“Aw come on Jenny, don’t be like that.  It’ll get the record label off our back, and besides, Nick is one of my best friends. He’s like a brother to me.  To all of us.  I think you guys will get along well.  And he’s already been helping out.”

“While you guys were sleeping.”  

“Don’t you worry Jenny Louise.  The boys and I know you’ve been carrying the load alone for much too long.  We intend to help while we’re here and give you a break.  We’re not the same guys we were last time you saw us. We’ve grown up.  All of us.”

Jen looked over at Nick and for a moment, time froze again. Finally, she seemed to make up her mind.  “OK, he can stay, he’s good at chores,” she said, pointing at Nick.  He felt unaccountably pleased. She turned an icy glare at Simone.  “You, however, need to go away.  Now.  And take the rest of those music people with you.  I don’t want to see you on my property again. I mean it.”

A few hours later Nick walked into the house behind the four brothers, taking off his baseball cap to wipe the sweat off his brow.  Jen had put them all to work making repairs along the fence line.  It was hard work, replacing posts and stretching barbed wire, but it felt good to put in hard day’s work and see something tangible for his effort.  His muscles felt pleasantly sore. He found he’d missed that.  Working in the gym wasn’t the same.  

Jen had worked as hard as any of them, despite his efforts to get her to take it easy.  The woman was stubborn and bristled every time he tried to help her.  The air sizzled with electricity every time they got close and from her reaction, he knew she felt it too.

Justin heaved a sigh beside him.  “Shit, I forgot how hard it was to work on the farm.”

“That’s what Jen does every day,” Jayden piped up. “I don’t know how she does it all.”

“She has help right?” Nick asked. “Farmhands?”

Jayden frowned.  “I assume so. She must. Grandma and Pa always had a few guys on the payroll.  But I guess I hadn’t really thought about how she’s getting things done here.  I’m a bad brother.”

“We all are,” Justin said.  “But we’re here now, finally free from that ridiculous contract.  We’ll help however we can.”

Jen walked in, obviously fresh from the shower. Her hair hung in wet rivulets down her back, and she’d changed into a light cotton sundress, her feet bare.  Nick tried not to notice her firm nipples poking out through the thin cotton, indicating that she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“OK you guys, good job today,” she said, looking around with approval. “Why don’t you hit the showers and get settled into your old rooms. I’ll show Nick where he’s staying, then we can work on dinner.”

Nick felt his pulse speed up at the prospect of spending a moment alone with her, then chastised himself.  No need to be a horn dog around your friends’ sister, he told himself sternly.  

He followed Jen into the foyer, where she reached for the duffel bag he’d left there earlier when the buses had departed.  He grabbed it from her, their hands touching and sending a shock wave of electricity down his arm.  He heard Jen’s quick intake of breath.

“I’ve got that,” he said quietly.  She pulled away from his hand as if she’d been burned.  

“OK follow me,” she said.  She led him up the stairs and down a hallway.  “You can use this guest room here. It has a private bathroom, so you won’t have to fight with the boys over the shower.”

Nick looked around the neat room.  The furnishings were simple and well-used. His eyes crossed to the king-sized bed.  She followed his gaze.

“I figured my grandparents’ old bed would be best for someone of your...size.  In the other rooms I think your feet might be hanging off.”  She laughed softly, a tinkling sound that warmed his heart. 

“The bathroom is through there, towels are under the sink, and the closet and drawers are empty if you want to stow your gear.”  She moved towards the closet to open the door and turn the light on, and he followed her.

She turned and gasped softly when she realized that they stood inches apart.  “You really aren’t big on personal space, are you, big guy?”

He stared into her eyes, not answering and felt his pulse pick up.  Without his brain's permission he raised one large hand to follow a trail of water from her hair to her shoulder and down her arm.  She shuddered under his touch, breathing rapidly. 

“You feel it too, don’t you?” he asked softly.  He moved his hand down her arm to grasp one of her tiny little hands.  It had the calluses of a person used to working with their hands, while the back was soft.

Her eyes widened.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she answered breathlessly.  Her hand trembled in his, but she made no move to pull away.  Her pulse beat so hard he could see it in her neck.

“This pull between us, like we’re magnets, drawn to each other,” he answered. “The air feels electric when we’re near each other.  I’ve never felt anything like it.”

He saw a flash of fear in her eyes, followed by desire.  She wasn’t immune.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said, but it was clear she didn’t believe her words any more than he did.

“So, you aren’t wondering what it’ll be like when I kiss you?” he asked.  “You’re not curious what this is between us?”

She shook her head half-heartedly, her eyes wide.  “No. No.  I don’t have time for this. There’s nothing between us. I don’t even know you.”

“You know what you feel.” Nick responded stubbornly. He squeezed her hand in emphasis.  “And I know what I feel. We might have just met, but something’s definitely there. Something powerful.”

She shook her head again.  He pulled her hand up to his mouth and kissed it gently.  “We’re going to explore this thing between us, but not now.  You need time, and I need a shower.” He released her hand. “See you at dinner.”








  
  
Jen




Jen stood at the kitchen sink, washing lettuce for the salad. Her hands shook. What had happened in that bedroom? she asked herself. It was like she’d been in a trance. She’d thought he was going to kiss her. She’d hoped he was going to kiss her. 

Jen was a very practical person.  She’d enjoyed relationships but had never felt even one-tenth of the heat and anticipation with even her most serious boyfriends as she had in one afternoon with Nick.  She knew it was inevitable that she’d break down and kiss him. Then what was she going to do?  They’d be leaving soon, and she was not one to jump into relationships without thinking. Or at all.

“Hey Jenny Louise.”  Jen turned and saw Justin entering the kitchen, his hair wet from the shower.  Of all her brothers, Justin was the one she felt the closest to.  He was the quiet, introspective one, and before he’d gone gallivanting around the world with the band, they had been really close.  She’d missed him so much, and his departure had hurt Jen worst of all.  Justin moved close and put his arm around her, giving her a friendly squeeze and planting a kiss on the top of her head.  He towered over her, like most everybody did.  “Can I help with dinner?”

Jen gave him a fond smile. He was also the most helpful of her brothers, she thought.  Although they’d been gone for ten years, so it occurred to her she didn’t know anything about them anymore. Their visits to the farm had been few and far between over the years, never more than a couple days.  Which made her wonder… 

“How long are you boys staying for anyway?”  She handed him a bunch of carrots and the peeler, making room for him at the sink.

“Not really sure,” he responded thoughtfully.  “I guess we’ll talk more about it at dinner, but our contract is coming up for renewal at the end of the month.  Technically we’re supposed to be planning for our new album, but we’re not sure we want to do that.”

“You’re not going to renew your contract?” Jen asked in surprise.  

“Probably not Jenny.  We’re burned out, to be honest. It’s really not fun anymore, all the time on the road, all the crazy fans, all the people with their hands in our pockets worried more about making money than about us and our well-being.  The funeral was the last straw, but our contract was iron clad, and we were stuck until now. It’s become clearer and clearer in these last two years that we’re about done.”

Jen grabbed a stack of plates and began setting the large farmhouse table.  “What will you do?” she asked. 

“Dunno.  Guess we have to figure that out.”

Their conversation was interrupted by the arrival of their other three brothers.  They worked together, prepping the food and talking like old times.  For a few moments, they were all teens again, talking over each other and laughing, waiting for Grandma’s baked chicken to be done.  Except now it was Jen using Grandma’s recipe.

Jen felt a tingle at her neck and turned around from where she was leaning over the oven.  Nick was right next to her. Of course.  She needed to get that guy a bell.  

“Excuse me,” she said, “hot dish.”  She set the large casserole dish of chicken and potatoes on the table.   “Might as well take a seat, we’re about ready to eat.”

The boys loaded their plates and tore into the chicken, potatoes, and baked beans, each also taking several pieces of the bread she’d baked fresh this morning.  “Eat some salad too boys,” she said sternly.  

“Jen, we’re not kids anymore, we’re grown men!”  Jayden shook his head, laughing.

“I don’t care, you’ll eat some salad.”  She looked over at Nick, who was watching the exchange in amusement.  “You too, big guy.”

He raised his eyes to meet hers and once again she had the feeling of the room falling away.  He raised his beer bottle in salute and smiled.  “Yes ma’am.”

The boys and Nick all ate like it was their last meal, complimenting her on how good it was to have a home cooked meal for a change. After dinner Justin and Jen went to sit in the backyard, with Jen telling the others they had to clean up and do the dishes since she and Justin had gotten most of the food ready.  The two siblings sat in the twilight, nursing bottles of beer and idly chatting.  

The rest of them eventually came out, and they all talked quietly for a while. The night was warm with a cool breeze, and the noise of the animals carried softly on the breeze. One by one the boys said good night, complaining how wore out they were from working on the fences, until it was just Nick and Jen outside. 

They sat lost in thought for a while until Nick broke the silence.  “You’ve missed them?” Nick asked.

“Yes.  More than I realized.” She sighed. “They’ve been gone a long time.”

“They’ve missed you too.  I’ve spent a lot of time with them, I’ve heard them all say it often”.

Jen nodded but didn’t respond.  She felt Nick’s gaze and turned in her chair to face him.

“So how do you manage out here Jen?” he asked earnestly as he leaned forward. “This place is a lot of work for a woman alone.”

Jen felt herself stiffen and her expression tighten.  “I’m fine.”

Nick looked at her with that look that seemed to peer deep into her soul. “I know you’re fine, I’m asking how you manage.”

Jen sighed.  “I’m not afraid of hard work.  I’m strong and I've done this a long time.  Plus, I have some guys who come to help during the busy season. It’s all good.” She pointed towards the house. “Well, I suppose I should head to bed.  I like to get an early start, especially in the summer. It gets hot quick.”

“What time do we start?” Nick asked.

Jen shook her head.  “You’re a guest.  You don’t need to work so hard.  Besides, I plan to torture the boys while they’re here.  I have lots for them to do.”

“I like hard work too.  What time do we start?”

Jen sighed loudly.  “I usually get up around five and head out to work within thirty minutes.”

Nick got up and reached out his hand to help her up.  “Okay so I’ll be up and ready by five-thirty.”

Jen took the proffered hand and felt that now-familiar zing up her arm. He pulled her up and somehow, she was standing so close to him his chest brushed her with every inhale.  He held tight to her hand and lifted his other hand up to cup her face. He leaned forward slightly, and his lips brushed hers.  Jen felt all the air leave her body with a whoosh.

Nick’s lips felt soft against hers, and she sighed in contentment. He pressed closer, moving his hand up to cup her head, and nipping her lips until she gasped, and her lips opened.  He immediately deepened the kiss. His tongue entered her mouth and tangled with hers, seeking, exploring.  

Nick dropped her hand and pulled her closer still. Jen wrapped her arms around Nick’s waist and leaned into him. She tilted her head for a better angle. Her pulse was beating so fast she thought she might pass out as the kiss went on and on.  

One of his hands slid down beneath the top of her dress, slipping his hand down to cup her breast.  He circled the nipple roughly before pinching the nipple between his large fingers.  A jolt ran from her nipples down to her crotch. Jen felt her panties dampen and she moaned softly against his mouth. 

She moved her hands beneath his shirt, running her hands up the hard planes of his back. He felt strong and solid against her.  She never wanted this to end.

Finally, Nick broke off the kiss, removing his hand from her dress and stepping back to give them space.  They stared at each other, panting.

“What was that?” Jen finally asked. Nick looked as confused as she felt.  She’d never felt anything like this.  It was like she was falling out of an airplane without a net. She felt crazy and out of control.  Letting a total stranger kiss, her and feel her up, what was she thinking?  You’re thinking no one has ever made you feel like this before, she told herself, and you should see where it leads.

“That was a hell of a goodnight kiss, Jen.” Nick smiled and grabbed her hand, pulling her after him into the house. He deposited his beer bottle on the counter and leaned to place a chaste kiss on the top of her head.  “See you in the morning, Gorgeous.”








  
  
Nick




Nick stumbled out of bed at five a.m. when his alarm went off. After last night’s off-the-charts kiss with Jen he’d expected to be up all night, conscious of Jen sleeping in a nearby room. But instead he’d fallen into a deep sleep practically the minute his head hit the pillow. His dreams had been filled with a certain brown-haired farm girl though, and he’d awoke with a raging hard on. Although tempted to find her to take care of it, he instead took a bracingly cold shower. 

He found Jen in the kitchen, hunched over a cup of coffee.  She looked like she’d had more trouble sleeping than he had, and he wondered if she’d spent the night thinking of him.  The look she shot him was a mixture of confused and resentful, answering his question.

“Good morning, did you sleep well?” he asked.

“Hmm,” she grunted.

“Not a morning person?” he asked cheerfully.

She squinted. “I usually am, but I didn’t sleep well.”

He smiled, feeling unaccountably happy at her response.  God, he was a bastard.  “I slept like a baby.”

She shot him a glare.  “Of course you did. If you’re coming, let’s get to work.”

The morning passed in a blur of work.  When the boys were still asleep at seven a.m. Jen had gone in and roused them out of bed, assigning them each chores to do.  After a full morning they all met in the kitchen around one o’clock for sandwiches and salads. Jen gave out more assignments like she was a commanding officer, and the guys went along with it good naturedly.

“What are you going to do, Jenny?” asked Justin. 

“I’d figure I’d go do some weeding.”

“No way, sis.  You’ve already put in a full day. I know you were up working before dawn. You let us work and you take the afternoon off.”

“Take the afternoon off?” she asked, as if she didn’t understand him.

“Yes. Off. Relax. Read a book.  Go for a swim. Whatever you want.”

Nick perked up.  “Swim?” he asked hopefully.  “There’s some place to swim?”

“Yes,” Justin answered, “There’s a river up at the north end of the property. It’s perfect for swimming and tubing on a hot day.  We used to go there all the time when we were kids.”

“A swim does sound nice,” Jen said thoughtfully, pulling at the end of her long ponytail.  “I haven’t been to the river all summer.  Are you boys sure you can handle everything?”

Nick felt himself perk up.  “I could go for a swim,” he interjected.  “I was working at five a.m. too,” he told the guys, looking around to see if anyone would challenge him.  Justin looked at him speculatively but said nothing.  

“Um....” Jen looked around, as if for inspiration.

“Yeah Nick, you go ahead with Jen.” Johnny, as usual, made the decision for the group. “You don’t even live here, and you’ve been working hard.  A swim would be good. We’ll do some more work and join you later.”

“Um....”  Jen looked slightly panicked, but if her brothers noticed, they said nothing.  “The water’s usually pretty cold”, she finally said.

“Great, I’m dying of heat. Let’s go.”

An hour later Nick was thanking his lucky stars for this river.  He and Jen had driven to an area where the bank was low, and they could easily enter the water.   Jen was subdued on the short drive, exiting the jeep and pointing to the flat area ahead of him. “This is where we usually put in.  You can swim, or I also brought some tubes if you want to float. The water is pretty still here so it’s nice. I’m going to swim for a bit.”

She grabbed her bag and a cooler and walked to the bank, laying out a blanket and reaching over her head to remove her sundress. Underneath she wore a modest one-piece swimsuit, the dark red fabric standing out against her tanned skin.  Without looking in his direction, she walked to the water and dove in, strongly swimming upstream.  Nick watched her for a moment, equally breathless by the site of her tight body in a swimsuit and her graceful swimming.

Finally, he removed his clothes and dove in, swimming across from her for a while.  Jen eventually pulled out some tubes and they floated silently for a long time, enjoying the contrast between the hot sun and the cold water. 

Jen eventually swam to shore to get a drink from the cooler they’d brought. Nick followed her a few minutes later.  She was lying on the blanket in her wet swimsuit, looking peaceful and still. She’d thrown one arm over her head, unintentionally jutting out her breasts for his perusal.  He dropped down beside her and lay quietly, staring up at the bright blue sky.  He’d thought she might have fallen asleep when she finally spoke.

“So, Nick, I guess you’re gonna be here a couple weeks.  Why don’t you tell me about yourself?”

He rolled over on his side, propping himself up on his elbow to look at her prone figure.  She turned her head, and their eyes met briefly before hers skittered back away.  He lazily looked over her lithe figure before he responded, fighting hard to keep his mind on her question and to keep the hard-on that threatened at bay.

“Not much to tell, I guess. I’m an only child, as far as I know.”  

She interrupted with a small laugh.  “Must be nice.”

He smiled. “Sometimes.  I guess. I never knew my dad and the state took me away from my mom when I was ten.  I bounced around foster care for several years, so I always had foster siblings. Some good, some not so good.”

Jen turned to face him, her face softening with sympathy.  “Oh my god.  I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be,” he answered pragmatically.  “Some foster homes were better than others, but at least I got fed, went to school regularly, had clothes that mostly fit me.  Can’t say that happened regularly when I lived with my mom.”

“When did you live on a ranch?” she asked, referencing their conversation the day before.

“From right before I was sixteen until I turned eighteen, I lived with a family called the Johnsons. They had a good-sized ranch. Taught me how to work with my hands, how to turn my aggressiveness into hard work.”

Nick turned his gaze behind her head as he remembered that time. “I stayed there until I graduated high school.  The state stopped paying for me when I turned eighteen, but the Johnsons insisted I live with them until I graduated.  They were good people.  After graduation I went into the army and did four years. I did well there, learned a lot.  Then a buddy got me a job in private security, and eventually I ended up with your brothers.”

Jen turned her head to the side, studying him quietly for a moment.  “And the Johnsons? Do you ever see them?”

“Yes. My foster father is dead, but I keep in touch with the rest of the family. I try to stop by and visit whenever the band toured in the area. I think they’re proud of what I do, even if it seems weird to them that I spend my days following a boy band around the world.  Like you, they’re not impressed b celebrity. I’m not sure they understand the difference between being a groupie and providing security.” 

Jen smiled.  “I’m not totally sure I do either”, she admitted.  

“Haven’t you ever been to one of the band’s concerts?” he asked.

“No”.

“Never?” he asked incredulously.  “How is that possible?”

Jen shook her head.  “I never had any interest, honestly.  I hear their music on the radio and it’s not the kind of thing I really like.  Plus, I.....” 

“What?” he asked curiously.

“Well I guess if I’m honest I’ve had a lot of resentment that they were off playing at being singers while I was here, working. It seemed so frivolous.”  She looked a little surprised, but Nick didn’t know if it was because she was just realizing this, or because she was surprised to be telling him.

“You should come sometime. I think you’d be surprised how much they really work.  You don’t reach their level of success without a lot of hard work, no matter how talented you are. They’ve basically worked every day for ten years.”

They continued to lay facing each other, and Nick felt himself inching closer, until they were a mere inch or two apart.  Jen looked at him, eyes widening nervously, as if just realizing how close he was.  

“Again, with the crowding” she said, without any rancor.

“It’s easier to do this,” he said, reaching forward to capture her lips.

Nick had the feeling of coming home as he leaned in to cup her head. He kissed her softly until her lips parted and he deepened the kiss.  He pushed her gently until she was laying on her back, and leaned across her, kissing her deeply.  His tongue swept into her mouth, and she responded eagerly, her breath quickening to match his thundering pulse. 

He broke off the kiss, gasping, and moved down her slim body, gently nipping at her neck while his hand slipped down to her breast.  He massaged one breast, then the other, returning to pinch each breast in turn. She gasped.  “Oh my god, Nick.  That feels so good!”

He slid down again and captured one nipple in his mouth, sucking on her through the fabric of her swimsuit. He shifted slightly and pressed his hard-on against her leg. She gasped again. Her fingers burrowed in his hair as he moved to her other breast.

His hand moved over her body until he reached the junction between her legs. He slipped his finger beneath the fabric and slid it in between her folds, noting with satisfaction that she was drenched with need.  He raised his head, and his smile was predatory. 

“You’re so wet for me Jen.”

She gasped as moved her suit aside more and slid another finger in, homing in on her clit.  She widened her legs to give him better access. She moaned loudly until he captured her moans with his mouth.  Her hands slid down his back, lightly scratching him, then she moved one hand between them to lightly rub the bulge in his swim trunks.  His nerve endings were on fire.  He couldn’t get enough of touching her.  

She arched her hips against his fingers, pumping against his hand and increasing the pressure on her clit.  She broke off the kiss, moaning, “I’m close. Oh my god, Nick, keep going.”

He resumed kissing her until an outraged shout penetrated the haze of their passion.   “What the fuck man!  Get off my sister!”








  
  
Jen




Jen rolled out from underneath Nick, panting deeply. Nick flopped face down on the blanket for a moment before sitting up to face her brothers, who were storming across the embankment towards them. All four wore their swimsuits, clearly intending to join them for a swim. Their faces were all flush with outrage. 

“Cockblocked by your brothers,” Nick muttered in disgust.

“And not for the first time,” she added wryly.  “This happened more than once when we were teens.”  

Jen’s memory flashed with scenes of other times when one or more of her brothers had interrupted her with a boy, although none in quite as compromising a situation as this.  She was seconds away from coming and poor Nick was still sporting a giant hard-on.

The boys reached the blanket and loomed over them, surrounding them and blocking out the sun.  

“What the fuck Nick? I thought we were friends,” Johnny said hotly.

“Are you OK Jenny?” Justin asked protectively.

Jen felt herself getting angry.   “Oh, for the love of god. I’m fine.  But your timing is impeccable, as usual. And for the record, I’m not your little sister.  I’m the oldest. And I wasn’t doing anything I haven’t done before.”

Nick reached over and touched her arm.  He smiled at her before turning back to Johnny.  “Look guys, I’m sorry you saw that, but we’re all adults here.”

Johnny looked indignant.  “You don’t mess around with a friend’s sister.  Haven’t you heard of the bro code?” he asked hotly.

Jen answered before Nick could speak. “Get over it Johnny.  It was consensual. We were having some fun.  Go for a swim and cool down. I mean it, go cool off before I smack you in the head. I don’t want to hear another word from any of you!”

Johnny stalked off, with Jayden and Jim trailing close behind.  Jen noted that they no longer had the lanky builds of their youth – over the last ten years all four of her brothers had filled out, hardened and gotten broader. It was disconcerting.  Justin stayed behind a moment, looking at her until she met his gaze.

“You good?” he asked, tilting his head to the side.

She smiled.  “Yep.  Go swim.”

As Justin left Jen flopped back down on her back, looking up at Nick.  He was taking deep breaths, as if he were still trying to get himself under control.  

“Sorry about that,” she said.  “I’m not sure why they think they should be overprotective of me when I’m the oldest.”

“You’re their sister,” Nick replied, as if that explained everything.  

They lapsed back into silence and Jen replayed their interlude.  If her brothers hadn’t come when they did, she felt confident Nick would have finished what he started, and she’d be feeling satisfied right now. And they would have done more. Much more.  Instead her skin felt tight with unfulfilled desire.  Her mind raced.  The Jen of yesterday morning wouldn’t recognize this woman who was minutes away from having sex on the bank of the river with a total stranger.  What happened to practical, non-emotional Jen?

“Um, you should know, I’m not usually like this,” she felt compelled to tell him.

“Like what?” he asked curiously.  She noticed how his eyes crinkled at the corners, it was adorable.

“I’m not usually jumping into bed, or I guess, onto blanket, with a guy I just met.  I don’t know, I don’t know what’s come over me.”

He leaned over and grabbed her hand and was silent until she looked at him.  He met her gaze steadily, and she saw the heat and the honesty there.  

“I’ve never felt this way either,” he said.  Jen felt her heart speed up again.  “But I can tell you this, I want to see where this goes.  I think we owe it to ourselves.”

Jen nodded.  “Normally I would say to take this slow, but I guess the horse is out of the barn on that one.”

Nick laughed.  “Yep.  But we’ll go the speed that feels best for us. Deal?”

She smiled warmly.  “Deal.”

The boys returned, and they spent the rest of the afternoon alternating between lazing in the shade and dipping in the river when they got too hot. It was the most relaxed Jen had felt in years.  The boys talked non-stop, telling stories from the road, and she added her own stories of life on the farm and the drama of their small town.  For the first time in a long time, Jen basked in the feeling of an easy relationship with her brothers. Nick was mostly quiet, laughing along with them but occasionally adding commentary. 

The sun was setting when they packed up the cars and headed back to the main house.  Justin insisted on riding with Jen, leaving Nick to pile in the other vehicle with her other brothers.  She laughed to herself at his blatant attempt to keep them separated.

The next week passed quickly.  While there was no repeat of their groping on the riverbank, Nick and Jen shared several quick furtive kisses, moments stolen when her brothers weren’t around.  They seemed to have an implicit agreement to slow things down a bit, and that just heightened the tension between them. Jen found herself looking for reasons to talk to him, to innocently touch him as she passed by.  More than once she found herself staring longingly at Nick when she wasn’t paying enough attention to stop herself.

And he always seemed near, appearing next to her in his stealthy way whenever she looked up. He was constantly behind her trying to lift things he deemed heavy or take on the harder work from her. The boys meanwhile seemed hell-bent on ensuring that the two of them weren’t alone again. 

She spent the time getting to know her brothers again.  Like when they were younger, Johnny was the leader, Justin was the sweet one, Jim was the serious studious one and Jayden was the jokester.  But while their childhood roles remained, they’d all grown up and Jen was impressed by their work ethic and the business savvy they’d picked up along the way.  

They fell into a routine of getting up early and working until around early afternoon, then relaxing after lunch, going to the river, or reading in the yard, or playing games.  The afternoons were too hot to do much of anything.

Meanwhile Jim helped her catch up on some bookkeeping. Johnny organized the guys for work projects around the house. Justin brought her wildflowers he’d picked in the field and left them on a vase on the kitchen table.  “They’re beautiful, just like you Jenny,” he’d said earnestly, making her smile.  And Jayden, well Jayden made them all laugh, comic relief to break up their days.

They also talked about the band and plans for the future.  The record label was growing impatient to re-sign them, and Simone called daily with new offers and thinly veiled threats if the boys didn’t make a decision about the contract. On their first real vacation in ten years, the boys seemed loathe to let the reality of their careers interrupt their time. It was clear the boys were ready for a change, but after ten years together of recording and touring, it was hard for them to imagine a different path.

About a week after their river make-out session, Jen woke up suddenly in the middle of the night, hearing a noise in the kitchen.  She crept downstairs to investigate, thinking one of the boys was getting a snack.  She slipped into the kitchen but stopped suddenly.  Nick sat at the table, chest bare, eating a piece of cheese and reading a magazine in the dim light near the kitchen table.  He looked up, startled.

“Did I wake you?” he asked.

“No,” she answered. “Well, maybe. I thought I heard a noise down here.”

He smiled apologetically.  “Sorry about that. I went to get a knife out of the drawer to slice up some cheese, but it got stuck. You must be a light sleeper.”

She nodded.  “Yeah, the drawer swells in the heat.  Living alone, I wake up pretty easily.  Mind if I join you?”

He nodded. She went to the refrigerator and poured herself a glass of water from the pitcher.  She turned around and saw his eyes raking over her body, taking in her outfit.  Jen realized she was only wearing what she had gone to sleep in - a tank top and panties. The night was warm, and she hadn’t thought to put a robe on when she’d come downstairs.  She felt her nipples harden into sharp points under her tank top as his gaze focused there.  She cleared her throat and sat down across from him, sipping her water.

“So, you couldn’t sleep?” she asked.

“Honestly?” he responded.

“Yes.”  She nodded.

“It’s hard to sleep knowing that you’re so close.  Seeing you all day but not touching you, it’s killing me.  Your brothers are driving me crazy. I need some time alone with you.”

She smiled a sultry smile and looked at him from beneath her lashes, relieved that he was as frustrated with this situation as she was.  She’d started to wonder if she was building the attraction up more in her head. “We’re alone now.”

Before she could blink, he’d surged out of his chair and stalked around the table, pulling her up and pushing her against the wall next to the table.  Her back hit the wall with a thud as he lowered his mouth, claiming her mouth with a kiss that was as intense as it was brutal.  

A week’s worth of pent-up frustration was poured into the kiss.  Jen moaned, clawing at his bare back as he lifted her up against the wall.  She wrapped her legs around his waist, and he pressed the hardness of his desire against the damp warmth of her panties. His hips met hers through the fabric of their underwear, mimicking the action they both wanted.

When he broke the kiss, they were both gasping for breath.  “Fuck,” he said. “I can’t go on like this. I want you so bad. I’ve never wanted anyone the way I want you. Your brothers are driving me crazy.  You’re driving me crazy. We need some privacy.”

“The barn,” Jen gasped as inspiration hit her.  “We’ll take the blankets from the mud porch.  We can be alone there for a little while. No one will hear us.”

“Are you sure?” he asked, looking into her eyes for confirmation. “I don’t want to move too fast.”

As she stared at him, she realized she’d never been so sure in her life.  “Yes, I’m sure.  I want this. I want you.  I don’t want to wait anymore. Let’s go big guy.”

He nodded, slowly lowering her legs to the floor.  “In that case, lead on.”








  
  
Nick




Nick and Jen crept out of the kitchen, stopping at the mud porch to put on shoes and grab the blankets they used at the river. Jen led him by the hand, moving through the darkness with impressive skill. They entered the barn and she turned on the overhead light. 

“Let’s go up to the loft,” she said.

“Is this where you used to take your boyfriends in high school?” he asked with a smile.

“I’ll never tell,” she responded. He followed her up the ladder to the loft, eyes glued to the firmness of her butt, covered only in the thin silk of her panties. He had a sudden urge to bite the luscious flesh in front of him but resisted.  

Jen moved to the back of the loft, underneath a window that let in light from the moon.  Between the moon and the light below, the loft was dimly lit, just enough to see each other but not enough to see far. The shadows added to the intimate atmosphere.

She spread one of the blankets on a stack of hay bales and said down, leaning back on her elbows with a saucy smile.  

“Come into my lair, big guy,” she said, quirking a finger in a “come hither” motion. Nick felt the thin hold on his restraint break, and he pounced on her, pushing her back against the blanket.  

She laughed happily, and it made his heart sing. He wanted to spend the rest of his life making her laugh happily.  The rest of his life? The seriousness of this thought startled him, but he pushed it away to focus on the task at hand. 

Their mouths fused together hungrily, their hands everywhere.  It was like he was drowning, and Jen was a life raft.  He clung to her and she arched up against him.  He kissed her until his lips felt bruised, then pulled back to grab her shirt. She sat up, pulling it over her head, revealing her pert, full breasts.  The nipples jutted out towards him, glowing dark pink in the dim light.  He clasped his mouth over one breast, sucking hungrily before biting down lightly while the other hand massaged and tugged on her other nipple.  

“Nick. Fuck. That feels so good.”

He moved to take the other breast in his mouth, Jen writhing underneath him, moaning incoherently. He reached down to cup her sex, and her panties were soaked with her arousal. He growled, moving down her body to pull them off. He threw the panties over his shoulder and moved down between her legs, parting her wide enough to fit his shoulders in.  

“What are you doing?” she asked breathlessly. 

In response he lowered his head and licked up the length of her sex, like a cat licking up cream. “Oh,” she moaned. Her head rolled back and forth on the blanket and her fingers tightened painfully in his short hair, keeping him where she wanted him. 

The smell of her arousal was like a heady drug and he continued licking before zeroing in on the tiny bud of her clit. He teased around it while she moaned and panted incoherently.  He moved one large finger inside her opening, stretching her and adding a second.  He began pumping in and out while sucking on her clit.  Her hips raised up, meeting his fingers and matching his rhythm. He felt her internal muscles tighten and knew her orgasm was near. She called out, 

“Nick. Nick, I’m close, so close.”  

He bit down lightly while continuing the rapid pumping with his fingers.  He felt her break apart beneath him, her body bowing up while his thighs crushed against his head. She moaned loudly, “Fuuuck...” as shudders racked her body.  He waited until her shaking stopped before crawling up her body to kiss her, knowing she would taste herself on his tongue.

Breaking the kiss, he raised himself on his arms over her.  She looked beautiful, her sated face relaxed and flushed, her eyes dreamy.  “Ready for more?” he asked. 

“Yes, quit stalling!”

He smiled and rolled to his side to remove his boxers, kicking them out of the way. Nick smiled down at her tenderly. Their eyes met and held, and in that moment, he knew he was falling in love with her.  He noted abstractly that he wasn’t as alarmed by that thought as he thought he might be.  

He’d had girlfriends over the years, some more serious than others, but never had he felt this deep sense of connection, of rightness, as he did with Jen.  It was like they were two puzzles pieces who fit together.  He didn’t know what they’d do about her brothers, about his job, about living in different places, but right now, at this minute, all he cared about was being with her, joining with her.

He shifted his hips between her legs, and she raised them up to wrap around him, like they had in the kitchen.  This time, nothing separated them as he eased into her, giving her time to adjust to his size.  Nick felt like he was coming home in the sweet heat of her body and for a moment, everything stopped.

She grasped both sides of his ass and tugged.  “Now you give me space?” she asked breathlessly, surging her hips up as she pulled him down more deeply into her body.  He stopped for a moment, enjoying the feeling of being fully seated inside her.  She moved restlessly beneath him. He pumped once, twice, then stopped.

“Fuck,” he groaned, dropping his head to her shoulder with a deep sigh.

“What? What’s wrong?” she asked impatiently.  

“I don’t suppose you have condoms out here?” he asked.

“What?” she said, sounding confused for a moment before her eyes widened in understanding. 

“Condoms.  I was just wearing underwear when we came out here. No pockets.”

She moved against him again, pumping her hips up in an effort to get him moving again.  “Yeah, underwear, yeah I noticed.  Look, I’m on the pill.  I’m clean, it’s been a while since I’ve been with anyone.  Are you clean?”

He nodded, looking into her eyes so she could see the truth there. “I’m clean too. I’ve never had sex without a condom before, not once.”

Her eyes flashed with emotion before her face lit up with a wicked smile. “In that case, fuck me big guy. Fuck me hard.”

He stared at her for a moment, before bursting out in laughter at her salty language.  “You’re such a romantic,” he teased before his hips began pumping of their own volition. It felt heavenly moving in her warm heat without the barrier of a condom. 

He reached down and grabbed both of her hands, pulling them over her head and holding them there with one hand while the other hand braced his weight.  She pulled on her hands and he saw her desire increase even more with the restraint. He was filled with a sudden vision of her tied to his bed, helpless while he kissed every inch of her body.  

With her hands immobilized, she began stroking the back of his legs and his butt with her feet. Bringing himself back to the present, he increased the pace, urged on by her pumping hips and the heels now pressed tightly into his ass.  He felt a tingling at the base of his spine and new his orgasm was near.  Releasing her hands, he reached down and flicked her clit.  She grasped his shoulders and went rigid beneath him, before shouting out her orgasm.  

He followed her into the abyss, feeling every moment of his orgasm, unencumbered by a condom.  He shot his seed deep inside her and collapsed briefly on top of her, then rolled over to bring her on top even as the last shots left his body.  

Neither of them talked for several moments as they calmed their breath and lay in the moonlit barn. Finally, he pulled out reluctantly and Jen slid off him and sat up, turning to face him with her knees pulled up under her chin.  

“Well, that was fun,” she said, her face bemused.

He laughed at her understatement.  “Yep, it was.... incredible.”  

He didn’t say what he really thought: it was more than incredible. It was life changing. It was the difference between sex and making love. He was pretty sure he’d never recover from this.  

Nick wasn’t a guy prone to big emotions, he’d learned long ago to keep his feelings close to the vest and to not get too attached.  His life in foster care, his time in the army, the years on tour, other than the guys and Simone the only constant in his life was change. No sense in getting too attached to anything or anyone. Until now. He was already in deep with Jen, and he knew it. He just didn’t know if she was on the same page.

“I’d better go back and get some sleep.  We have lots of chores to do tomorrow.”  

She got up and began searching for their clothes in the dim light.  He watched her step into her panties, her body lithe and graceful. She pulled her tank over her head as he lay there watching, then she picked up his boxers and tossed them in his direction.  “You coming?”

He shook his head. “I think I need a little recovery time from that.”

She nodded and crossed over to give him a lingering kiss on the lips.  “Thanks big guy.  I’ll see you in the morning.”

He watched as she climbed down the ladder to the barn below, then fell back against the blanket, staring up to the rafters in the dim light. He felt like he was being swept up in an undertow, this thing with Jen was strong and had a life of its own. Fuck.  This situation was complicated. What was he going to do?









