
  
    [image: Smooches]
  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2026, all rights reserved

        Cover photo by lilu1331 (DepositPhotos), Cover Design by Hannah Murray, created on Canva.

      

        

      
        Just A Little Little Crush, Copyright © 2021

        Goldie & The Bears, Copyright © 2022

        Getting Lucky, Copyright © 2025

        By Hannah Murray, all rights reserved

      

        

      
        The uploading, scanning, and distribution of this book in any form or by any means (including but not limited to electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) for any purpose (including training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text or any other fucking thing) without the permission of the copyright holder is illegal and punishable by law. Please do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials, because in addition to being illegal it’s super fucking shitty. So really, please don’t.

      

        

      
        Your support of authors’ rights is appreciated.

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        AI Pledge

      

    

    
      
        
          Just A Little Crush

        

        
          
            Content Notes

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

      
        
          Goldie & The Bears

        

        
          
            Content Notes

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Epilogue

          

          
            Author’s Note

          

        

      

      
        
          Getting Lucky

        

        
          
            Content Notes

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Hannah Murray

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AI PLEDGE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      I guarantee that I have not used AI in the writing of any of these words. They are all mine, from my own frantic little brain, and be they good or bad, I own them.

      The cover image for this book was purchased from Deposit Photos, and I’ve done my best to make sure it’s not AI. The cover was created on Canva, without the use of AI tools. All graphics contained herein were also created on Canva, and to the best of my knowledge no AI tools were used for those either.

      Because AI is built on work stolen from authors and artists, and it’s shitty, and I refuse to use it. Ever.
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      Just A Little Crush is an older woman/younger man romance, and the story is fairly straightforward. However, there is mention of divorce (amicable), family pressure to conform to expectations (for both MCs) and both characters discuss the challenges they’ve each faced in their quest for permanent birth control (sterilization). There is also one scene that features aural voyeurism and exhibitionism.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        You only live once, but if you do it right, once is enough.
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      “Oh my gosh, what a game. My heart is still racing.”

      Haven Lang laughed. Caroline’s normally pale complexion, smooth and soft thanks to weekly spa treatments, was red and splotchy. Her artfully highlighted blonde hair was tangled from spending most of the last two hours yanking at it, and she had a streak of cheese sauce on her cashmere slacks from the nachos she’d spilled in the third quarter. Which frankly, served her right for wearing cashmere to a high school football game.

      Haven couldn’t remember the last time her always put together sister-in-law had looked this un-together, and was tempted to take a picture to memorialize the moment. “You say that every time Colin has a game.”

      “I know, but this was the state championship!” Caroline’s blue eyes were bright with pride, and a few residual happy tears. “And my baby boy did so good. Three touchdowns, Haven. Three!”

      “I’ll give you fifty bucks if you call him baby boy when he comes out of the locker room.”

      “He’d kill me.”

      Haven’s grin was quick and wicked. “I know.”

      Caroline shook her head, the florescent lights in the tunnel outside the locker room making her highlights glow. “I couldn’t.”

      “Spoilsport.”

      Caroline sighed. “Ward is going to be sick that he missed this.”

      “I know.” Haven grimaced. Her big brother had been scheduled to fly home from a business trip that morning, but a Chicago blizzard had interfered with his plans to be home by kickoff. “Did you talk to him?”

      “Not yet. I texted him, so he knows we won, but it was too loud out there to talk on the phone. I’ll call him on the way home.”

      “Did you say ‘I told you so’?”

      Caroline snorted. “What do you think?”

      “I think he’s got some groveling to do.”

      “And not just to me.” Caroline shifted to allow a stream of people to walk past her. The hallway leading to the Houston Texan’s locker room was wide, but the number of people waiting for players to emerge was starting to add up. “Colin is going to be crushed that his dad wasn’t here.”

      “Now might be the perfect time to ask for that car he’s been wanting,” Haven suggested.

      Caroline shot her a pleading glance. “Please don’t tell him that.”

      Haven stepped closer to the wall as more people crowded in around them. “You think he hasn’t already thought of it?”

      Caroline huffed out a breath. “Hell.”

      “He’s had his license for a year,” Haven reminded her with a reassuring pat on the shoulder. “He hasn’t even gotten a parking ticket.”

      “Because he knows it would kill any chances of getting his own car.”

      “You can always take it away if he screws up.”

      “Maybe he won’t ask.”

      “Maybe,” Haven allowed, but she doubted it. Colin was a smart kid, and he knew which buttons to push. If he didn’t manage to wrangle a car over three touchdowns in the state championship game—from the dad who’d missed them all—she’d eat her legal pad.

      She pressed herself closer to the wall as more people pushed into the hallway. “Getting a little crowded,” she commented, and winced when someone stepped on her foot.

      “Yeah.” Caroline frowned. “The kids should’ve been out by now, but they’re probably celebrating.”

      “They got to play in a real NFL stadium and now they’re in a real NFL locker room,” Haven reminded her. “They’re probably taking selfies everywhere, including the showers.”

      Caroline grimaced. “Remind me to check Colin’s cell, and to have a refresher talk with him about sexting and child porn laws.”

      “Good call.” Haven bit back a curse as someone’s elbow caught her in the ribs. “What are y’all doing after this?”

      “The coaches set up a party back at the school, a lock-in thing.” Caroline shifted her coat to her other arm. “They figured if they won, it’d be best to keep the celebrating confined to a safe space. And if they lost...”

      “Best to keep that confined as well.” Haven nodded. “Smart. You’re taking Colin?”

      Caroline shook her head. “I’m sure he’ll want to ride with the team. I just want to see him before he goes over there.”

      “Where are the girls?”

      “Janie is spending the night at a friend’s,” Caroline said of her fifteen-year-old daughter. “And Farrah is driving back to Austin. She’s working tomorrow morning.”

      “And probably didn’t want to spend New Year’s Eve with her parents,” Haven pointed out.

      Caroline’s sigh was resigned. “That, too.”

      “Then it’s just you tonight?” Haven pursed her lips at Caroline’s nod. “Want some company?”

      “On a Friday night?” Caroline’s eyes widened in surprise. “The day before New Year’s Eve? I thought you’d have plans.”

      “Nope.”

      “How come?”

      Haven shrugged. “No reason, I just don’t.”

      “Come on.” Caroline stepped closer, and the crowd immediately flowed into the vacated space. “You’ve been out every Friday and Saturday night for weeks now. What happened to your personal sexual revolution?”

      Haven sighed. “Nothing.”

      “Haven.”

      “No, really. Nothing. That’s the problem. Six weeks of dating app matches and not one single orgasm to show for it.”

      Caroline’s jaw dropped. “None?”

      “Not unless the ones I give myself count. Clearly, my window for a personal sexual revolution has closed. I think I’m too old.”

      “That’s ridiculous. You’re only thirty-nine, for God’s sake.”

      “Thirty-nine is old in pickup years,” Haven told her.

      “Listen, men will fuck anything,” Caroline began.

      “Oh, well, thanks. That makes me feel so much better.”

      Caroline waved a hand. “That came out wrong. I just meant you’re beautiful and smart, and I highly doubt your age is what’s putting people off. How’s your flirting game?”

      “Pretty good, I think. Rusty,” she admitted. “But solid.”

      “How are you dressing on these dates?”

      “Lots of cleavage, lots of leg.”

      “And you’re not getting any nibbles?”

      “No, I am,” Haven said. “They’re just not the nibbles I want.”

      “What’s wrong with them?”

      Haven shifted on her feet. “Everyone either wants to just hook up, without getting to know me at all, or a serious relationship. There’s no middle ground.”

      “And the middle ground is what you want?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, that’s exactly what I want,” she decided. “I want to meet someone, get to know them, like them, then fuck them cross-eyed without worrying about where it’s going. Which was a lot easier when I was twenty-two.”

      Caroline snorted. “Honey, everything was easier at twenty-two.”

      “No kidding.” Haven sighed. “Anyway, I think I’m taking a break from all that for a while.”

      “Does that mean our ceiling surprise was wasted?”

      “Yes,” Haven said firmly. “Feel free to come over and take that down.”

      “You sure?” Caroline’s lips curved in a smirk. “Might come in handy one day.”

      “Was that your idea or Ward’s?” Haven demanded.

      Caroline laughed. “It was mine, but Ward did it in our bedroom, so I guess it was his idea first.”

      Haven grimaced. “On second thought, I don’t want to know.”

      “Hey, after twenty-two years together, you have to get creative to keep the spark going.” Caroline’s smile turned satisfied. “And there’s just something about looking up and seeing your man’s ass in a mirror, pumping away. Your brother still has a first-class ass.”

      Haven held up a hand. “I am begging you to stop talking.”

      “I’m just saying, leave the mirrors up for a while. You never know.”

      “Since I have no idea how to take them down, I’m kind of stuck, aren’t I? I may have to start sleeping in the guest room.”

      “Why? They can’t fall on you. I told you, they’re anchored in. Glue and screws.”

      “I’m not worried about that.” Haven rolled her eyes at Caroline’s raised eyebrow. “Okay, I’m a little worried about that. But I’m more worried about catching another accidental glimpse of myself masturbating.”

      She glared when Caroline burst out laughing. “I did not need to know that’s what my boobs look like when I’m lying on my back.”

      “Deflated, did they?” Caroline asked, still giggling. “Maybe slid into your armpits a little?”

      Haven sighed. “It was not a confidence inspiring visual.”

      “That’s what real boobs do, Haven.”

      “I know that,” Haven muttered. “I just didn’t need to see it.”

      “At least you haven’t nursed three kids,” Caroline went on. “My tits practically slide around to my shoulder blades when I lay down.”

      “Thank God for small favors.”

      “How’d we start talking about this, anyway?”

      “I asked if you want some company tonight, since Ward’s stuck in Chicago and the kids are all out of the house,” Haven reminded her. “Then you made it weird.”

      “Right. Yes, I’d love some company. We can drink wine and watch sappy movies without Ward whining about it.”

      “Perfect. Or it will be, if your kid ever gets out here.”

      As if on cue, a sudden cheer went up as the locker room doors opened. Caroline rose to her toes to see over the crowd. “Oh, here they come.”

      Haven backed up, sliding along the wall as people rushed forward. “Go find Colin. Tell him Aunt Haven said good job, and to be sure to ask for that car.”

      “Not on your life,” Caroline said with a laugh. “You want to wait for me, or meet me at the house?”

      “I’ll wait back here.” Haven raised her voice as Caroline was swept along in the wave. “Find me when you’re done.”

      She backed up along the corridor, moving against the flow of bodies until she was nearly at the exit. With some space to breathe, she propped herself against the wall and dug out her cell phone. She fired off a quick text to Colin—Good job, bud. Bet you can milk this for a car—then amused herself by scrolling through Twitter.

      She ignored her dating apps.

      She’d had high hopes for those apps, and was still smarting from the disappointment. Six weeks of looking, and no quality dick to show for it.

      She could really use some quality dick.

      She didn’t even like to think about how long it had been since she’d had sex. The last two years of her marriage had been spotty in that department, though when they had managed to get together, Richard had been pretty good at delivering at least one orgasm. But she chalked that up to his familiarity with the terrain; it certainly hadn’t been because he’d wanted to be there. Which was fine, since by then she hadn’t wanted to be there, either.

      She shook her head, unwilling to indulge in any regretful musings about her marriage. Mostly because she didn’t regret it, either the marriage or the divorce, and only started second guessing herself when she thought about how hard it was to start dating again at thirty-nine.

      Not that she was particularly interested in dating, at least not with an eye toward finding a relationship. After a dozen years with Richard, she was enjoying being on her own again, and was in no great rush to couple up. She liked her new life, and the only thing she missed about her old one was the regular sex.

      She really, really missed regular sex.

      Not orgasms. She was getting plenty of those, thanks to the healthy supply of sex toys that lived in her bedside table. No, orgasms weren’t the problem. She missed men. The warmth and weight, the taste and feel. The stretch of her inner thighs around someone’s waist, the delicious ache between them the next day.

      It was hard to get all of that with a vibrator. Even a really good vibrator.

      She glanced up from her phone. The crowd had thinned out considerably while she’d been contemplating her lackluster sex life, and Caroline was coming back. Haven tucked her phone back into her pocket and pushed off the wall.

      “You see Colin?”

      “Yeah.” Caroline dashed a stray tear from her still blotchy cheek. “I cried and hugged him and embarrassed him in front of his friends, so my work here is done.”

      “Aw.” Haven slung a companionable arm over her shoulders as they pushed through the doors. “He’ll appreciate it one day.”

      “Not today, though,” Caroline said with a watery laugh. “It’s probably good he’s not coming home tonight. I don’t think I’d be able to stop myself from fawning all over him.”

      “We’ll do a tear jerker marathon and drink lots of wine. It’ll give you a chance to get all those proud-mama tears out before you pick him up tomorrow.”

      Caroline wrapped her arm around Haven’s waist and gave it a squeeze. “You’re too good to me.”

      They made their way out of the stadium and into the parking structure, empty now but for a handful of cars, their footsteps echoing loudly. Haven glanced around. “Where did you park?”

      Caroline pointed to her luxury SUV, sitting in a cluster of other cars in the middle of the row. “Over by the elevators.”

      Haven nodded. “I’m across from you.”

      “So I see.” Caroline sighed. “When are you going to get a new car?”

      “I don’t need a new car.” Haven eyed the ten-year-old Lexus. “It runs great.”

      “It’s a trash heap,” Caroline said bluntly. “Look at the hood!”

      “What about it?”

      “The paint is worn off. It looks terrible, Haven.”

      “It’s not worn off, it’s oxidized.”

      “It looks awful,” Caroline insisted.

      Haven shrugged. “So what? The car’s paid for, it’s comfortable, and the oxidized paint doesn’t bother me. Plus, I just put in a new stereo system. Why would I get rid of it?”

      Caroline drew to a stop in front of her SUV, six months old and fully loaded, no oxidized paint to be found. “You know Ward thinks you’re having a midlife crisis, right?”

      “Not this again,” Haven muttered.

      “I know you’re fine with the divorce,” Caroline said soothingly. “And I know you like your new house, and being your own boss.”

      Haven threw up her hands in frustration. “Then why do we keep talking about this?”

      “I promised Ward I’d try,” Caroline admitted, and shrugged. “He doesn’t get it.”

      “I don’t need him to get it,” Haven said, fighting to soften her tone. Her family meant well, but they couldn’t see how she could possibly be happy without the house in River Oaks, the corporate job, the country club membership. And she was tired of trying to explain it to them. “I just need him to stop treating me like I’m still fifteen.”

      Caroline snorted and pulled her car keys out of her purse. “Good luck with that. Which reminds me, he wanted me to ask you to come with us to the country club New Year’s Eve party tomorrow night.”

      “Oh, gee, let me think.” Haven pretended to ponder the question. “Not a chance.”

      Caroline grinned, then glanced up as the elevator dinged. The doors slid open and a crowd of high school aged kids spilled out, laughing and shoving at one another.

      Haven fought off an instinctive grimace. They seemed happy enough, and several were wearing jackets or sweatshirts with the logo of Colin’s school emblazoned on them, so it was clear they were celebrating the big win. But there were a lot of them, especially when the second elevator arrived and more kids tumbled out onto the parking deck, and between the crowd in the stadium and the crowd outside the locker room, she’d just about reached her limit of being jostled.

      She shifted closer to Caroline’s SUV as they streamed past her. The noise level had risen sharply, shouts and laughter bouncing around the mostly empty parking garage. She shook her head at Caroline. “I’ll follow you home,” she said, pitching her voice above the din.

      Caroline nodded and was turning toward the driver’s door when her gaze flicked past Haven. She froze, her eyes going wide.

      Haven turned to see what had grabbed Caroline’s attention just as a loud thump echoed through the garage. “Dammit.”

      A boy wearing a letterman jacket and battered sneakers was standing on the hood of her car. He jumped, his hands reaching overhead in a vain attempt to grab the fluorescent light hanging from the ceiling. He missed by a good foot, and landed so hard on the roof of the car that the metal buckled under his feet.

      “What the fuck?” Haven forgot all about her desire to avoid the crowd. “Hey! Get the hell off of my car!”

      The words were drowned out in a burst of laughter and jeering from the kids, and the boy gathered for another leap.

      She took one instinctive step forward—to do what, she had no idea. Yell, scream, shove him off her car. But whatever it was, she never got the chance to do it. A heavy hand landed on her shoulder, a low voice rumbled, “I’ve got this,” and then she was staring at a man’s back as he brushed past her.

      A broad back, she noticed, on a very tall man. Since he was walking away, she couldn’t see much else, but what she could see was impressive.

      He had dark hair, cut almost military short, and wore a black t-shirt with long sleeves and the word ‘security’ emblazoned in large white letters on the back. Dark cargo pants covered long legs, and a utility belt circled his waist. It held a huge flashlight, what looked like pepper spray, and a handful of other gadgets she couldn’t readily identify.

      Her eyes dropped to his butt, flexing as he walked and giving the thick cotton of his cargo pants a workout. It looked like someone had stuck two halves of a bowling ball under the fabric.

      Make that very impressive.

      The spark of sexual interest was a surprise; she hadn’t felt even so much as a twinge for anyone in months, despite her recent spurt of socializing. “I should’ve just been coming to football games,” she muttered, and realized when the words were clearly audible that the teenagers had gone quiet.

      And for good reason. Sexy Security was approaching the kid standing on the hood of her car, who seemed to be the only one who didn’t realize he was in deep shit. All the kids around him had gone dead silent, so the sound of him jumping once again for the dangling light seemed unnaturally loud.

      The kid managed to get his fingertips on the light this time, shouting with triumph as it clattered and clanged. His shoes skidded on the sloping hood when he landed, dropping him hard on his butt. He started to stand and glanced up, saw the security guard bearing down on him, and his already fair skin went dead white.

      Sexy Security didn’t say a word, but Haven figured he didn’t have to. He reached down with his right hand, hooked his fingers in the edge of the kid’s jacket, and lifted him off the hood of the car as though he was made of feathers. The kid’s eyes went round with alarm, and his body lurched backwards in an instinctive attempt to wrench free. But then his shoulders sagged and his head drooped, and with a dejected look on his face, allowed Sexy Security to march him across the aisle towards the elevators.

      Haven’s jaw went slack as she watched man and boy stride toward her. Well, man was striding—boy was sort of being dragged in man’s wake. He didn’t have much choice, because man was a tank.

      The front view was even better than the back, and her already addled brain scrambled to suck in the details. His hair was dark brown, cut short and tight, though it was a bit longer on the top than she’d first realized. He had a beard, thick but neatly trimmed, that tapered to a point at his chin. She thought dimly that it should’ve made him look ridiculous, like a cartoon villain getting ready to tie a damsel in distress to the railroad tracks, but it didn’t. It looked fucking amazing.

      He was striding past her now, the light above Caroline’s car hitting his face. His skin was a warm brown, almost bronze, and he had thickly lashed brown eyes. His eyebrows were sharply peaked, giving him a bit of a sinister air even though his expression was neutral. His gaze flicked to her as they passed, a quick up and down that lasted barely a heartbeat. The corners of his mouth twitched and his eyes warmed as they flicked back to her face, then she was looking at the back of his head again as he towed his quarry to the elevator.

      “Who is that?”

      Haven jerked around to see Caroline standing next to her, a delighted grin on her face. “I have no idea,” she mumbled, and like a compass drawn to magnetic north, turned to look at him again. He was standing by the elevators, joined now by a couple of other guys in security t-shirts who, despite being built like wrestlers, still managed to look short and small next to Sexy Security.

      “He’s yummy,” Caroline breathed, and Haven nodded in agreement.

      “And strong,” Caroline went on. “Did you see the way he picked that kid up? Like he was a trash bag full of wrapping paper on Christmas morning. Just picked him up. And he smiled at you.”

      That had her jerking around. “What?”

      “He smiled at you,” Caroline repeated with an emphatic nod. “You should go for it.”

      “Go for what?” Haven asked, genuinely confused, then the gleam in Caroline’s eye registered. “Caroline. I’m not picking up the security guard.”

      “Why not?” Caroline asked loudly, her voice bouncing around the now quiet parking garage. “Why not?” she asked again in a whisper. “He’s hot, and he’s not wearing a wedding ring.”

      “Like that means anything. Plus, he’s clearly working,” Haven pointed out, and risked a look over her shoulder. He was still by the elevators, deep in conversation with the other men while the kid hung in his grip, looking miserable. His face was turned away, leaving her with no choice but to focus on the rest of him, all broad shoulders and long legs with plenty of muscles in between. He was still holding up the sulking kid, his bicep and forearm and shoulder muscles bunched up so they were visible even under his dark t-shirt, and Haven tried to remember the last time the sight of someone’s arm had put that little twist in her belly that she recognized as desire.

      It had been a long time.

      Then he turned slightly, putting his face in profile, and something about the sharp edge of his cheekbones and the curve of his jaw seemed familiar.

      “I think I know him,” she said, wincing as the words came out louder than she’d intended. But he didn’t seem to notice, though one of the other security guys glanced over.

      “Wait.” The tug on her elbow had Haven turning to see Caroline gaping at her. “You know him?”

      “I think so.” Haven darted a look back over her shoulder. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but the more she looked at him the more familiar he seemed.

      “Who is he? What’s his name? Is he married?”

      “I don’t know.” She stared at him hard, willing her brain to make the connection, then shrugged. “He just looks familiar.”

      “That’s your in!” Caroline’s eyes went bright with glee. “You just walk up to him and say, ‘I’m sorry, but you look so familiar to me. Do we know each other?’”

      Haven rolled her eyes. “I’m not doing that.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because it’s obvious.”

      “So? Be obvious. Obvious is good. Obvious could get you laid!”

      Haven resisted the urge to look again and instead turned her attention to her car. It was still surrounded by a gaggle of teenagers, though they were much more subdued now that the ring leader had been hauled off. “I’m going to go see if my car is all right.”

      “Why?” Caroline muttered. “It’s not like it could look like more of a heap of junk.”

      Haven ignored her and started towards her car, Caroline trailing behind her. She stopped at the front fender, where two boys had decided to plop their butts. “You’re sitting on my car.”

      The one closest to her jumped up like she’d set his ass on fire, but the other one just eyed her with sullen suspicion. “How do we know it’s yours?”

      She raised a brow. “You think I’d claim it if it wasn’t?”

      That got her a reluctant smile, and a few titters from the crowd. “It’s a crap ride,” the kid agreed, but he stood. “You should get something hot.”

      “I’ll take it under advisement,” she said drily, and examined the hood. It didn’t seem to be damaged too badly, but there were a couple of dents in the metal that hadn’t been there before. “Dammit.”

      “Did he damage it?” a deep voice asked, and she looked up to find herself face to face with Sexy Security. Well, face to chest, because even at five foot nine and in boots, she was nowhere near his face.

      She fought the urge to gape. His pectoral muscles were clearly visible, rising firmly under the tight stretch of cotton, adding to the flutters in her belly. She ordered herself to get a grip and looked up, over his long neck and neatly trimmed beard, past the strong, straight nose to his eyes.

      They were lighter than she’d first thought, a pale, tawny brown that would’ve edged into hazel if they’d held even a hint of green, and they were fixed on her face with a mix of concern, determination, and amusement.

      For some reason, the amusement made her want to lick him.

      Since they were in a parking garage surrounded by children and she was a rational adult, she cleared her throat instead. “A couple of dents, nothing major.”

      His eyes darted past her to the hood of the car, his eyebrows drawing down in a frown. “I’ll see that he pays for it.”

      That prompted a snort from Caroline, who somehow managed to roll her eyes at Haven and gawk at the security guard at the same time. “Come on. You can’t even see the dents in the middle of all that oxidized paint.”

      “It’s not about the car,” Haven began.

      “Agreed.” Sexy Security turned to look at Caroline. “It’s about responsibility. Darren did the damage, so he’ll pay to fix it.”

      “Darren?” The name slipped out before Haven could stop it, and brought his eyes back to her. “You know him?”

      His eyes warmed with rueful humor. “I’m his chemistry teacher.”

      Her mouth dropped open, but thankfully, he turned to eye the rest of the kids still milling about and missed it. “Y’all need to go on home.”

      The kid who’d told Haven her ride needed upgrading shuffled his feet. “I’m supposed to give Darren a ride.”

      There was an almost imperceptible softening of Sexy Security’s voice when he spoke. “He’s going to have to sit with security until his mom comes to get him, Cam.”

      “Man.” Cam looked pained. “She’s gonna kill him.”

      “I’m sure he’ll be at school next week,” Sexy Security countered. “Go on, all of you, before you get hauled in as accessories.”

      That got them moving. Haven watched the crowd scatter, grumbling all the way, then shifted her attention back to the security guard. “Thanks for the help. I doubt I could’ve gotten them to move that fast.”

      “No problem.” The corners of his lips tilted up in a small smile. “Do you have someone you can take the car to?”

      “Not really.” Fuck me, he’s gorgeous. She cleared her throat and tried to act like a normal person instead of someone slowly dissolving into a puddle of lust. “Just the body shop at the dealership where I bought it.”

      “I can give you some names, if you like.”

      “That’d be great. Thanks.”

      His smile widened. “No problem, Haven.”
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      Caroline sucked in her breath so hard she squeaked, but Haven just narrowed her eyes. “Do we know each other?”

      His eyes were dancing now. “It’s been a while, so I’m not surprised you don’t remember. You used to be friends with my sister in high school.”

      Her brow furrowed in thought. She’d had a lot of friends in high school, but only a couple who’d had brothers. Julia Cortez’s brother was five years older than his sister, in college before they’d started high school. Amelia Blake’s little brother had been a surprise, late in life baby, coming along when Amelia was sixteen. And while this guy was definitely younger than her, she doubted he was that young.

      That left Carly Peltier, whose younger brother had been in grade school when they were in high school. A short, scrawny kid who had done his level best to annoy his older sister—and her friends.

      His smile deepened. “Should I put a worm in your hair to jog your memory?”

      And just like that, it clicked. “Jake Peltier?”

      His lips spread in a full-on grin as he chuckled, white teeth flashing against his dark beard. “How’ve you been, Haven?”

      “I’m good,” she said, and tried not to wince. Oh God, I’ve been lusting after Jake Peltier. “How’re you? How’s Carly? I haven’t seen her in years.”

      “She’s good. She’s living in Dallas now, working for the Cowboys’ front office.”

      Haven felt as though her mouth must be moving on auto pilot because her brain was not engaged. “Really? That’s great. She always wanted to work in sports.”

      “She started there right after college, worked her way up. She’s an assistant to the president now.”

      “That’s great,” she repeated, and winced. You already said that. For God’s sake, pull yourself together. “Tell her hello from me.”

      “I will.” He angled his head. “So, is it still Haven Wilding, or did you get married sometime in the last twenty years?”

      “She’s divorced,” Caroline chimed in cheerfully, and they both turned to look at her. “For almost two years now. Well, separated for two, divorced for one. Right, Haven?”

      Stop helping, Haven mouthed, and pasted on a smile. “Jake, this is my sister-in-law, Caroline.”

      “Her brother’s wife.” Caroline said, and held out her hand. “So nice to meet you, Jake.”

      “A pleasure,” he told her, taking her hand.

      “Oh.” Caroline let out a little sigh. “Well.”

      Oh, dear God. Hoping to avoid disaster—or at least acute embarrassment—Haven cleared her throat. “So, about my car...”

      Jake’s lips twitched and he released Caroline’s hand. “Right. They’ll keep Darren downstairs until one of his parents picks him up, and the car damage will go into the report. You can call the security office on Monday for a copy.”

      “Okay. Well, it was really good to see you. And thanks again for your help.”

      He cocked his head, humor and curiosity making his tawny eyes dance. “You trying to get rid of me?”

      “No!” She barked out a laugh, awkward and loud in the nearly empty garage. “No, of course not. I just...figured you had to go back to work. Securing...things.”

      “I just got off, actually, which is why I handed Darren over to the other guys,” he explained. “What are you doing right now?”

      She couldn’t seem to find her balance. “I’m headed home. Actually, I was going to go⁠—”

      “Get a drink,” Caroline interrupted, and jabbed her elbow into Haven’s ribs. Hard. “We were going to try that new place in Montrose, the whiskey bar. Right, Haven?”

      I hate whiskey, and you know it. “That’s⁠—”

      “Unfortunately, I just got a text from my daughter. She’s not feeling well, so I have to beg off.” Caroline beamed at him. “Do you like whiskey, Jake?”

      “I do,” Jake replied, his eyes still fixed on Haven. “I’ve been meaning to check that place out. Whiskey Peats, right? If you don’t mind some company.”

      Her first thought was holy crap! Her second was oooh, yes please, and her third was a panicked oh, God! She assumed they were all reflected in her expression because she had no poker face—and also because his smile widened into a grin, and there was a definite rumble of laughter in his voice when he spoke. “We can catch up on old times.”

      Trapped, with her emotions wavering between giddily thrilled and pure panic, Haven resisted the urge to kick Caroline in the shin and smiled back. “Sure, that’d be great. Um, I’ll meet you there in say, half an hour?”

      “See you then.” He took a step back, nodding to Caroline. “Nice to have met you, Caroline.”

      “Oh, same,” Caroline said emphatically, and added a little finger wave.

      Haven waited until Jake had turned and began to walk away before scowling at Caroline. “What are you doing?”

      “Quiet, he can probably still hear you,” Caroline whispered, then sighed, tilting her head and leaning over a little so she could keep Jake—and his butt—in sight. “Wade’s ass used to look like that, from all the biking he did. I swear, I could’ve served tea on his ass.”

      “Oh my God.” Haven waited until Jake was through the open door of the stairwell—his shoulders shaking with laughter, she was almost sure of it—before rounding on Caroline. “What happened to going to your place, opening a bottle of wine, and watching girly movies without Wade’s whining interference?”

      “Are you kidding? That happened!” Caroline waved a hand at the empty stairwell doorway. “That absolutely delicious piece of man candy is the answer to your prayers.”

      “People are not food, Caroline,” Haven muttered. Though he probably is delicious. “And I don’t have any prayers.”

      “You may not have any prayers, but I bet your pussy does.”

      Haven’s mouth dropped open. “Caroline!”

      “What? If I hadn’t had sex in over two years, I’d be praying. And so would my pussy.”

      Haven closed her eyes and told herself not to yell. They were in parking garage; it would echo.

      “First of all,” she began, opening her eyes, “don’t talk about my vagina. It’s creepy and weird.”

      Caroline rolled her eyes. “You’re such a prude.”

      “And second,” Haven went on, ignoring the muttered jibe, “Jake is ten years younger than I am. I went to high school with his sister, for God’s sake.”

      “What’s that got to do with anything?”

      Haven threw up her hands. “I don’t know! I can’t think straight, my brain shut down and my hormones took over when he smiled at me. Oh my God, he’s so hot.”

      Caroline hooted in delight. “He picked that kid up⁠—”

      “With one hand,” Haven finished. “One. Hand.”

      “Without breaking a sweat.” Caroline fanned herself. “I broke a sweat. I’m so pissed at Wade for getting stuck in Chicago. I’m going to have to take care of business myself, and I forgot to charge my vibrator.”

      Haven shook her head. “How am I going to sit across from him in some pretentious whiskey bar and pretend I’m not drooling into my socks?”

      “I bet that’s not the only thing that’s drooling.”

      “I’m not kidding, stop talking about my vagina.” Haven pressed her hands to her cheeks, unsurprised to find them flushed with heat. “I have to pull it together.”

      Caroline pursed her lips. “You also might want to put your coat on in the bar.”

      “What? Why?”

      “Look at your tits.”

      Haven looked down to see her nipples trying to burst through the white cotton of her t-shirt. “Oh, shit. Were they like that the whole time?”

      “How should I know? I was looking at him, not you.”

      “Jesus.” Haven scrambled into her jacket, jerking at the lapels so it lay over her breasts. “How’s that?”

      “Better,” Caroline allowed.

      Haven patted at her brown hair, yanked back in a high pony tail that swung to her shoulders. “How’s everything else? Face, hair?”

      “Hair’s good,” Caroline said, looking her over with a critical eye. “Your eye makeup is okay, no smudges, but you’re a little pale. I mean, more than usual.”

      “That’s because I’m panicking,” Haven pointed out with exaggerated patience that Caroline ignored.

      “And your lipstick is gone.”

      “I didn’t wear any.”

      Caroline blinked. “Why?”

      “It’s a high school football game, Caroline.”

      “It’s lipstick, Haven.”

      Haven huffed out a breath. “I think I have some gloss in the car.”

      “Well, use it. These aren’t the dark ages.”

      Haven’s lips twitch into a reluctant smile. “You’re such a weirdo.”

      “Ha. Do you have condoms?”

      Oh God, she might need condoms, Haven thought, and tried not to hyperventilate. “Aren’t you getting a little ahead of yourself?”

      “If you can’t seduce that man over a glass of whiskey, then you’re no kin of mine,” Caroline declared. “But I don’t think you’ll have to. I saw how he was looking at you.”

      That made her pause. “How was he looking at me?”

      “Like you were lunch.”

      “Oh God, don’t say that. I have to go in to this with low expectations or I’ll lose it.” Haven sucked in a breath that did nothing to calm her down. “I don’t think I remember how to do this.”

      “Relax, sex hasn’t changed. Do you do anal?”

      “Not on the first date,” Haven shot back, and bit her lip. “He’s so young, Caroline.”

      “He’s not a teenager, you dork. He’s what, twenty-eight, twenty-nine?”

      “I’m not sure. I think he was eight or nine when we graduated from high school.” She chewed her lower lip, trying to think. “How old are third graders?”

      “Eight or nine.”

      “Then yeah, he’s twenty-eight or twenty-nine. Shit.”

      “Are you worried about him seeing your middle-aged body naked?”

      Haven stared at her. “Well, I wasn’t. For fuck’s sake, Caroline.”

      “Forget I said anything. Just erase it out of your mind. Don’t think about your boobs disappearing into your armpits.”

      Haven reached out, grabbed a hank of blonde hair, and yanked. “What the hell is the matter with you?”

      “I’m very flustered!” Caroline wailed.

      “Well pull yourself together, dammit. I’m the one going out on this date, so I’m the one who gets to freak out.”

      “Okay.” Caroline shook herself like a dog. “Okay, I’ve got it under control.”

      Haven spared one last glare for her sister-in-law, who had the grace to wince, then sucked in a deep, calming breath. “It’s fine. I’ll be fine. You’re sure I look okay?”

      “You’re fucking adorable.” Caroline wrapped her in a hug. “Use the lip gloss, and text me later so I know you’re okay.”

      “Yes, Mom.”

      “Use a condom.”

      “Yes, Mom.”

      “And if you get a chance, ask him if you can snap a dick pick and send me that, too.”

      “You’re a terrible pervert, and I love you.” Haven gave her an extra squeeze, then stepped back to dig out her keys. “Okay, here I go.”

      “Good luck!” Caroline cheered.

      Haven waved, then climbed into her car. She didn’t give herself time to think, just jammed the key into the ignition, put it in gear, and drove.

      The trip to Whiskey Peat’s didn’t take long, but by the time she found a parking space, her half hour was just about up. She did a quick face check in the rear-view mirror, applied a coat of lip gloss, and climbed out of her car. She used the walk to the bar to remind herself that it was just a drink, there was no reason to be nervous, and by the time she got there, she almost believed it.

      She reached for the decorative iron door handle and pulled, grunting a little as the huge wood door resisted her efforts to open it. “Making people work for a drink,” she muttered, and put her weight into it. She pivoted to catch the edge with her hip, gave it a solid bump and slipped through the opening.

      The bar was busy, but it wasn’t as packed as she’d expected. The half dozen sports bars on the street were probably bearing the brunt of the pre-holiday, post-football crowd, which suited her just fine. The low hum of conversation mixed with music, something with fiddles and flutes that seemed tailor made for a whiskey bar. There was a fire crackling in the huge hearth on the far side of the room, a long bar to her left, and small wood and iron tables scattered throughout the open space.

      She started to shrug out of her jacket, then remembered her nipples and kept it on. She took a step toward the bar, her eyes scanning the room for Jake’s tall form, when suddenly he was in front of her.

      “Oh!” She stuttered to a stop and her nerves came roaring back. “There you are.”

      “Sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

      She found it easy to smile at him, despite the flutters in her belly. “It’s fine. Sorry I’m late, traffic is a little thick.”

      “No worries.” He smiled, his eyes warm and direct. “What do you feel like, table or bar?”

      She did a quick scan of the room and spotted a handful of free tables. “How about that table by the fireplace?”

      “Perfect. I’ll follow you,” he said, and fell into step beside her.

      Her breath hitched when he laid his hand on her low back, heavy and warm, and she nearly stumbled to a halt. Sheer nerve kept her going, weaving through the room to the small, round table in front of the fireplace.

      She started to reach for one of the chairs, but he got there first and pulled it out for her. “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome,” he said, a hint of humor in his voice again as he circled the table and took his own seat.

      Almost immediately a waitress appeared, a bright smile on her round, cheerful face. “Hi, welcome to Whiskey Peats. Have y’all been in before?”

      “No,” Haven answered, and Jake sent the waitress a smile.

      “Neither of us have,” he said, leaning forward a little. “What can you recommend?”

      The girl’s eyes went wide and her lips parted as she stared at him, and Haven felt a little surge of sympathy. To the girl’s credit, she rallied pretty quickly, sucking in a breath and pumping up the wattage on her smile. “Um...okay. Well, we have several whiskey flights available, if you’re interested in trying a variety. We also have a list of whiskey-based cocktails, and of course you can order anything by the glass.”

      Jake turned to Haven, one dark brow raised in question. “What’s your pleasure?”

      “I don’t know anything about whiskey,” she confessed. Except that it tastes like crap. “I’m happy to let you choose.”

      “Okay.” He turned back to the waitress. “Tell me about the flights.”

      “Well, there are a few to choose from.” The waitress fumbled in her pocket for a menu. “How adventurous are you?”

      Jake’s gaze shifted to Haven, and he held her gaze long enough for the butterflies in her stomach to take flight. “Very.”

      “Oh,” the waitress sighed, and Haven would’ve laughed if she weren’t in exactly the same boat.

      The waitress began to extoll the virtues of the various whiskeys they offered, and Haven tuned her out. She didn’t care what he ordered—the whiskey was going to taste awful, it always tasted awful—but since his attention was back on the waitress, she used the opportunity to study him.

      He was so fucking pretty, from his almost hazel eyes to the point on his beard. His lips were curled into a small smile as he gave the waitress all of his attention, listening intently, and she wondered what it would be like to have all of that focus on her.

      In bed, her slutty subconscious whispered, and her vagina gave an answering yes, girl! pulse.

      Ignoring both, she made a concerted effort to tune into what the waitress was saying—something about Scotch whiskeys versus American whiskeys—then Jake slipped his jacket off and she got distracted again.

      He’d swapped out his uniform shirt for a grey Henley in a relaxed waffle knit. It was snug, clinging to his shoulders and arms, and the buttons were undone. She could see the hollow of his throat, the edge of his collarbones and a hint of silky chest hair, and the sight had her vagina pulsing in approval again.

      “Haven?” Jake said, and she glanced up to find the waitress waiting expectantly and Jake watching her with amusement. She was beginning to think amusement was his default, and she had to admit, after a decade with Richard, it was nice to sit across from a man who showed his enjoyment so openly.

      “Sorry,” she said to the waitress, her eyes still on Jake. Heat flooded her cheeks and she knew she was blushing, but she didn’t look away from his knowing gaze. She thought briefly about playing it cool and pretending she was unaffected, but discarded the notion almost immediately. He already knew she was attracted to him, and she was too old to play girlish games.

      She was a grown woman who knew what she wanted, and what she wanted was him.

      She let out a slow breath and kept her eyes on his, not bothering to hide the desire that was getting stronger by the minute, and saw an answering flare of awareness in his gaze.

      She held his gaze for a beat, letting her smile speak for her, then turned her attention to the waitress. “I’m sorry, I sort of checked out there for a second.”

      The waitress had a look on her face that said she knew the feeling. She cleared her throat. “Um, that’s okay.”

      Haven sent the girl a sympathetic smile before turning her attention back to Jake. “Really, whatever you pick is fine.”

      “Okay. Let’s go with the Scotch flight,” he decided. “Thanks, Josie.”

      “No problem.” The girl’s gaze flicked to Haven, and she let out a quiet little sigh of envy. “I’ll be right back with that.”

      “Thank you,” Haven added, and waited until Josie had turned away before facing Jake again. “So.”

      “So.” One peaked brow rose. “This is a nice place.”

      “It is.” She didn’t bother to look around. “I’m surprised they’re not busier, but my guess is the beer and wings joints are getting the crowds tonight.”

      “Probably,” he agreed. “It’s really good to see you again, Haven.”

      “You, too,” she said easily, while her brain screamed understatement! “Though I have to say, you look considerably different than you did the last time I saw you.”

      “I hope so, since the last time you saw me I was eight.”

      She shook her head in mock admonishment. “You were such a pain in the ass.”

      “Well, that was the goal,” he said with a rumbling chuckle. “If I hadn’t been scared of my mother, I would’ve done a lot worse.”

      Her lips twitched. “I believe you.”

      His answering wink was just a little bit wicked. “So, what have you been up to in the last twenty years?”

      “Nothing unusual.” She was starting to enjoy the butterflies flitting around in her belly—they made her feel alive. “College, grad school, work, marriage, divorce.”

      “Twenty years summed up in six words,” he teased. “The definition of small talk.”

      “I’m very efficient,” she informed him. “What about you?”

      “Oh, let’s see. Junior high, high school, college, work. No marriages, no divorces. One serious relationship that ended four years ago.”

      He’s single, available, and he’s looking at you like he wishes you were on the menu instead of whiskey. Haven tried to ignore her inner voice, which was apparently determined to be as slutty as possible. “Did you do all that here in Houston?”

      He shook his head. “I went to Austin for college.”

      “UT?” she asked, and he nodded. “My oldest niece is a junior there.”

      “Hook ‘em, horns,” he said with a grin.

      “What about your family? Are they still in town?”

      “Yep. Dad’s still doing his real estate thing, though Mom keeps pestering him to retire.”

      “He’s not interested?”

      “I think he wants to work a few more years before they move back to Aotearoa.”

      It took her a moment to recognize the Māori name for New Zealand. “I forgot that’s where your mom was from.” A picture of his mother formed in her mind, petite and curvy with the warm brown skin and laughing eyes that she’d passed to her son. “She wants to move back?”

      “For part of the year, anyway. Carly and I are both here, and Carly has three kids. She can’t be completely away from her grandchildren, but her folks are getting older, and she wants to spend more time with them.”

      “I remember y’all went for a visit when school was out over winter break one year,” she began.

      “We went every year,” he corrected. “I didn’t spend a Christmas in Texas until I was in college.”

      “Do you have a lot of family there?”

      “What’s your definition of ‘a lot’? More than twenty? Thirty?”

      She blinked. “I was going to say more than ten.”

      He chuckled. “By that standard, yes, I have a lot of family there.”

      She shook her head. “I can’t relate. I have two cousins in Denver, two more in San Francisco, and a great aunt in upstate New York who buys potholders from flea markets and sends them as Christmas gifts.”

      “How can I get on that list?” he said seriously, and smiled when she laughed. “You haven’t changed, you know.”

      “From when I was eighteen?” she managed, breathless and warm from the surge of lust. The fire was pumping out enough heat that she was getting uncomfortable in her jacket. Pretty soon she was going to have to decide if it keeping her nipples under cover was more important than not sweating. “Jake. Twenty years. Twenty-one, actually.”

      “Okay, you’ve changed a little,” he conceded. “But it looks good on you.”

      “Being old looks good on me?” she teased.

      “You’re not old, you’re older,” he corrected, a small smile curving his lips again. “There’s a difference.”

      “Oh, trust me. I’m old. If that was ever in doubt, the last few months have pulled the curtains back.”

      “What does that mean?”

      She shrugged. “Jumping back into the dating scene hasn’t gone quite like I thought it would.”

      “Ah.” His eyes warmed. “I wouldn’t think you’d have any trouble finding dates. Which apps are you on?”

      “None.”

      “None?” Both brows shot up. “I don’t know how to tell you this, Haven, but modern dating means you have to get online.” He paused, a twinkle in his eye. “You know how to do that, right?”

      “Smartass,” she chided. “For your information, I have profiles on six dating apps, but I’m deactivating them.”

      He cocked his head, his eyes narrowing, then sat back when Josie appeared at their table, a narrow wooden tray in her hands.

      “Here you go,” she said cheerfully, and set the tray between them. It held five short glasses, each about half filled with amber colored liquor.

      Jake eyed the row of glasses. “How do we tell which one is which?”

      “Oh!” Josie fumbled in her apron pocket, coming up with a short sheet of paper that she laid next to the tray. “I’ve got a cheat sheet here that tells you all about each one; where they’re from, the history of the distilleries, things like that. The glasses are numbered, so you can keep track.”

      “Thanks, Josie,” Jake said, and favored her with a smile. “This looks great.”

      Josie beamed back at him. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

      “Will do,” Jake promised.

      As soon as the waitress had walked away, he turned back to Haven, ignoring the drinks between them. “You have six dating apps, but you’re deactivating them?”

      She dipped a finger in the glass closest to her, then popped it in her mouth to taste. Ugh. “Yep.”

      “How come?”

      She grimaced. “Too many dick picks.”

      Amusement filled his eyes. “Yeah, I hear that can be a problem.”

      “Even the ones that didn’t have a dick pick problem were just...I don’t know, not for me, I guess.”

      “How do you mean?”

      “I mean they’re all either ‘find your soulmate’ or ‘get laid’. Where’s the in between dating site?” she lamented as he laughed. “The ‘I just want to meet someone I’m attracted to that I can have a conversation with over a drink and not have to program my phone alarm so it seems like someone is calling me for an emergency so I have to leave right away’ online dating site?”

      “That’s pretty specific,” he said, still laughing.

      “Too specific, apparently.” She sighed. “How do you do it?”

      “Do what?”

      “Meet people,” she said. “You’re young, you’re hip⁠—”

      “Only old people say hip,” he told her.

      “—you’re good looking, single. So how do you meet people?”

      “Don’t ask me. My last serious relationship was with my college girlfriend. We were together until we were twenty-five, then she went to grad school in Colorado.”

      “Long distance relationships can be hard,” she began.

      “We didn’t break up because of the distance.”

      “No?”

      He shook his head. “We broke up because she cheated on me with a ski instructor from Vail, which I found out about when I flew up to surprise her for Valentine’s Day. She was on all fours in her living room with the ski instructor behind her and his best friend in front.”

      “Wow.” Haven blinked. “That’s...a lot.”

      “Yep,” he agreed.

      “You haven’t dated since?”

      “Sure, I’ve dated. A few short-term relationships, a random hookup or two, but nothing lasting.” He leaned forward. “Can I tell you a secret?”

      She folded her arms on the table and mirrored his pose. “I love secrets.”

      “This is my first date in about a year.”

      “Really?”

      “Really.” His voice had dropped so low she had to lean in to hear him. “I couldn’t believe it when I looked up and saw you standing there. Haven Wilding.”

      “It’s Lang, actually.” Her breath hitched, her nipples tightening under her jacket as his lips curved. “I didn’t change it back after the divorce.”

      “Lang or Wilding, it’s still you.” His gaze roamed over her face, her shoulders, her hands, before finally coming back to rest on her mouth. “As beautiful as ever. More, actually.”

      “Flatterer.”

      “No, ma’am.” He shook his head, looking dead serious for the first time. “That’s sterling truth. You were always pretty, but pretty’s easy when you’re eighteen.”

      “Shows what you know,” she muttered, thinking of how hard she’d worked as a teenager to always present a flawless face to the world.

      “But now, there’s something...” He shrugged. “I don’t know. Something extra. You’re fucking stunning, Haven.”

      “Wow.” She let out her breath in a rush. “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.” His smile broadened, and for the first time she saw the dimple. Mostly hidden by the thick pelt of his beard, visible only because she was close enough to see the shadow of it. He sat back and gestured to the tray of glasses between them. “So, which of these do you want to try first?”

      She hesitated only for a heartbeat. She didn’t want the scotch, and she didn’t want to sit at this table sharing small talk and stories from the last twenty years.

      She didn’t want any of that. She wanted him.

      She took another beat to gather her courage, surprised at how anxious she didn’t feel. There was only a small quiver of nerves in her belly, all but drowned out by the excitement and anticipation humming in her blood. Savoring it, she licked her lips. “You told me a secret. Can I tell you one?”

      He leaned back in. “Absolutely.”

      His eyes were fixed on her face, glowing in the light from the fireplace. Humor danced in their depths, nearly crowded out by what she now recognized as hunger.

      For her.

      She licked her lips again, enjoying the flush of arousal and the burst of power when his gaze dropped to her lips. “I hate whiskey.”

      His gaze shot back to hers. “What?”

      “I hate whiskey,” she repeated in a near whisper. “Scotch whiskey, blended whiskey. It all tastes like soap and dirt to me.”

      “Okay,” he said slowly, still staring at her. “Then why are we in a whiskey bar?”

      “That was Caroline,” she reminded him. “Matchmaking.”

      “Well. I guess I owe her a thank you.”

      “Do you?”

      “Absolutely.”

      Emboldened by the light in his eyes, she took a deep breath and leapt. “Do you know why I haven’t taken my coat off?”

      One eyebrow went up. “You’re easily chilled?”

      “Please,” she scoffed. “This isn’t even lined. Plus, it was nearly seventy degrees today, and we’re sitting four feet from a fireplace the size of my college dorm room.”

      “Okay, then. Why haven’t you taken your coat off?”

      “Because if I take it off, you’ll see my nipples trying to stab through my shirt, and realize how much I wish we were somewhere we could do something about it.”
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      Jake met her steady gaze with his own. Her words hung between them, bold and sure and more enticing than a lap dance. Her eyes, a soft and misty green, were clear and steady on his as she waited for his response. Her smile was boldly flirtatious, her head angled so her ponytail fell forward to lay against her shoulder. The firelight picked up the gold and red highlights in the rich brown, making them glow.

      The urge to wrap his hand around that waterfall of hair and hold her still so he could kiss her until neither of them could breathe wasn’t new, but it was becoming more urgent by the moment.

      He drew a deep breath. He’d wanted her from the moment he’d seen her in the parking garage, and sitting across from her for the last fifteen minutes had only sharpened the knife edge of arousal. Watching her smile, hearing her laugh, catching glimpses of the dangerous curves hidden—on purpose, it turned out—behind the thin jacket she wore was nearly agony. Delicious, delightful agony.

      He’d known she was attracted to him. Neither she nor her sister-in-law seemed to realize how sound was magnified in a large, empty, concrete building, so he’d heard every word of their conversation from the stairwell. He figured they’d come to the bar, sip some whiskey, and slowly work their way towards acting on what was clearly a mutual attraction. Instead, she’d taken the direct approach, and blown his mind.

      But he was a careful man by nature, and he needed to be sure. “You don’t want the whiskey.”

      She shook her head slowly, her ponytail swishing across her shoulders. “No.”

      “What do you want?”

      She leaned forward slightly. “I want you to come home with me,” she said, her voice low and smooth with a soft little catch that reached down and wrapped around his balls. “I want you to strip me naked. And I want you to make me come so hard I forget my own name.”

      Goddamm, he thought. Goddamn. “And then?”

      The smile that curved over her lips was pure sensual confidence. “And then I want to do the same to you.”

      He waited a beat, just to make sure his heart hadn’t exploded. Then calmly, without looking away, he pulled his wallet out of his pocket. He flipped a few bills on the table, enough to cover the drinks and a generous tip, then rose to his feet and held out his hand.

      When she slipped hers into it without hesitating, he pulled her to her feet, wrapped his hand around her ponytail, and kissed her.

      He meant to keep it light, a tease of things to come. But her lips were warm and soft, a little slick from the gloss she’d put on somewhere between the parking garage and the bar. They parted under his with a quiet little hum, and his tongue seemed to slide into her mouth of its own accord. He meant to pull back, except she moaned and curled her tongue around his in a non-verbal “stay, please”, and he abandoned teasing in favor of devouring.

      Her hand flexed in his, her nails digging into his palm, and the bite of pain sent a surge of pleasure through him. Her tongue stroked into his mouth with another quiet little hum, and she pressed herself against him, flattening her breasts against his chest. Her jacket had fallen open, and he could feel the hard points of her nipples against his chest. Raw, biting need surged through him in a wave. If they’d been alone, he’d be laying her out on the table to see if the rest of her tasted as good as her mouth.

      But they weren’t alone, and getting arrested for indecent exposure wasn’t on his agenda. Plus, as appealing as the table image was, for what he wanted to do, they needed a bed under them.

      He broke the kiss and tugged her head back. Her cheeks were flushed, her mouth red and swollen. Her lashes fluttered up to reveal eyes gone cloudy with lust, and when they locked onto his, she licked her lips.

      “Oh.” She laughed, a breathy, giddy sound that made his cock twitch. “This is going to be fun.”

      He released his death grip on her ponytail, smoothing the tangled strands before reaching for her hand. “Yeah, it is. Let’s go.”

      

      THIRTY MINUTES LATER Haven was trying to open her front door without taking her lips away from Jake’s. It was pretty hard.

      Since his car was in the shop—he’d taken the Metro into work, and a ride share to the bar—he’d ridden with her. She’d had a twinge of concern about him being at her house with no transportation, but he could always take another ride share if it came to that.

      She didn’t think it would.

      They’d chatted amiably on the drive, falling easily into small talk. She’d gotten a giggle out of how much leg room he didn’t have in her ancient sedan, and he’d teased her about driving an ancient sedan. By the time they’d started up her front walk she’d been relaxed, laughing at some joke that she couldn’t even remember now. Because when she’d turned to say something, she’d caught sight of him in the glow of her porch light, tall and broad and so fucking hot her pussy clenched just looking at him, and she didn’t think twice about fisting a hand in his shirt and yanking him in.

      Only now she was trying to open the door, and his tongue in her mouth was a very big distraction.

      She wouldn’t have cared, except if she fucked him on her front porch her neighbors would probably file a complaint with the HOA, and they were already pissy because the length of her grass had been outside regulations twice this month. She wrenched free, panting. “I have to open the door.”

      “In a minute,” he said, and recaptured her mouth.

      She curled her tongue around his and clutched his shirt harder. She heard the musical jingle of her keys hitting the porch, but the sound was dim, drowned out by the roaring in her ears. God, his mouth was magic, soft lips and agile tongue and sharp teeth that scraped and nipped just how she liked it, and she was half a heartbeat away from climbing him like a tree and taking her chances with the HOA.

      Desire was building inside her, a rising tide of tension until she felt as though her skin would burst if she didn’t find a way to let it out. Testing, she used her teeth, scraping them with barely restrained savagery against the softness of his lower lip. When he responded by yanking her against him and tightening his fist in her hair, the whimper she let out was pure carnal delight.

      The hard press of his erection against her belly made her want to purr—she would have if her mouth hadn’t been busy—and she rose to her toes, wiggling to get it in the right spot. He dug his fingers into her ass to pull her up, and when he shifted to bury his mouth against the pulse banging in her throat, she knew if they didn’t get inside fast, they were going to give the neighbors a show.

      “Keys,” she gasped. “I need my keys to unlock the door.”

      He lifted his head, eyes glittering fiercely in the glow of the porch light, and lowered her to her feet. “Where are they?”

      “I dropped them.” She uncurled her hands from his shirt and bent to pick up the keys, resolutely not looking at the bulge she’d been grinding against only moments before. She scooped up the keys, turned to the door, and put all her focus into getting it open.

      When the lock snicked open on the first try, she nearly cheered.

      She stepped inside, tossed keys and purse on the table by the door, and turned to watch Jake follow her over the threshold. Tall enough that her nine-foot ceilings no longer seemed generous, broad enough to almost completely block out the porch light, and enough lust in his narrowed eyes to give her a contact high.

      She licked her lips. “Do you want a drink?”

      He kicked the door shut and sent her heartrate into overdrive. “Not thirsty.”

      “A snack?”

      He shed his jacked and tossed it at her sofa. “Not hungry.”

      “Want to watch TV?”

      He stalked towards her, eyes blazing. “Unless you’ve changed your mind, I don’t want to watch anything except you coming, as many times and in as many ways as I can manage.”

      He stopped in front of her, close enough that the toes of his boots tapped hers. “Have you changed your mind?”

      Was he kidding? She stripped off her jacket and tossed it after his. It fell short of the sofa, hitting the coffee table and slithering to the floor, and normally she would’ve picked it up and hung it properly in the closet. Right now, however, nothing short of a natural disaster could drag her out of this moment.

      His eyes went dark as he looked at her, skimming over the t-shirt that hugged her breasts and the jeans that clung to her hips and thighs. His gaze traveled all the way to her toes and back again to linger on her chest, where her satin bra was doing fuck all to hide her hard and aching nipples. A faint smile curled his lips even as his cheeks flushed. “I meant to tell you earlier, I like your Superman t-shirt.”

      She glanced down at the distinctive S emblazoned on the center of her chest, her nipples poking against the soft cotton like little bullets on either side. How apropos. “It’s Supergirl,” she corrected.

      “My mistake.” He raised his eyes to her face, one eyebrow quirked in question. “You haven’t answered me.”

      Some of the power she’d felt back at the restaurant came trickling back, and a sly smile curled her lips. "I took off my jacket. That wasn’t a clue?”

      “It was,” he agreed. “And I definitely appreciate the view.”

      She let out a low laugh, more of that power streaming through her. “It gets better,” she promised.

      “Oh, I’m counting on it. But I still need an answer.”

      She reached up and tugged the elastic out of her hair and tossed it after the coat, then shook her hair out. She skimmed a hand down her belly, lifting the hem of her shirt to toy with the button on her jeans, and watched his eyes go hot. “I haven’t changed my mind.”

      “Then tell me what you want.”

      “I want you to take me to bed.” She popped the button free. “I want you to strip me naked.” She lowered the zipper slowly, tooth by tooth, the rasp of metal mingling with their ragged breathing. “And I want you to make me come.”

      “That’ll do it,” he said, and putting his big hands on her waist, lifted her right off her feet.

      She squealed and grabbed his shoulders. “What are you doing?”

      He boosted her up and palmed her ass. “Just following orders,” he replied in an exaggerated drawl, and shifted his hold so that the thick bulge in his pants hit just the right spot.

      “Oh.” She wound her legs around his waist and tightened her grip on his shoulders, her breath catching as she rotated her hips to grind against him.

      He let out a low growl and tightened his grip. “Where’s the bedroom?”

      “Down the hall, last door on the left,” she told him, and he started to walk.

      The house was small, a tidy two-bedroom bungalow that topped out just shy of twelve hundred square feet, so it didn’t take long to get to the bedroom. Which was good, because between the kiss on the porch, his grip on her ass, and the rocking pressure of his dick against her clit as he walked, if it had taken any longer to get there, she’d have just dragged him to the floor.

      “Wait, wait,” she said as they crossed the threshold, and when he paused, she reached out to shut the door.

      “You got a roommate?” he asked.

      She shook her head and he started walking again. “Cat. I’d rather he didn’t join us.”

      “Seconded,” he said, and laid her on the bed.

      She clutched his shoulders as the room went topsy turvy. Amusement lit his face, mingling with the heat blazing in his eyes. “Did you think I was going to drop you?”

      “Not exactly,” she said, breathless from lust and the small spurt of panic. “I’m just not used to being picked up and carried to bed.”

      “You’ve clearly been sleeping with the wrong men.”

      “I haven’t been sleeping with any men,” she reminded him.

      His smile went feral. “Yet,” he said, and kissed her.

      She let out a hum of approval and tried to yank him closer. He lost his balance and fell forward, planting his hands on the mattress on either side of her head to catch himself at the last second. His grunt of surprise vibrated against her already swollen and sensitized lips.

      “Closer,” she muttered, and tugged again. He chuckled, the sound muffled against her mouth, and allowed himself to be dragged down.

      Oh, hell yes. She arched up, eager to feel his weight against her. His hips were between her thighs, his hard, muscled chest pressing against her breasts, and it was amazing.

      “You feel so good,” she whispered against his mouth.

      “So do you,” he said, his voice a strangled groan that had lust and power surging through her in equal measure. Wanting to hear it again, she gave a little wiggle and spread her legs wider, lifting to press her needy pussy against the bulge of his cock.

      He groaned deep in his chest, the vibrations making her shiver, and she couldn’t wait any longer.

      “Clothes.” She plucked at the shoulders of his Henley. “Off. Now.”

      “You first.” He lifted off her just enough to shove her t-shirt up and over her head. It caught in the tangle of her hair, obscuring her vision for a moment, and by the time she fought her way clear he’d found the center clasp of her bra and flicked it open.

      The cups peeled back, aided by gravity and the slickness of the satin. They caught on her nipples, so she did a little shoulder shimmy, and her tits bounced free. She raised her shoulder so she could shrug the straps off, and another rumbling groan from Jake pulled her gaze to his face.

      His eyes were riveted on her breasts, dark with hunger, and the heat she’d thought was already at peak kicked up another notch.

      “Stay right there,” he ordered. He shoved both hands behind her back to prop her up, lowered his head, and sucked one stiff peak into his mouth.

      Haven felt the jolt like a lightning strike, pleasure spiking in her breast before spearing down through her belly to settle, hot and heavy, in her pussy. She shuddered as it clenched and dampened, aching for something more, and could no more control the surge of her hips than she could prevent the hoarse cry that spilled from her lips.

      “Oh God, yes, more.” She grabbed his head, her nails scraping through his short hair as she pressed him hard against her. Pleasure was rolling through her in waves, stealing her breath, her focus, until all she could think was inside me. NOW.

      He lifted his head slightly, eyes dark, mouth damp. “Are you begging or praying?”

      “Whichever one will get you inside me faster,” she said, and did her best to pull him down on top of her.

      “Not yet,” he grunted. He easily resisted her desperate tugging, and switched his attention to the other breast.

      By the time he raised his head she was writhing with pleasure and frustration. His mouth on her nipples was heaven and hell all at once—it felt amazing, but the little nibbles and sucks just sent the heat, the need spiraling higher and tighter until she was on the verge of begging for real.

      He raised his head, panting nearly as hard as she was. “I love your tits.”

      “Thanks,” she managed. “Get naked.”

      His grin was lighting quick and just a little evil. “I told you. You first.”

      He grabbed the waistband of her jeans in both hands and yanked. She laughed, breathless and giddy, and wiggled her hips to aid the tight fabric on its way. He had them to her knees in no time, dragging her panties with them, so she focused on getting out of her bra. She had one arm out and was working on the other when a sudden yank on her left foot took her halfway across the mattress.

      She squealed and slapped her hands down, digging into the duvet in a vain attempt to regain her balance. “What are you doing?”

      He scowled up at her, crouched over her legs. “Your boots are still on.”

      She began giggling. “Sorry.”

      He yanked again. “How do these things come off?”

      “There’s a zipper.” She pushed herself up and leaned forward to fumble for the zipper on the inside of the knee-high boot. “Here.”

      She leaned back as he peeled off one boot, then the other, letting them fall to the floor. He yanked her pants and panties the rest of the way down her legs with a satisfied grunt, peeling the narrow-cuffed denim over her feet and then tossing them aside. He grunted again, this time with palpable satisfaction, then he rose from his crouch, planted his hands on his hips and just looked at her.

      Haven leaned back on her elbows and let him look his fill, though some part of her mind registered surprise that she wasn’t more self-conscious. It had been more than a dozen years since she’d been with anyone other than Richard, and she’d assumed she’d feel awkward and self-conscious, or at least a little shy the first time someone new saw her naked for the first time.

      But there was none of that as he stared at her, his breathing harsh and his hands clenched at his sides, the hard bulge in his pants a clear indication that he liked what he was seeing. She stretched under his heated gaze, feeling nothing but arousal and eagerness and a heady sense of power that only grew when his gaze finally rose to her face.

      “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he rasped, his voice low and rough with lust, and that power surged, filling her up.

      “Then what are you doing way over there?” she purred, and let her legs fall apart. Balanced on one elbow, she slid her other hand down the center of her torso, between breasts that still throbbed and tingled from his mouth, over the curve of her belly to rest between her thighs.

      She caught her breath, the sound nearly buried under his ragged groan. It had been a long time since her pussy had been this wet, this ready, and she couldn’t resist playing a little.

      She let her fingers glide past her clit, over the folds of her pussy, slick and engorged, and watched his nostrils flare. His eyes darkened even further, the set of his mouth going tight as her fingers continued down to circle her entrance before dipping inside.

      She smiled when he growled, his eyes riveted on her hand. She pulled her finger out, then slid two back in, deep, and let her head fall back on a moan as the little zing of sensation made her shudder.

      “So good.” She pumped her fingers slowly, drawing it out, listening to his ragged breathing. She picked her head up to watch as she pulled them out to tease her clit, swollen and begging for attention. She knew that hard, direct contact would be too much now, so she kept her touch whisper light and teasing, shivering at the pleasure.

      “Fuck,” he ground out, and she lifted her gaze to his with a smile.

      “Hey, Jake?” she said softly, and waited until his eyes met hers to lift her hand to her mouth and suck her wet fingers inside.

      He moved so fast she started, then giggled when he whipped his shirt over his head and flung it across the room. He had his belt buckle undone in record time, his pants and underwear to his knees seconds later, his eyes locked on her the whole time. But he had to look away to get his pants off, and as soon as he looked down, he started cursing a blue streak.

      She laughed harder when she realized he was still wearing his boots, and harder still when he bent down to unlace them, overbalanced, and fell to the floor with a thump.

      “Are you alright?” she managed between giggles, but he was too busy cursing to answer. She started to scoot off the bed to check on him, but before she could wiggle her way to the edge his hand shot up, palm out.

      “Stop,” he said, frustration mingling with the lust in his tone. “Just stay put.”

      She stifled a snort. “What are you doing down there?”

      “I’m shooting craps, whadaya think? I’m trying to get my damn boots off.”

      She tucked her tongue firmly in her cheek. “I feel like you maybe don’t know how shoes work. They’re supposed to come off before pants.”

      A low grunt was her answer, followed by one thump, then two.

      “Yay!” She clapped her hands and gave a little cheer, grinning when his head popped up over the edge of the mattress, a scowl on his face and a laugh in his eyes. Then he hopped up, naked, and she lost her breath at the sight.

      “Wow,” she said on a sigh, laughter fading as she stared with unabashed delight.

      His chest was firm with muscle, smooth and sleek but for a fine dusting of hair across his pectorals. His biceps bulged, his forearms were thick. He had an actual six pack, something she’d never seen in person before, and that delicious wedge of muscle off his hipbones that she could never remember the name of and just thought of as ‘that part I want to lick like a lollipop’. She actually felt saliva pool in her mouth in anticipation, then her gaze followed the line of that muscle to his cock and she had to check to make sure she wasn’t drooling.

      He started to climb onto the bed, and she held up a hand. “Wait!”

      “What?”

      “I’m not done looking yet,” she said, and continued her perusal.

      His dick was rock hard, the fat mushroom head slick with fluid. The shaft was veined and thick, wider at the base than at the head, and she wondered if she’d be able to circle him with her hand.

      She absently noted the other details in her peripheral vision. Thick thighs, firm calves—this was not a man who skipped leg day—but her eyes were locked on his cock. If she had any doubts about his desire to be here, the sight of him hard and throbbing quashed them into dust.

      She inhaled sharply, desire pulsing through her, and laid back. She lifted her arms over her head, dragged her gaze up that glorious body to look him in the eye, and deliberately spread her legs again.

      “I’m done looking now,” she told him.

      “Thank fucking God,” he muttered, and dropped on all fours to the mattress. He crawled up her body, making her think of a big, sleek cat intent on devouring her.

      Yes, please.

      He gave her a slow smile that sent the butterflies in her belly into a frenzy. “Where were we?”

      “You were just about to fuck me,” she replied, and he chuckled.

      He pressed a kiss to her collarbone, gentle and sweet. “I think I like you, Haven Lang.”

      “Good. Condoms are in the nightstand.”

      He laughed again, his breath gusting out over her skin as he nibbled his way up her neck. “What do you have against foreplay?”

      “Nothing.” She ran her hands up his arms, unable to resist the lure of his biceps. His skin was silky smooth and soft over the firm bulge of muscle. “I’m all for it. You can do whatever you like once you’re balls deep.”

      He lifted his head, a grin curving his lips. “Anything?”

      She narrowed her eyes in mock warning. “Within reason. Don’t get any kinky ideas.”

      His grin deepened. “So, no handcuffs?”

      She snorted. “Handcuffs are for amateurs.”

      “Really?” he drawled, and the wicked glint in his eyes made her want to squirm.

      “Easy, cowboy,” she warned him. “That’s a much later conversation.”

      “Fair enough,” he murmured, though the wicked gleam didn’t diminish one bit. “Where’d you say those condoms were?”

      She pointed. “Nightstand. Top drawer.”

      He pivoted on his knees to reach out with one long arm. She nearly purred; the position put him in profile so his firm ass and hard cock were both on mouth-watering display. She had an almost physical urge to sink her nails into his thighs and bite him. She was mulling the wisdom of following through when he suddenly said “Hello,” with obvious delight, and she dragged her attention away from his bobbing dick to see he was holding her favorite vibrator.

      “That’s not a condom,” she pointed out helpfully.

      “Does this fall under the heading of ‘anything’?”

      The image that brought to mind made her head swim. She forced a casual shrug. “If you think you’ll need it.”

      The little dig just made him grin. “We’ll hold it in reserve,” he told her, and laid it on the bed before turning back to the drawer.

      This time when he turned back, he had the box of condoms she’d bought four months ago in his hand. He waggled his eyebrows. “New box.”

      “I told you, dating sucks.”

      He opened the box to pluck out a strip of condoms. He tore one off, set the strip aside, and settled on his haunches between her spread knees.

      She watched, fascinated, as he ripped open the foil packet and rolled the latex sheath down his shaft. Protection in place, he leaned forward, braced himself on one hand, grasped his penis in the other and guided it to her.

      She held her breath as he nudged her opening. There was heat and pressure as he eased forward, stretching her out more than any of her toys ever did, and she couldn’t keep the wince off her face.

      He immediately froze. “What’s wrong?”

      She shook her head and tried to breathe normally. “Nothing, it’s fine.”

      He frowned, clearly skeptical.

      “It’s just been a while,” she reminded him, and bit her lip. He was lodged just inside, the head of his cock barely breaching the tender entrance of her vagina. She throbbed and pulsed around him, her body working to adjust, and though the pain had eased as soon as he’d stopped moving, she knew the rest of her would be just as tight.

      He pulled free and replaced his cock with one long finger. “Does that hurt?”

      “No,” she gasped. She lifted her hips, giving an experimental wiggle, and gasped again when pleasure surged. “Oh, I’m going to be so mad if we can’t do this.”

      He chuckled, warm and rich. “We just need to cut the friction. How about I play for a bit?”

      Her moan this time was pure frustration. “I’m already so turned on I can’t stand it,” she wailed.

      “I think you can take a little more.” His finger continued to thrust in and out slowly, pulling more moisture from her vagina, then swirling his finger around her entrance before delving back in for more. “This is what happens when you rush the foreplay,” he chided.

      She opened her mouth to reply when a sudden thought occurred to her. “Lube.”

      His eyes, which had been focused on her pussy, flew to hers. “Where?”

      She pointed at the nightstand again. “Second drawer.”

      He left her for a moment then was back, the bottle of lube in hand. He squirted some onto his finger, then set the bottle aside. “This is latex safe, right?”

      She nodded, hissing a little as he slid his fingers back into her. “Cold!”

      “Sorry.” He pulled out, gathered more lube, and slid back inside, this time with two fingers. “How’s that feel?”

      “Amazing,” she breathed. She propped herself up on her elbows to watch his hand move between her thighs. “Let’s try again.”

      He pulled free and picked up the lube again. “Just in case,” he said, and squeezed some onto his palm. She watched him stroke over his cock, moving slowly from base to tip until he gleamed.

      “God, that’s hot,” she breathed. She slid one hand down her belly to her pussy, shuddering at the jolt when her fingers brushed her clit.

      “Yeah?” He gave himself another long, firm stroke.

      “Oh, yeah.” Her gaze lifted to his face. “Someday, I’d really love to watch you get yourself off.”

      His eyes were locked on her swirling fingers. “Same goes.”

      “But right now, I really want you to fuck me.”

      “You sure you’re ready?”

      “If you don’t put your dick in me right now, I’m getting the vibrator.”

      “That’s not the deterrent you think it is,” he told her.

      She huffed, impatient. “Dick. Pussy. Now.”

      His shoulders shook with laughter. “I really like you.”

      She was too far gone to smile back, so she just pulled her knees back and used her fingers to spread her pussy wide.

      That got him moving.

      “Jesus, woman.” He moved forward, cock in hand, and once again pressed it against her. This time he slid forward smoothly, without the pinch of friction, and almost before she could catch her breath, he was all the way in.

      “Oh, wow.”

      He grunted. “Good ‘oh wow’ or bad?”

      “Good.” She was panting slightly, a little overwhelmed. She felt so full. “Very, very, good. Just...give me a minute, okay?”

      He carefully lowered himself down, bracing himself on his elbows. “Take all the time you need.” He bent his head, feathering his lips over her jaw. “I’m not going anywhere.”

      She nodded and sucked in a steadying breath, then let it out slowly. It didn’t hurt, exactly; she just felt so stretched out. Her pussy felt alive, the delicate tissues quivering and pulsing as they adjusted to the sudden presence of a penis after so long without.

      Jake held himself still inside her, waiting for her to give him the all clear. But even though his lower half was immobile, his upper half was very busy.

      He nibbled along her jaw, little nips and licks that made her shiver. He trailed his lips down to her neck, light as a feather, his beard a soft caress against her skin. “How you doing, Haven?”

      “Fine,” she breathed, and tilted her neck to the side to give him more room.

      He hummed his approval, rewarding her with firmer contact and a little hint of suction against the tender skin just above her collarbone. Her lips parted on a gasp, and suddenly the discomfort and burning stretch around his penetrating girth was gone, replaced by rising pleasure and a need to move.

      She hummed in delight and slid her hands around to his back. He felt amazing, all smooth skin and firm muscle, and she stroked down as far as she could reach before sliding back up. He stretched under her hands, muscles shifting subtly as he moved into her touch without seeming to move at all. I bet that looks amazing, she thought, then she remembered the mirrors on her ceiling and looked up.

      “Oh.” She gasped, jolting at the image above her. Her hands looked small against his broad back, her body almost completely hidden beneath him. She could see her thighs spread wide to make room for his hips, and her flushed face and tousled hair over his shoulder, but the rest of her was lost under the sheer bulk of him. Her eyes traveled over his thighs and butt, past his waist to the broad, muscled expanse of his back, which⁠—

      She blinked. He had a tattoo. It covered the back of his left shoulder, thick lines and swirls of black that flexed as he moved. She couldn’t quite make out what it was, the details lost in the beveled edges of the mirrored tiles, and she mentally cursed her brother and sister-in-law for not springing for a solid sheet of mirror. Then she thought dimly that it was a good thing she hadn’t seen it in the restaurant or she might not have been able to wait until they got home to jump him.

      Men with tattoos were her catnip.

      Staring at it, she wiggled her hips, pushing up against his weight in a clear you can move now signal.

      He didn’t move.

      His hips still pinning hers firmly to the bed, he murmured against her neck, “Starting to feel good?”

      “Yes,” she said, as clearly as she could through the lust clouding her brain, and wiggled again.

      “Good.” He pushed himself up on his hands so he was braced over her, the motion careful and slow and providing absolutely none of the friction she needed.

      She tore her gaze away from the view of his back and frowned into his smiling face. “What are you doing?”

      “Whatever I want, remember?”

      “What?”

      “You said I could do whatever I want once I was inside you,” he reminded her. His smile was decidedly smug, and she didn’t trust the gleeful light in his eyes.

      “I assumed you’d want to fuck me,” she said, and worked up a pout.

      “Oh, I do,” he assured her, his smile deepening, apparently not buying the pout at all. “But first I want to play.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “It means, I want my foreplay.”

      She frowned. “Well, get over it.”

      That made him laugh, which made the bed bounce, which at least jiggled him inside her a little before he got ahold of himself.

      “No.” Balancing on one hand, he lifted the other and laid it on her breast.

      She sucked in a breath. Okay, that felt good. Really good, she amended as his fingertips plucked at her nipple and sent little flares of heat streaking down to her core. But he kept his touch light, almost teasing, and it wasn’t enough.

      “Is this going to take long?” she asked, trying not to sound petulant.

      He raised a brow, a smile in his eyes. “Do you always get your way in bed?”
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