
  
    [image: Bound by Chance]
  


  
    
      BOUND BY CHANCE

      A DARK GRUMPY SUNSHINE SHIFTER ROMANCE

      
        BOUND BY FATE

        BOOK TWO

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        LUNA LOCKHARDT

      

    

    
      LOVEBITE PUBLISHING

    

  


  
    
      Bound by Chance

      Copyright © 2025 By Luna Lockhardt

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, please contact LoveBite Publishing at LoveBitePublishing@zoomyzombies.com.

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Cover Art: ZDesigns

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        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

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

    

    
      
        A Note from the Author

      

      
        Also by Luna Lockhardt

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION AND CONTENT WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      For every sinner who swore they didn’t believe in fate—until it dragged them to their knees.

      For the ones who crave the touch they shouldn’t want, the lover they shouldn’t keep, the fire they can’t extinguish.

      This one’s for you—bound by lust, burned by guilt, and still begging for another chance.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Trigger Warnings:

      Suicide, Poisoning, Death, Graphic Descriptions of a Corpse, Blood and Gore, Violence, Physical Assault, Threats, Abduction, Hostage Situations, Mental Abuse, Emotional Manipulation, Parental Abuse, Trauma, PTSD Mentions, Grief, Loss of a Parent, Dark Magic, Witchcraft, Curses, Possession, Moral Conflict, Profanity, Sexual Content, Power Imbalance, Supernatural Violence, Miscarriage, Kinfe Violence.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          OWEN

        

      

    

    
      The woman was driving me crazy. Carlie Rogers was going to be the death of me . . . if I didn’t kill her first.

      I didn’t know why I had volunteered for this anyway. It wasn’t like Merrick and I were exactly friends. Hell, at one time, we’d tried to beat the hell out of each other.

      He’d won. And I’d be lying if I said that didn’t still gall me from time to time. Even though I’d left with the girl, Merrick had won the actual fight. But that was years ago and we’d both moved on. I hadn’t spent more than a week with that woman–both of us had gone into it knowing it was going to be a brief fling–and Merrick was now newly married to the gorgeous Elena.

      Lucky bastard had managed to find his fated mate through an arranged marriage.

      Part of me envied that. While I had been prepared to do my duty by my pack and abide by my father’s wishes and marry the wolf he’d picked out for me . . . she had not been my fated mate. Most wolves went their entire lives without finding that one person, that other half of their soul. And I’d have been okay with that, would have made the best out of the arranged marriage with Dulcie McCall. But she’d been ripped away from me before the marriage could take place, murdered by a madman it took too long to find. So much had been lost at his hands.

      So I suppose that’s why I was here, on the trail to find Sam Lewis’s mother and get some answers. There were too many questions without them, and a curse that needed breaking. And with Merrick’s father trying to recover from being shot, he needed to stay with his pack. Since my own pack didn’t really need me at the moment, I was free to pursue my own needs and wants.

      Apparently what I wanted at the moment was to be traveling in the wilds of Alaska, hunting a witch who had put a blood curse on the Carran pack–with an irritating woman along for the ride.

      I snuck a glance in Carlie’s direction. The petite, curvy brunette with gold dusted skin and a Creole granny had her head bent over her phone and a small notebook open in her lap.

      Carlie Rogers was a big proponent of research. And of telling me everything she found.

      Sometimes I wished she’d just be quiet.

      But when she did go silent, like now, I found myself ridiculously missing her voice, her wit and sarcasm, and her smile.

      She had a smile that radiated light. She was ever optimistic, bubbly, and bright. It could grate on a man’s nerves.

      Yet she’d been silent for well over an hour now, and we were getting close to a little town. The sun was close to setting, and I was tired. Tired of driving, tired of being cooped up in the cab of the truck, tired of it all. So I cleared my throat and caught Carlie’s attention.

      She turned those big brown eyes, surrounded by a thick forest of dark lashes, to me and smiled. “Long day,” she said. “But we’ve traveled a good bit and I think I’ve found some pertinent information on blood curses.”

      “Yeah? Did your Creole granny help you out with that?”

      Her laugh sounded like fog over water. “Some, but mainly by just pointing me to some people who might could help us more than she can. Granny is more of a kitchen witch and a healer. She doesn’t dabble in blood magic. But she knows some people. I’ve reached out to a few and gotten a couple of replies.”

      I glanced at the sun riding low in the sky and nodded. “Let’s do this. Let’s get to this town, find a couple of rooms, and grab some dinner. We’ll talk about it while we eat.”

      “Sounds good,” Carlie agreed, shifting a bit in her seat. “My butt has gone numb. I think after we find those rooms, I’m going to walk around the town then take a shower. Can we eat and talk after that?”

      “That works for me,” I replied, relieved that she’d suggested it first. I needed some time alone. I was a loner by nature, and being cooped up with a woman who enjoyed talking and smelled like sunshine and daisies could wear on a man.

      I made the turn onto an even narrower road and hoped we wouldn’t meet anyone driving from the opposite direction. My truck was on the bigger side with large tires made to travel over ice and snow and rough terrain. While it wasn’t exactly on the small side, it worked well for driving where I usually drove and suited me well. I even loved the dark gray interior and shiny black paint. I called her Greta, which amused Carlie to no end when she’d found out.

      Before long, we’d entered the little town and I took quick stock. It was a normal grouping of buildings you usually saw this far north. Well isolated and self sufficient, these types of places were usually only populated with locals who eschewed mainstream living and toughed it out in the harsh weather that surrounded the area. A few people would live here full time, and most of the visitors would be people who lived out in even more remote areas, in cabins they’d built themselves.

      I pulled up in front of a building with a hand lettered sign in the window that announced rooms for rent. Carlie and I climbed out of the truck and walked inside, the bell over the front door announcing our arrival. A woman with short white hair and a gamine face popped around the corner and sent us a smile.

      “Welcome! What can I help you with?” Her voice was rusty and her grin was friendly.

      “We’re passing through and hoped you might have a couple of rooms we could rent for a night or two.”

      Her brows rose. “Two rooms?” she asked.

      I nodded. “Two,” I confirmed.

      “All right, sure. I have two rooms on the third floor. No elevator, but both rooms have their own bathrooms attached. Not very large, of course, but they’re warm and clean.”

      “We’ll take them,” I announced, handing over my credit card. Carlie and I filled out the required paperwork, Mrs. Sheila Hannigan–as she introduced herself–ran my card, and then handed us the keys. Actual keys on a little keychain.

      “We’re old school around here,” Mrs. Hannigan told us with another smile.

      “Thank you,” Carlie said, taking her key and putting it in her pocket. “Where could we get something to eat?”

      “The diner is a few doors down, and it’s open until ten. The bar stays open until one in the morning, and they serve food too, but it’s more like your traditional bar food,” she told us.

      “Thanks,” I replied. Turning to Carlie, I told her, “Stay in here; I’ll grab your pack out of the truck for you.”

      I did just that, grabbing her pack and mine, then heading back in and starting up the stairs. After climbing to the third floor, I handed Carlie her light blue bag and watched as she unlocked her door.

      “Want to meet at the diner at seven?” I asked. “That gives us a couple of hours to decompress.”

      “Perfect,” she replied. “See you there.”

      I watched as she entered her room and closed the door before heading to my own room, two doors down from hers. The key slid easily into the lock and I shoved my way inside.

      Mrs. Sheila Hannigan did not lie, I thought wryly as I glanced around. The room was small, with a full size bed in one corner, a nightstand beside it, a dresser with a small tv on the opposite wall, and a little chair covered with blue fabric in the open corner. One door led to a little closet and the other to a basic bathroom. The bathroom had a tile floor, a shower and tub combo with a plastic shower curtain, a toilet, and a sink with a small oval mirror above it. Everything was blindingly white and clean.

      I’d booked the rooms for three nights, just in case, and quickly unpacked the few things I’d need. After that was done, I sat on the bed. It dipped a bit under my weight, but that was to be expected. Feeling tired, I decided the walk around town could wait. A nap was in order. After pulling off my boots, I set my alarm for an hour and stretched out. I was under in less than a minute.
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        * * *

      

      The insistent beep of the alarm dragged me out of a dream where I had a warm, willing woman under me. Cursing, I swiped a hand over my face and turned off the alarm. Sitting up with a slight groan, I realized I had aches and pains everywhere. I wasn’t used to spending hours driving and limited physical activity. Hoping the water stayed hot for a while, I headed for the shower.

      Luck was on my side. While the spray wasn’t as heavy as I liked, the water was super hot. I soaped and rinsed my hair, used the provided gel to wash my body, then braced my hands against the shower wall and let the water fall over me.

      My thoughts wandered to Carlie and I wondered if she was under her shower spray at the moment. Thinking about her hot and wet made my cock twitch, and I tried to push the thought away. But I’d been without a woman for ages, and my dick just got harder. Giving up, I fisted myself, giving my cock one slow stroke before settling into a rhythm.

      Release came fast, and I grunted as I came, long ropes of cum shooting onto the shower floor. Feeling better, if a little foolish, I rinsed my body off again and twisted off the water, stepping out and drying off.

      After dressing in well worn jeans, a thick black sweater, and shoving my feet back into my boots, I ran a comb through my still damp hair and sprayed on some cologne. Considering myself ready enough, I checked the time and realized I still had twenty minutes before I had to meet Carlie at the diner.

      I decided to take Greta and gas her up so I wouldn’t have to do it in the morning. It took less than five minutes to get to the only gas station, and just a bit longer to fill her and my gas can I always carried with me. After waving to the attendant, I made my way back to the inn and parked Greta in the same spot.

      A bustling place this town was not.

      I made my way to the diner and decided to just get a table and wait on Carlie. I was given a window table and watched out of it as Carlie approached. She was wearing snug jeans, black boots with a stubby heel, and a dark blue sweater that dipped low on her breasts. The rose over the edge and drew my eye. Her dark hair spilled down to her shoulders in a riot of curls–and I had a mental image of my hands fisted in the mass as she took me deep down her throat.

      My cock twitched again and I sternly told myself to stop. This was not the time or the place, and Carlie was definitely not the woman. She was too bubbly for me, and annoyed me more often than not.

      But when she saw me through the window and sent me a slow smile, I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking about getting me into bed. That little sultry smile told all.

      She’d be disappointed. I wouldn't fuck her even if she begged me.

      Carlie entered the diner and slid into the booth across from him. “Fancy meeting you here,” she quipped.

      I sent her a withering glare, ignoring her giggle, and tapped a finger on the menu. “They actually have more options than I thought.”

      “Hmm.” She glanced at the menu then back at me. “You’re grumpy again, Owen. Maybe you should go for the moose steak.”

      I was saved from having to reply to her when the waitress walked up. “The steak,” I ordered, “medium rare. Baked potato and buttered corn. And a beer, whatever you have.”

      “I’ll have a beer, too,” Carlie said. “And I’ll take the grilled chicken breast with mashed potatoes and green beans. Thank you.”

      Carlie leaned forward after the waitress left, and rested her folded hands on the table. The move pushed her generous breasts up, and her scent wafted over to me. I actively wished for the beer so I could soothe my dry throat. I struggled to focus on what she was saying.

      “So, Granny told me what she knows about blood curses and gave me the names of a few other people. One of them, a self proclaimed dark witch, got back with me and we exchanged a few messages. We knew this was serious, right, but it’s even worse than we thought. Blood magic is one of the darkest, strongest magics out there. The bonds can be next to impossible to break, and it always requires a lot of sacrifice. She’s doing some more research for us, in relation to the questions I asked her, and she’ll get back in touch.”

      Our beers were delivered and I let the cold liquid flow down my throat as I thought about what she said. “Yeah, we knew it was serious,” I commented, “and this sounds like it just got a lot more complicated.”

      “Can we have a night?” Carlie asked abruptly.

      “I . . . what?”

      “A night,” she repeated. “Just one night where we don’t talk about this anymore. We can start again in the morning, but I need a night. I don’t like living in a world of blood curses and dark magic. I respect it all, but I need a break. Okay?”

      I studied her as she twisted her fingers together. I hadn’t known her long, but she’d always been a game little thing and didn’t strike me as one to shuck a responsibility once she took one on. But we were on a time crunch here, and didn’t have time to fuck around . . . I was grumpy, I realized, and could use a break myself.

      “All right,” I answered as our food was delivered. “One night.”

      Her smile lit her entire face and she cut off a piece of chicken. “So, tell me, Owen. What’s your favorite book?”

      I bit into my steak, understanding what she was trying to do. She was trying to inject some normalcy into this mission. “Salem’s Lot.”

      She blinked. “King. A classic. I didn’t figure you for a horror man.”

      I shrugged. “Stephen King is a master storyteller. I enjoy his work. Your turn. What’s your favorite book?”

      “That’s hard for me, because I do love to read. But if I’m needing a comfort read, I always reach for Pride and Prejudice. Favorite movie?”

      “Star Wars: Return of the Jedi. You?”

      “Love, Actually. Can I have a bite of your steak?”

      And so the night progressed. Normal talk, sharing food, and laughing. Lots of laughing and lots of beer. I didn’t even mind it when the talking turned to subtle flirting. I was heading toward tipsy, and I knew she was too. But we’d agreed to one night.

      I was feeling loose enough and drunk enough to take her up on any offer she might make at the end of the night. After all, Carlie was a grown woman who could make her own choices. And I was a man with a hard on, thinking about getting my hands–and mouth–on those luscious breasts of hers.

      I was unabashedly a boob man, and Carlie’s looked like they could fill a man’s hands nicely.

      Shaking myself, I glanced around and realized there were few diners left. “Want to go check out the bar?” I asked.

      “That sounds great. I wonder if I could get a dirty martini there.”

      “We’ll find out.” Taking her arm, we walked over to the bar and found it lively considering the location. Old rock pumped out of a jukebox, a few couples were on the dancefloor, and even more people littered the scattered tables and bar.

      Carlie ordered her dirty martini and I opted for more beer. Why ruin a good thing? We spent an hour there, and Carlie drank two dirty martinis. When I saw her cut her eyes toward the dance floor, I knew it was time to go. No way was I going to dance in front of people.

      “Ready to go?” I asked.

      “One more drink,” she replied. “Then we go. All right?”

      When she sent me another smile and I felt my dick harden, I just nodded.

      I had a pretty good idea of what would happen when we left, and I was ready for it.
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          CARLIE

        

      

    

    
      I knew what I was doing, knew what I wanted. I might have been a little tipsy, but I wasn’t drunk. I wanted one more drink before I made my move. A move I was fairly certain would be reciprocated. I could see the interest Owen tried to bank.

      If I was being honest with myself, Owen was never the kind of guy I’d ever gone for. Mainly because men like him never went for women like me. I was too short, too curvy, too smart. Sure, I had big tits–and men do like big tits–but most of them didn’t want the rest of the package. And I was okay with that. If I wanted to have sex with a man instead of my trusty self service vibrators, I could usually find one willing to give me what I wanted for a night or two.

      But Owen . . . there was something different about him. With his dark blond hair and amber eyes, he reminded me of a lion. Especially when he made those grumbly, annoyed noises low in his throat. Which was a lot of the time.

      I’d never been particularly attracted to the grumpy, surly type but I guess the saying was true: there’s a first time for everything. Like this adventure I was on. I’d decided at the beginning to call it an adventure. Calling it a mission to break an evil curse took too much effort. So adventure it was. Never in all of my twenty-eight years did I ever think I’d be traveling in the Alaskan outback with a wolf shifter and searching for a witch who’d conjured a blood curse.

      Here was Carlie Rogers, small town Creole history teacher with a reading addiction, somewhere in remote Alaska and planning on how to jump Owen Wheeler and let him fuck me silly.

      I couldn’t wait.

      I’d worn this sweater with my goal in mind. The deep blue highlighted my skin tone and dark eyes. It scooped low on my breasts and, from the way Owen kept looking at my cleavage, it was doing its job. He was trying so hard not to look, too, and I found that rather adorable.

      I ordered a third dirty martini then glanced at the dance floor as the jukebox belted out a slow ballad, wondering what it would take to get Owen out there for at least one dance. He followed my gaze and his eyes went blank.

      “Ready to go?” he asked.

      I smothered a grin. Busted. “One more drink. Then we go. All right?” I sent him a smile and he nodded at me. Knowing what was possibly–most likely–in store, I drank it fast. Enjoying the buzz, I wrapped my arm around Owen’s waist and snuggled close to him as we navigated down the street back to the end.

      He smelled like pine woods and musk, and I felt a tingle in my core. His arm was curled around my waist and I leaned into him as he navigated us up the stairs. When we reached the door to my room, I fished the key out of my pocket and pushed open the door.

      “Well,” Owen began, and I shook my head. “What?” he asked.

      I didn’t speak, I just pressed against him, wrapping my arms around his neck and slanting my mouth over his. The kiss was slow and drugging, and I felt his fingers flex before they dug into my hips. It gave me a nice little thrill.

      “Are you sure this is what you want?” Owen muttered against my lips.

      “I’m not drunk, Owen. I’m horny. Fuck me.”

      With a growl, Owen jerked me to him and crashed his lips against mine as we stumbled through the door. He closed it behind us then pushed me against it, nipping at my lower lip.

      I shivered from anticipation and let him tug my sweater over my head. Thankful my bra had a front hook, I flicked it open and let the straps slide down my arms. He ripped the black lace away and filled his hands with my breasts. I moaned at the contact, loving the way his rough palms felt against my skin.

      When he lowered his head and caught a nipple in his mouth, my head fell back against the door and I whimpered. His tongue lapped at me, his mouth suckled, and I was in fucking heaven. Owen plucked and rolled my other nipple between his fingers and I felt myself grow wet. When he growled, I knew he smelled it, and I was torn between desire and embarrassment.

      Desire won out. I kept imagining his big, thick cock in my pussy. My fingers running through that dark blonde hair of his while he fucked the shit out of me.

      We started kissing again. Hard. Our tongues searched around one another as his strong grip massaged my ass. It felt so good. And his hands were big. He slid his hands back to the front and started rubbing my tits again. Owen pinched my already hard nipples between his fingers and bent his head to lick them. I cried out, running my hands through his hair while he suckled softly. His tongue flicked back and forth over my nipple, sending a shiver down my spine. His other hand traced the inside of my thigh, and was slowly inching its way toward my pussy.

      “You’re wearing too many clothes,” Owen muttered and unsnapped the button on my jeans. I wriggled out of them and the black panties I was wearing. I stood before him, completely naked, and the desire in his eyes warmed me.

      “Your turn,” I told him, reaching for his belt. He helped with that and before I knew it, his jeans and boxers were gone and his was cock was swaying back and forth.

      It was big. Bigger than I expected. I gripped it in my hand and began stroking it. Sinking to my knees, I positioned my lips over top of it and let a bit of my spit drip down onto the head, getting it nice and wet. It glistened in the low light as I stroked it some more, getting it lubed up with my saliva.

      “You wanna suck my cock?” he asked.

      Damn, Owen was a talker. Fine by me.

      I didn’t say anything. Instead, I just took him into my mouth and started sucking on his dick. It wouldn’t go too far back in my throat, it was so big. Usually, I could deep throat like a pro, but not this time.

      “Yeah, suck that dick,” he said.

      That kind of shit turned me on. I loved the dirty talk.

      He placed his hands on the back of my head and started shoving it deeper into my mouth. Forcing it in. I gagged a little, and spit spilled out the sides of my mouth. That was a first and I liked it. Too much.

      I pushed Owen toward the bed, and he took the hint. After he sprawled across it, I positioned myself so that my knees were right beside him and my ass was up in the air. Then I bent back over his throbbing cock and put it back in my mouth, working the shaft with my hand while I did my best to keep up with him working his hips up and down. He was face fucking me so good. It was intense.

      The next thing I know, he was rubbing my pussy from behind. I was already wet, and his finger slid into me with ease. He worked it in and out while I worked his cock in and out of my mouth.

      “Fuck, that feels good,” he said.

      I moaned as he slid a second finger into me, stretching out my pussy in preparation for his thick cock to slide into me.

      I stopped sucking him. “You wanna fuck me now?” I teased.

      “I’m going to fuck you so hard, Carlie. I'm going to…" His voice trailed off into a growl.

      God, I couldn’t wait to have this man inside of me. I moved to the side and spread my legs as far as they would go, exposing all of my shaved pussy for him to see. Instead of shoving himself into me, though, he went to his knees and started licking and sucking me.

      Owen pressed his face against my core, licking, nibbling, and sucking with total abandon. I came once, not hard or anything, but enough to keep wet for him. His hands reached up and caressed my breasts while he worked on my pussy with his hot mouth.

      “Fuck me,” I finally said, my voice trembling. “Oh, God, Owen. Fuck me, please.”

      He looked up at me. My pussy juice was glistening on his chin as he smiled. Then he was pushing into me, and I cried out.

      “God, you are so fucking tight,” he said.

      “Yeah, you like that tight pussy.”

      “Fuck yeah, I do.” It took him a few strokes before he was inside me all the way. When he finally was, he held it there for a moment, letting us both experience the pleasure. After a moment or two of us moaning together, he started getting rough. He grabbed hold of my hips and began thrusting his cock inside of me nice and hard.

      He’d pull it out slowly, then slam back into me as far as he could go.

      “You like that big dick?” he asked.

      “God. I love it. Fuck me with that big cock.”

      I wasn’t lying either. I did love it. He was such a  . . . man. He released his grip on my hips and rubbed my tits, grabbing and pulling at them. Hunger raged in his eyes as he smiled at me before pulling out all the way.

      I took the opportunity to change positions. I got to my knees and stuck my ass in the air, and Owen guided his dick into me. God, it felt good. His hand sliced through the air and smacked against my ass cheek. I jumped and squealed a bit, more from shock than pain. Then he did it again and again, until I was on fire for him.

      He grabbed my hips again and thrust into my pussy harder and harder and harder. My ass slapped up against him, clapping against his skin. I let out a long, low moan of delight as he fucked me. He reached around and took hold of my tits again, pinching my nipples. My pleasure ratcheted up.

      I felt drops of his sweat dripping down onto my back. My own hair was soaked by now, and he took hold of it, bucking me like a fucking bronco. I tried to look down and see his dick going in and out of me, but all I got sight of was his balls slapping against my clit.

      Reaching down between my legs, I cupped them in my hands, rubbing them gently.

      “Oh, fuck,” he cried out. His balls grew tighter in my hands the more I massaged them. By this time, my face was buried against the mattress. His dick went harder, faster, harder, faster. I managed to lean back with his dick inside me, and he wrapped his arm around my throat. He wasn’t choking me, just holding me up while he shoved in and out of me.

      “You feel so fucking good,” he muttered.

      “Yeah? You want to come for me?” I asked breathlessly.

      “Yeah. I’m going to come all over you.”

      “Come on my tits,” I said.

      He fucked me from behind for a little longer, and I felt my orgasm crash over me. Owen rode that out, his arm tightening around my neck as I trembled against him.

      “Fuck,” he cried out.

      I knew what that meant. He pulled out of me and I quickly turned onto my back. I reached up and grabbed his cock, loving the feel of it in my hand. I worked the shaft, watching his face. I propped up on my elbows and began sucking on it, tasting myself on his head while stroking him up and down.

      “I’m going to come,” he grunted.

      I pushed his dick down so it was aimed at my tits, and felt his hot cum shoot out all over them. His cock pulsed in my hand as I continued to stroke it, milking him for every drop.

      “That’s so fucking hot,” he whispered as he dropped to the bed beside me. We lay there in silence for a few moments before I nudged him with my elbow.

      “God. Thank you,” I whispered. “That was amazing. And now we need a shower because, pal of mine, we are a mess.”

      Owen sighed. “You’re right. You go first.”

      “Or . . .” I sent him a lazy smile. “We can shower together.”

      His answering grin was full of promise. “Lead the way.”
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          OWEN

        

      

    

    
      The woman was a sex fiend.

      Praise Jesus.

      While the hot water cascaded over us, my lips covered the hard, throbbing peak of her breast. A cry broke from her lips as my tongue flickered over and around the point, rasping sensitive flesh as I licked at her greedily. She enjoyed breast play just as much as I did.

      “I’m going to make you come just from this,” I told her. “Just from me playing with your tits.”

      “Mmmm. Yes. Please,” she rasped, kneading my shoulders as I lowered my mouth to her inviting mounds again. Her breasts were big and bouncy, with glorious gold dusted skin and topped with large, dusky nipples. Every time I nipped at her, she let out a moan. So I kept my attention focused on them, licking and sucking and nipping on one breast while my fingers squeezed, pulled, and rolled her other one. I alternated, loving the taste of her skin and the sounds she was making.

      I pushed both breasts together and ran my tongue over both nipples at once, and Carlie’s head fell back. “Yes,” she hissed. “Oh, God, I’m going to come.”

      And she did, her body trembling as she let out a long, low moan.

      “Get on your knees,” I commanded harshly. “I want to fuck your tits.”

      She instantly obeyed, dropping down and pushing her breasts together herself. I stroked my dick as I looked at her, then beat it a few times against each nipple. Precum leaked from the tip and left a trail on her tits. I stepped closer and pushed my cock between her breasts, loving the way they felt along my length.
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