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Love at the Movies
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The summer heat hung heavy in the air, a thick, oppressive blanket that clung to everything it touched. Inside the movie theater, the air conditioning struggled to combat the sweltering temperatures, creating a lukewarm breeze that did little to alleviate the stickiness. Matt, a tall, lean African American man with a warm smile and a head of tightly coiled hair, wiped a bead of sweat from his brow as he restocked the concession stand. The familiar scent of buttered popcorn and sugary candy filled his nostrils, a comforting aroma that had become synonymous with his summer job.

College was out, and Matt, like many of his peers, was looking for ways to earn some extra cash. Working at the concession stand of the local movie theater wasn't exactly glamorous, but it paid the bills and offered a welcome distraction from the boredom of summer break. Plus, there was Jill.

Jill, a pale, plus-sized gothic beauty with a cascade of raven hair that fell in waves down her back, was Matt's coworker and, unbeknownst to her, the object of his secret affection. Her full lips were often painted a deep crimson, contrasting starkly with her porcelain skin, and her eyes, a piercing shade of emerald, seemed to hold a thousand unspoken stories. Piercings adorned her eyebrows, nose, and lips, adding a touch of rebelliousness to her already striking appearance. Tattoos snaked up her arms, each one a unique work of art that told a story only she knew.

Matt had always been drawn to Jill's unique beauty and her unapologetic embrace of her individuality. She was a stark contrast to the typical girls he'd dated in the past, and that intrigued him. They shared a love for horror movies, often bonding over their favorite films during their shifts. Their conversations flowed effortlessly, filled with laughter and a shared passion that made the long hours fly by.

But Matt had never mustered the courage to express his feelings. He feared rejection, worried that his attraction to her might be one-sided. After all, Jill was a confident, striking woman, and Matt, despite his charm and good looks, struggled with self-doubt. He couldn't shake the feeling that he wasn't her type, that she might prefer someone more aligned with her gothic aesthetic.

Tonight, as they cleaned up the concession stand after a particularly busy showing of a horror movie marathon, the usual hum of the theater had faded to a low murmur. The only sounds were the soft rustle of Matt sweeping up spilled popcorn and the occasional clink of Jill wiping down the counters. The air felt charged, heavy with unspoken words and unacknowledged desires.

"You know," Matt began, his voice low and hesitant, "I've always enjoyed working with you, Jill. You're...different. In a good way."

Jill paused in her cleaning, her emerald eyes meeting his. A faint blush crept up her cheeks, a surprising contrast to her usually pale complexion. "Different? That's not exactly a compliment, Matt."

He chuckled nervously, running a hand through his hair. "I didn't mean it like that. I mean, you're unique. You're not like anyone else I've ever met. And I...I think you're beautiful."

The words hung in the air, heavy with meaning. Jill's eyes widened, a mixture of surprise and something else, something Matt couldn't quite decipher, flashing across her face.

"You do?" she whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the refrigerator.

Matt nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. "I do. I've had a crush on you for a while now, but I never knew how to tell you. I figured you wouldn't be interested in someone like me."

Jill's blush deepened, spreading down her neck. "Someone like you? What's that supposed to mean?"

Matt sighed, his confidence wavering. "I don't know. I guess I just figured you'd go for someone more...your type. Someone who fits in with your whole gothic thing."

Jill's eyes flashed with a mixture of amusement and annoyance. "My type? You think I have a type? Matt, you're an idiot."

He flinched at her words, but before he could respond, she continued, her voice softening. "I've liked you too, for a long time. But I never said anything because I didn't think you'd like me. I'm not exactly the girl a black man would go for, am I?"

Matt's heart skipped a beat at her words. He took a step closer, his hand reaching out to gently touch her cheek. "You're exactly the woman I want, Jill. Don't ever think otherwise."

Their eyes locked, a silent communication passing between them. The air crackled with tension, the unspoken desire hanging heavy between them.

“Fuck it...” he growled. 

Matt leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss. It was a tentative touch, a question asked without words. Jill responded eagerly, her lips parting slightly, inviting him deeper. The kiss intensified, their tongues tangling in a dance of passion and longing. Matt's hand moved from her cheek to her waist, pulling her closer, his body pressing against hers.

"Yes. Matt," Jill whispered against his lips, her breath hot and ragged. "Fuck I want you right now. Did you want to fuck? Right here. Right now."

Matt's eyes widened in surprise, a mix of desire and apprehension flashing across his face. "Are you sure? Here?"

Jill nodded, her eyes burning with a fierce hunger. "I've wanted this for so long, Matt. I don't want to wait anymore."

Without another word, she dropped to her knees, her hands tugging at the waistband of his pants. Matt's breath hitched as she pulled them down, revealing his throbbing erection. She wasted no time, wrapping her full lips around the head of his cock, her tongue swirling in a tantalizing rhythm.

Matt groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he held her head gently. He glanced around the theater, a surge of adrenaline coursing through him at the thought of being caught. But the manager, a middle-aged man with a penchant for staying holed up in his office, was unlikely to make an appearance.

Jill's mouth worked its magic, her lips and tongue creating a sensation that sent shivers down Matt's spine. He closed his eyes, surrendering to the pleasure, his hips bucking slightly as she deepened her sucking.

"Fuck, Jill," he gasped, his voice hoarse with desire. "You're amazing."

She hummed her appreciation around his cock, her hands gripping his thighs as she bobbed her head up and down. Matt's breath came in short gasps, his body tense with anticipation. He knew he wouldn't last long, not with her skilled mouth working its wonders.

Just as he was on the brink of release, Matt pulled her to her feet, his lips crashing against hers in a desperate kiss. He needed to taste her, to feel her body against his. He lifted her onto the concession stand, her ample curves spilling over the edge as he spread her legs wide.

His fingers traced the lace of her panties, his touch sending shivers down her spine. With a swift motion, he pulled them down, revealing her glistening pussy. Her lips were plump and swollen, her clit peeking out from its hood, begging for attention.

Matt groaned at the sight, his cock twitching with anticipation. He dove between her thighs, his tongue flicking against her clit, tasting her sweetness. Jill moaned, her head falling back as she gripped the edges of the counter.

"Oh fuck, Matt," she gasped. "Don't stop."

He didn't need to be told twice. His tongue delved deeper, lapping at her juices, his fingers teasing her entrance. Jill's hips bucked against his mouth, her moans growing louder as she neared the edge.

"I'm close," she panted, her voice thick with desire.

Matt smiled against her skin, his tongue flicking faster, driving her wild. Jill's body trembled, her muscles tightening as she climaxed, her juices flooding his mouth. He drank her in, savoring her taste, his fingers continuing to stroke her until her tremors subsided.

Breathless and dazed, Jill looked down at him, her eyes glazed with pleasure. "Your turn," she whispered, reaching for his cock.

Matt didn't need to be asked twice. He positioned himself at her entrance, his throbbing cock teasing her lips. With a swift thrust, he plunged into her, filling her completely.

Jill gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, his hips snapping in a steady rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the concession stand, a primal rhythm that echoed off the walls.

"Fuck, you're tight," Matt groaned, his voice rough with desire.

"Ride me, Jill," he urged, his hands gripping her hips.

She complied, lifting her hips to meet his thrusts, her breasts bouncing with each movement. Matt's cock slid in and out of her, the friction sending waves of pleasure through them both.

The scent of sex and sweat filled the air, a heady aroma that only fueled their passion. Matt's breath came in short gasps, his body glistening with sweat as he pounded into her. Jill's moans grew louder, her head thrown back in abandon, her body trembling on the brink of another orgasm.

"I'm close," Matt warned, his voice tight with anticipation.

Jill's eyes locked onto his, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. "Cum for me, Matt. Fill me up. It’s okay I’m on birth control.”

Her words sent him over the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, he released, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside her. Jill cried out, her body convulsing as she climaxed with him, her juices flowing around his cock.

For a moment, they remained locked together, their hearts pounding in unison, their breath coming in ragged gasps. Slowly, Matt withdrew, his cock slipping out of her with a wet pop.

Jill slid off the counter, her legs shaky as she stood. Matt pulled up his pants, a goofy grin spreading across his face.

"Well," he said, breaking the silence, "that was...unexpected."

Jill laughed, a soft, husky sound that sent a shiver down his spine. "Unexpected, but definitely not unwelcome."

She stepped closer, her hand reaching up to gently touch his cheek. "You know, Matt, I've been wanting to do that for a long time."

He smiled, his heart swelling with a warmth he couldn't quite explain. "Me too, Jill. Me too."

A comfortable silence fell between them, the air still charged with the aftermath of their passion. Matt cleared his throat, a mischievous glint in his eye.

"So, uh, does this mean we're, like, dating now?"

Jill's laughter rang out, filling the concession stand with a joyful sound. "I think we skipped a few steps, don't you think? Maybe we should start with a proper date first."

Matt's grin widened. "I'd like that. A lot."

As they gathered their things, the theater around them seemed to fade into the background. The world outside, with its summer heat and mundane concerns, felt distant and irrelevant. In that moment, there was only Matt and Jill, two souls connected by a shared passion and a desire that had finally been unleashed.

The future stretched before them, full of possibilities and unspoken promises. Would their relationship blossom into something more, or would this be a fleeting summer fling? Only time would tell. But for now, as they walked out of the theater, hand in hand, the night air felt electric with potential, a silent witness to the beginning of something special.

***
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The burger joint was bustling with the usual Friday night crowd, but Jill and Matt seemed to exist in their own little bubble. They slid into a cozy booth near the back, the red vinyl seats squeaking softly under their weight. The air smelled of greasy fries and sizzling beef, a comforting aroma that set the stage for their first official date. Jill, her jet-black hair cascading over her shoulders, leaned across the table, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, horror movies,” she said, her voice low and playful. “What’s your favorite?”

Matt, his hands resting on the table, smiled shyly. “The Exorcist,” he replied without hesitation. “It’s just... timeless. The way it messes with your head, you know?”

Jill nodded, her lips curling into a grin. “Good choice. Mine’s The Shining. Jack Nicholson’s descent into madness? Chef’s kiss.” She paused, her gaze flicking to the waitress approaching their table. “But enough about that. What are we eating?”

They ordered milkshakes—chocolate for Jill, vanilla for Matt—along with burgers stacked high with melted cheese and crispy fries. As they waited, the conversation flowed effortlessly, jumping from movies to music to their shared love of late-night horror marathons. Jill’s laughter was infectious, filling the space between them with warmth. Matt found himself relaxing, his earlier nerves melting away as he got lost in her stories.

When the food arrived, they dug in with enthusiasm, the crunch of fries and the sizzle of burgers punctuating their chatter. Jill caught a drip of milkshake with her finger, licking it slowly as she watched Matt take a bite of his burger. “You’re a messy eater,” she teased, her voice laced with amusement.

“And you’re a milkshake connoisseur,” he shot back, wiping his mouth with a napkin. “We’re a perfect match.”

She rolled her eyes but couldn’t suppress her smile. “Keep telling yourself that.”

By the time they finished eating, the initial jitters of their first date had faded, replaced by a comfortable ease. They paid the bill and headed to the movie theater, the cool night air brushing against their skin as they walked hand in hand. The theater was dimly lit, the marquee outside flashing the title of the horror movie they were about to see: Shadows in the Dark.

“This looks... promising,” Jill said, her tone dripping with sarcasm as they entered the lobby.

Matt chuckled. “Hey, it’s a date night. Even if the movie’s trash, we’ll make it fun.”

Inside the theater, they were the only ones there. The room was vast and dark, the screen glowing faintly with the pre-show trailers. They settled into the middle row, the plush seats swallowing them whole. Jill leaned back, her arms stretched along the chair’s edges, while Matt sat upright, his legs crossed casually.

The movie began, and it was every bit as bad as they’d expected. The plot was nonsensical, the acting wooden, and the jump scares predictable. Jill groaned dramatically during a particularly cringe-worthy scene, her head falling back against the seat. “This is awful,” she muttered, though there was a smile tugging at her lips.

“Yeah, but we’re here together,” Matt replied, his voice soft. He shifted closer to her, his shoulder brushing against hers. “That counts for something, right?”

Jill turned her head, her eyes meeting his in the dim light. “Definitely.”

As the movie droned on, Jill scooted closer to Matt, her thigh pressing against his. He felt a jolt of warmth at her nearness, his heart picking up pace. Without thinking, he reached out, his hand settling on her shoulder. Her skin was warm and smooth beneath his palm, and he felt a surge of desire ripple through him.

She leaned into his touch, her gaze still fixed on the screen. “This movie’s trash,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the dialogue.

“Yeah,” he agreed, his thumb brushing lightly over her shoulder. “But it doesn’t mean we can’t have a little fun.”

Jill’s lips curved into a mischievous grin. She turned fully toward him, her eyes sparkling with intent. “I have in mind...”

“Like what?” Before I could respond, she slid out of her seat and onto his lap, straddling him with a confidence that left him breathless. Her skirt rode up her thighs, and he felt her warmth press against him. “Jill, what are you—”

“Shh,” she cut him off, her fingers pressing gently over his lips. “This movie’s boring, but you’re not.”

His breath caught as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a soft, teasing kiss. Her scent—a mix of vanilla and something uniquely her—filled his senses, and he felt his resolve crumbling. His hand slid down her back, pulling her closer, as their kiss deepened. Her lips were soft and hungry, her tongue tracing the seam of his mouth before slipping inside.

Matt’s hand drifted lower, slipping beneath her skirt. He found the edge of her panties and hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest. But Jill’s moan against his lips spurred him on. His fingers brushed against her damp heat, and she gasped, her hips pressing into his touch.

“Matt,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “I want you.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His fingers slipped inside her, her wetness coating his skin as he began to move. She moaned softly, her head falling back as she grinded against his hand. The sound of her pleasure was intoxicating, and he felt his own desire spiraling out of control.

Jill’s hands moved to his jeans, her fingers fumbling with the button and zipper. “Help me,” she murmured, her breath hot against his ear.

Matt’s hands shook as he unfastened his jeans, his cock already hard and throbbing. Jill’s fingers wrapped around him, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through his body. “Jill,” he groaned, his voice hoarse.

“Put it in,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his. “Now.”

He didn’t hesitate. With a swift motion, he pushed her panties aside and positioned himself at her entrance. She lifted her hips, and he slid inside her in one smooth thrust. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as she adjusted to his size.

“You feel so good,” she panted, her hips beginning to move. “Fuck, Matt.”

He groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he met her rhythm. The theater seats creaked beneath them, the only sound apart from their ragged breaths and soft moans. Jill’s breasts pressed against his chest, her nipples hard and peeking out from the neckline of her shirt. He leaned down, capturing one in his mouth, and she cried out, her head tilting back in pleasure.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice urgent. “Fuck me harder.”

Matt obliged, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. He could feel her tightening around him, her walls clenching as she neared the edge. “Jill,” he warned, his voice a rough whisper. “I’m close.”

“Me too,” she gasped, her hips snapping against his. “Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”

Their movements became frantic, their bodies moving in perfect sync. The tension built, coiling tighter and tighter until it snapped. Jill’s cry of release was muffled against his neck, her body trembling as she came. Her orgasm triggered his own, and he groaned her name as he spilled into her, his body shuddering with the force of it.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their hearts pounding, their breaths ragged. Jill’s forehead rested against his, her eyes closed as she caught her breath. “That,” she said finally, her voice soft and satisfied, “was way better than the movie.”

Matt laughed, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through his chest. “Definitely.”

They disentangled slowly, adjusting their clothes and smoothing out their disheveled appearances. Jill slid back into her seat, her legs still trembling slightly. Matt zipped up his jeans, his heart still racing from the intensity of what had just happened.

“So,” Jill said, her voice light as she turned to him, “where were we?”

Matt grinned, reaching for her hand. “I think the killer was about to reveal himself.”

She rolled her eyes but squeezed his hand. “And here I thought this movie couldn’t get any worse.”

They settled back into their seats, the tension between them now replaced by a comfortable warmth. The movie continued to play, its flaws now endearing rather than annoying. Jill leaned her head on Matt’s shoulder, her hand still laced with his, as they watched the rest of the film.

But as the credits rolled and the theater lights flickered back on, neither of them was thinking about the movie. Their minds were elsewhere, already drifting to the possibilities of what could come next. The night was young, and their connection felt stronger than ever.

As they stood to leave, Jill turned to Matt, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “You know,” she said, her voice low, “I think we should make this a regular thing. Movie nights, I mean.”

Matt’s lips curved into a smile. “I’m in. But next time, we pick a better movie.”

She laughed, her hand slipping into his as they walked toward the exit. The night air was cool against their skin, but the warmth between them was undeniable. As they stepped out into the street, the city lights twinkling around them, it felt like the beginning of something new—something exciting and full of potential.

The future was unwritten, but for now, they were content to take it one step at a time. Hand in hand, they walked into the night, the possibilities stretching out before them like an open road.

***
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The theater was quiet, the hum of the concession stand’s equipment a low, steady backdrop to the end of another shift. Matt wiped down the counter, his eyes drifting to Jill as she buttered a customer’s popcorn with practiced ease. There was something hypnotic about the way she moved, her fingers deft and sure. He couldn’t help but smile, his thoughts drifting to the way she’d buttered herself up for him the night before. The memory sent a warm flush through him, and he shook his head, trying to focus.

“I like the way you butter popcorn,” he murmured, stepping behind her. His breath tickled her ear, and she grinned without turning around.

“Yeah?” she replied, her voice low and playful.

“I wouldn’t mind seeing you covered in it,” he continued, his words deliberate. “I want to lick your tits covered in it.”

Jill’s grin widened, and she glanced over her shoulder at him. “Who knows? You might get your chance.”

The air between them crackled with unspoken desire, but the theater was still open, and customers were still milling about. They had to wait.

Later that night, after the last customer had left and the lights had been dimmed, Matt was busy cleaning the concession stand. The scent of butter and stale popcorn hung heavy in the air. He was lost in thought, wondering if Jill had meant what she’d said earlier, when the supply closet door creaked open.

Jill stepped out, naked.

Matt’s breath caught in his throat. Her curves were illuminated by the soft glow of the butter machine, her skin pale and smooth. She grinned at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“What are you doing?” he gasped, his voice rough with surprise.

“Buttering myself up for you,” she purred, walking toward the butter machine. She pressed the button, and warm, golden oil began to cascade over her body. It clung to her skin, glistening under the fluorescent lights. “Wanna taste?”

Matt’s mouth went dry. He nodded, unable to speak.

She stepped closer, her body gleaming with butter. Matt reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip. He leaned in, his tongue darting out to lick a streak of butter from her breast. The taste was rich and salty, and he groaned, his hands cupping her full weight.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice thick with desire.

Jill giggled, her hands tangling in his hair. “Clean me up,” she whispered.

He obeyed, his tongue tracing every inch of her body, lapping up the butter with eager greed. Her skin was soft beneath his lips, and he took his time, savoring the taste of her. By the time he was done, she was trembling, her breath coming in short gasps.

“You know what I like at the movies?” she asked, her voice husky.

Matt pulled back, his eyes meeting hers. “What?”

“Nachos,” she replied, her grin widening. “You think I can have some?”

He laughed, a low, rumbling sound. “Sure.”

Jill helped him out of his uniform, her hands moving with practiced efficiency. Once he was naked, she grabbed a cup of nacho cheese from the warmer and poured it over his cock. The warm liquid engulfed him, and he groaned, his head falling back.

“Fuck, Jill,” he muttered, his hands gripping the edge of the counter.

She knelt before him, her tongue darting out to lick the cheese from his shaft. Her mouth was hot and wet, and he groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. She took her time, cleaning him thoroughly, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock as she sucked the cheese from every inch of him.

“Fuck me,” he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair.

Jill stood, her eyes locking with his. She bent over the counter, her ass arched invitingly. “Take me,” she whispered.

Matt didn’t need to be told twice. He stepped behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. With one smooth thrust, he buried himself inside her, her tight heat enveloping him like a glove.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice raw with need.

He began to move, his hips snapping forward as he drove into her. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the concession stand, the scent of butter and nacho cheese mingling with the musk of their desire. Jill moaned, her head falling forward as she braced herself against the counter.

“Harder,” she gasped, her voice strained.

Matt obliged, his thrusts becoming more urgent. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit as he pounded into her. Her walls clenched around him, and he knew she was close.

“Cum for me, baby,” he growled, his voice hoarse.

Jill screamed, her body shaking as she came. Her juices spilled around his cock, and he followed her over the edge, his own release surging through him. He groaned, his hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside her.

When it was over, he pulled out, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He turned her around, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her deeply.

“Thanks for making this the best summer,” he murmured against her lips.

Jill’s smile faded, and her eyes clouded with something he couldn’t quite read. “What’s your plan when college starts again?” she asked, her voice soft but edged with tension.

Matt’s heart sank. He’d been trying not to think about it, but the question hung between them like a storm cloud. “I don’t know,” he admitted, his voice rough. “I just want to live in the now.”

Jill’s expression tightened, and she pulled away, her hands dropping from his. “Live in the now?” she repeated, her voice sharp. “What does that even mean, Matt?”

He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out. He didn’t know what to say. He just knew he didn’t want to think about the future, about the possibility of losing her.

Jill turned and walked away, her naked body disappearing into the supply closet. Matt stood there, his heart pounding in his chest, the taste of butter and nacho cheese still lingering on his tongue. He didn’t know what had just happened, but he knew one thing for certain: this summer was far from over.

The concession stand was silent, the only sound the low hum of the equipment. Matt leaned against the counter, his mind racing. He didn’t want to lose Jill, but he didn’t know how to give her the answers she needed. All he knew was that he wanted her, wanted this, wanted them.

But as he stood there, the weight of her question settling over him, he couldn’t shake the feeling that the future was looming, inevitable and uncertain. And for the first time, he wasn’t sure if living in the now was enough.

***
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The next day, Matt found himself standing outside Jill’s apartment, his heart pounding in his chest. The sun was high in the sky, casting a warm glow over the building, but Matt felt a chill as he raised his hand to knock. He had replayed their last conversation in his mind a hundred times, each replay leaving him more determined to make things right. He couldn’t bear the thought of losing her, not after everything they’d shared. The door creaked open, and there she was, her dark hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders, her eyes guarded but not cold.

“Hey,” she said, her voice soft but distant.

“Can I come in?” Matt asked, his voice hoarse with emotion.

Jill hesitated, then stepped aside to let him in. The apartment was dimly lit, the curtains drawn, giving the space an intimate, almost secretive feel. Matt closed the door behind him and turned to face her, his hands clenching and unclenching at his sides.

“Jill, I—” he began, but she cut him off.

“Why are you here, Matt?” she asked, her tone sharp but not unkind. “Did you come to tell me more lies? To pretend like everything’s fine when it’s not?”

Matt flinched at her words, but he didn’t back down. “No,” he said firmly. “I’m here because I can’t stand the thought of losing you. I messed up, Jill. I let my fear get the best of me, and I didn’t give you the answers you deserved. But I’m here now, and I’m not leaving until you hear me out.”

Jill crossed her arms over her chest, her eyes narrowing as she studied him. “Go on,” she said, her voice challenging.

Matt took a deep breath, his heart racing as he searched for the right words. “Jill, I love you,” he said, the words tumbling out of him in a rush. “I’ve been so scared of losing you that I’ve been pushing you away, but I can’t do that anymore. I don’t want a summer fling. I want you. All of you. For as long as you’ll have me.”

For a moment, Jill said nothing, her expression unreadable. Then, slowly, her arms dropped to her sides, and her eyes softened. “You mean that?” she whispered.

“More than anything,” Matt replied, taking a step toward her. “I’ve been an idiot, Jill. I let my fear blind me to what we could have. But I see it now. I see us. And I don’t want to let that go.”

Jill’s lips trembled, and before Matt could say another word, she launched herself at him, her arms wrapping tightly around his waist. He held her close, his hands tangling in her hair as he pressed his lips to hers. The kiss was desperate, hungry, filled with all the unspoken words and unresolved emotions of the past few days. Jill’s body trembled against his, her fingers digging into his back as if to assure herself he was real.

When they finally pulled apart, both were breathless, their hearts pounding in unison. Jill’s eyes were shining with unshed tears, and Matt brushed them away with his thumb, his gaze never leaving hers.

“I love you, Jill,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “I’ve loved you since the moment I saw you. I just didn’t know how to say it.”

Jill’s lips curved into a small, tremulous smile. “I love you too,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. “But don’t you ever do that to me again. Don’t ever let your fear come between us.”

“I won’t,” Matt promised, pulling her close again. “I swear.”

Their lips met once more, softer this time, a tender exploration that spoke of reconciliation and forgiveness. Jill’s hands slid up his chest, her touch sending shivers down his spine. Matt’s hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together, heat radiating between them.

Without breaking the kiss, Matt backed her toward the couch, his steps slow and deliberate. Jill went willingly, her arms wrapping around his neck as they fell back onto the cushions. Matt hovered above her, his weight supported by his elbows, his gaze locked on hers.

“Tell me what you want,” he murmured, his breath hot against her lips.
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