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Marie.

Jackson wrapped me into his arms the moment I stepped inside. His touch sent little tingles racing through me, and I melted into him. His jaw brushed against the top of my head in a small nuzzle. “Hey.”

“Hey.” I tilted my head up for a kiss. “Mmm, you smell good.”

He gave me a long kiss. His soft touches soothed me in a way I couldn’t put into words, and my frustration at the constant nagging texts from my mother faded into the background. She could clean her own damn house. I decided not to tell him about my mom texting me what felt like five thousand times this past week. I didn’t want him to feel bothered on my behalf.

Jackson’s hands slid down my sides to settle on my hips, and he held me against his chest. “I’m fresh out of the shower. I spent all day sorting and cleaning, and I didn’t want to cover you in dust.”

“Same.” Wiggling happily in his arms, I gave him a squeeze. “God, I’m so excited we’ll be living together soon.”

The smile that broke out over his face made my heart beat faster. He looked so happy. “Me too,” he said, rubbing his nose against mine. He held me a few moments longer before leading me to the couch.

Looking at his nice apartment, I held in a sigh. I much rather wished it was me moving in here, but the new owner still wasn’t accepting applications, stating they didn’t know how long the renovations would take. Instead, Jackson was moving into my shitty, little basement apartment.

Nervousness fluttered through my stomach when I remembered that Jackson was meeting with a realtor next month to start looking for a house. I was doing my best to be supportive, as well as not berate myself for not having the money to help buy the house. It was hard though. Ugh, should I get a second job? But that would delay finishing my next book.

I nudged Jackson. “So, I came in from running errands yesterday to discover Olivia and Liam boning in her room. Normally, I would have gone right back out the door, especially since they definitely didn’t hear me come in, but I had groceries.”

“Oh?” Jackson asked. He tried to sound casual, but I knew the moment I’d said Liam was boning Olivia that he’d pictured Liam naked. I knew he had a bit of a crush on Liam, and I didn’t blame him one bit because I kind of had a crush on the man too.

“I was really tired and said fuck it. I started putting the groceries away as quietly as I could with the plan being to slip into my room before they were done. Hopefully, they wouldn’t even notice I was home, and thus no awkwardness would ensue.” Remembering all the sounds floating out of Olivia’s room, I paused in my tale a moment. “Damn, Liam has a fine voice.”

Jackson laughed, one side of his mouth quirking up in a cute smile. “He really does.”

God, that night at Alexia’s. Hearing Liam and Paul upstairs moaning as they had sex with their ladies. Hot as hell. Planting a kiss on the corner of Jackson’s mouth, I continued my story. “Is it fucked up if I mentally edited out my best friend and listened to her man’s voice while they had sex and, uh.” Embarrassed, I cut myself off. I didn’t think it would piss off Jackson, but what if I was wrong?

Grinning, Jackson took my hand and pressed it between my legs. “Did you touch yourself in the kitchen, Marie?”

“A little. Through my pants.” Leaning against his chest, I peeked up to him to make sure my admission hadn’t upset him. Finding he looked intrigued, I continued my story. “I’m sorry, it was just that his voice sounded so damn good. God, I’m a terrible person.”

Jackson’s chest shook with silent laughter. He wasn’t upset at me for lusting over another man at all. Running his fingers over mine, he pressed both our fingers down against me and desire pooled into my stomach.

When he spoke, his voice smoothed out from his normal everyday tone to his sexy bedroom voice. “What were you imagining while you touched yourself?” he asked, whispering into my ear. “I know he’s a Dom, and you aren’t a sub. I’m guessing he was telling Olivia all kinds of dirty things to spark your imagination though.”

I giggled. “Oh god, please don’t say my best friend’s name when we’re talking about sexual fantasies.”

“Sorry.” Applying more pressure to our hands, he made them slip up and down my slit. “Is this how you touched yourself?”

Nodding, I took over, moving my hand myself, though I let him keep his hand on top of mine to feel my movements. The feel of his fingers over my clothes made me want his hand on my bare skin, but there was a measure of satisfaction from teasing myself through my clothes too.

“Listening to them made me think of the time we stayed over at Alexia’s and the wild orgy that broke out over three rooms.”

A sheen of naughtiness filtered into Jackson’s eyes. Voice breathy with lust, he asked me what I’d pictured when I touched myself in the kitchen.

Cheeks blazing red, I told him. “I wondered what Alexia and Paul were doing. If they were at home having sex. I’m not attracted to girls, but I kinda think it would be hot if Alexia and I Dommed you and Paul at the same time.”

Jackson’s eyes flared with heat, and teeth bit down into his bottom lip. The tips of his fingers moved between mine, spreading my fingers apart so he could be the one rubbing me. Seeing his reaction, I relaxed against him. I’d been a little nervous to admit this, worried it might weird him out, or worse, upset him. But clearly, he was into the idea.

“Was I imagining it, or did Paul keep looking at me?” Jackson asked, scratching his head.

A mental image of Paul and Jackson kissing filled my mind, and my clit throbbed, demanding to be touched directly. “He was definitely looking at you. A lot.”

The cutest look crossed his face and he giggled shyly, wrapping his arms around my waist. “He’s super hot.”

“Yes, he is,” I agreed. “The two of you are the two body type spectrum's I love. Long dark hair, lean and sexy you; and Paul is jacked and could crush me with his thighs. Rawr.”

“Mmhmm,” he agreed, eyes closing to slits as he no doubt pictured Paul with his clothes off. “But he’s like, only into women, right?”

“I have no idea. I keep meaning to ask Olivia, but chicken out every time,” I admitted. Every other man I’d dated had very much not into my fantasy of watching two men be together, but Jackson was pansexual. Would my fantasy finally come to life?

A trail of heat streaked along my pussy up to my nipples as I pictured them together. “You know from firsthand experience that I’m terrible at knowing when people are flirting, but I think Paul was flirting with me when he invited us to come visit this winter, right?”

In my mind, their kisses became more passionate, Paul grabbing Jackson by the ass and hoisting him into the air. Jackson’s legs would wrap around Paul’s waist, and they’d grind against each other, making hot little noises. “But like, what if I’m wrong, and he just meant a normal visit?”

Jackson’s lips grazed the back of my neck, and I leaned against him, hugging his arms around me. I felt his hard length prod against my back. He was as turned on by the thought as I was. “From what you said, I think he was flirting, but I could be wrong. I’m kind of terrible at figuring out if someone’s flirting too.”

“How do you feel about either of those options?” I asked. “Like, which would you prefer? A pleasant visit with new friends, or a hot sex-filled weekend?”

Taking my hand in his, he rubbed his thumb across my palm. Looking away from me, he chewed on his lip pensively and I gave him a little time to think. While I didn’t know what had happened, I was aware he had a very bad experience with group sex in the past. I’d reign in my hormones if needed. I knew from our talks, and from reading his books, that he very much fantasized about having sex with multiple people, but if he wasn’t ready, or wanted to keep it to merely a fantasy, then I would respect that.

“We can just be friends with them if that’s what you want,” I said when the silence continued.

He held my hand tighter, though he still didn’t look at me.

Eddie had been terrible to Jackson after finding out some of his desires and kinks. I didn’t want him to think I would treat him like that if he voiced any of his fantasies. “If you want more, that’s okay too. We can talk to them and see where things go. It’s up to you.”

Jackson leaned back so he could look at me. His bangs hid most of his eyes, but I could see nervousness there. What Eddie had done to him would affect him for many years to come. If I ever ran into Eddie, I would punch that bastard in the face.

Lowering his eyes even further, Jackson rubbed my hand anxiously and was silent for another several moments. Hand stilling, he spoke very quietly. “I’m interested in both. Are you?” His eyes flashed up to check my reaction and darted away before he could even process what he saw.

“You’re being very brave, I’m proud of you,” I said and kissed him. “Yeah, I'm kind of interested no matter which way things go. They seem really nice. I think they could make wonderful friends, or maybe lovers.”

“I agree. Why don’t we talk to them some more and see what develops?” He pressed a hand against his chest, looking away from me. “Even if it's that he’s interested in only you, I’d enjoy seeing the two of you together if it’s something you’d like to experience.”

He arched his eyebrows playfully at me and I felt heat rise in my cheeks. It had been so fun to banter with Paul. Tease and be teased in return. I liked it. The thought of him desiring me under him was so alien that I shook my head. Not that I wouldn’t, God I would, but it was definitely Jackson he was interested in. And that, I would love to see. “Likewise,” I said. “If it’s only you that he wants, I’d love to watch if it’s all right with the two of you.”

“I think it’s you,” he said. “But if it’s both of us, I’d um, I’d need some time to . . . deal with any residual emotions from the past before I tried being in a group situation again, but their invite is for January, so it gives me a few months.”

I hugged him tightly. “Yeah, of course. Please let me know if I can help in any way, or if you need to talk about anything, okay? Even if he did invite us over for sexy times, I don’t know if they’ll want to keep it guy-on-girl or mix it up. I don’t want to text them about my wild fantasies if I’m misreading him and he’s totally not into dudes. I’ll have to figure out how to bring it up in a conversation. So yeah, if they are into us, then we’ll talk to them a lot before anything happens, and we’ll see if we all want the same kinds of things or not, and then we’ll decide if we want something to happen.”

“Okay,” he said. Whispering a thank you into my ear, he hugged me for a long time. I hugged him back, holding him and willing him to feel every ounce of love I felt for him. I thought I felt a tear splash onto my arm, but when he let me go, mischief sparkled in his eyes. “So, did you cum in the kitchen?”

My cheeks turned red in an instant.

Jackson’s eyes flared with interest. “Ohhh, you did, didn’t you? If you enjoy cumming while listening to dirty talk and sex noises, I have some recordings we could listen to.”

I walked my fingers up his chest. “Oh? But you’re so good at dirty talk. I could just listen to you.”

“It’s exciting to listen to other people have sex though, right?” Slipping a hand down my pants, his fingers searched to see how wet I was. His touch felt so damn good and his fingers came out coated in pussy juice. “Oh yes, you very much agree with that.”

My breath hitched as his tongue flicked out. Watching him lick his fingers clean made me wonder, if I jerked off Paul and he came all over my hand, would Jackson lick up every drop? Would Alexia enjoy seeing that? “Pretty sure our evening of hot sex at Alexia’s proved it to you. But no, I didn’t get a chance to cum in the kitchen, because all of a sudden I heard Olivia say, ‘Oh, it’s in my bag in the living room’ and then her bedroom door swung open. I tried to look away in time but I got an eyeful of both of them. Much shrieking ensued.”

Jackson’s chest shook from his laughter. “That’s hilarious. They must have felt mortified.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as well. “Oh yeah. I was mortified too, even though they had no idea what I was doing, and I just looked like I was putting the groceries away. At least I wasn’t butt naked like they were. Well, Liam technically had a shirt on. It was unbuttoned though, which somehow made him look even hotter than if he’d been naked.”

Pressing a hand against his mouth, Jackson made a heated sound low in his throat as he no doubt pictured what I’d just said in his mind. A moment later, his eyes did that thing where they cautiously checked to make sure I wasn’t upset. I kissed his cheek to let him know I wasn’t. Relieved, he picked back up where he left off with his teasing. “So, what did they do when they saw you?”

“After a moment of wild panic, Liam gave me a wave, scooped Olivia under his arm, turned on his heels, and disappeared into her room.” Laughing, I nudged Jackson with my shoulder. “When he turned around though, he tossed me this look over his shoulder, and I couldn't help but think he somehow knew I’d been touching myself. I turned twenty shades of red in an instant, and he just smiled and closed the door.”

Jackson chuckled and nudged me back. “Did he have a little spring in his step when he walked back into Olivia’s room?”

“Well, he hadn’t come very far out of the room before they noticed me, so I only saw him take two steps but yeah, I think so. We must have laughed hysterically for like ten minutes before they came out fully clothed with their hair poking up everywhere. They apologized and booted it out the door to his place. I guess they’d stopped by to pick up more of her stuff and got frisky.”

Jackson gave me a hot look. “Does he have a nice butt?”

“Super hot, and mmm, the way his undone shirt hit him mid-butt. Perfection.”

“Between Olivia having to run home and rescue you when you were naked and this, I think you’ve evened yourselves out on the embarrassment meter.” He brushed his shoulder against mine. “Speaking of Liam though, did he look sad to you when we hung out at his place the other week? I kind of wanted to ask him about it at Olivia’s party, but I didn’t get a chance.”

I worried my lip between my teeth. “He was rather quiet when we were there, which was a bit odd since he’d been the one to invite us over. A few times, I caught him looking out the window pensively, and I felt like he might be sad. I wondered if anything was up, especially since Sana seemed intent on making it a nice day. Olivia hasn’t mentioned anything happening to Liam recently though.”

Jackson drew his legs up onto the couch, rocking himself a little. “She was so tired. I’m not sure if she noticed his mood. She had to leave shortly after we got there to head to another twelve-hour shift and wouldn’t have seen everything we did. I’m glad she’ll be done at the restaurant soon. She’s burning out.”

“She is.” I wanted to talk to her about quitting. Anna was asking too much out of her and hadn’t increased her pay at all, which pissed me off, but I knew Olivia wouldn't leave Anna in the lurch, especially with the restaurant closing soon.

Jackson’s hand brushed against me. “I kind of wonder if maybe it was the anniversary of Liam’s brother’s death, and he invited us over to try and keep his mind off of it.”

Dammit, I’m an idiot for thinking it had to be something that happened recently. Olivia would have mentioned it if something had happened. “Shit, I didn't think of that but yeah, maybe. Or it could have been his parents' wedding anniversary or something.”

Looking uncomfortable, Jackson shook his head. “Mmm, no. I feel like if his mood was due to feelings from the past rising up, that it was something involving his brother affecting him. I’m sure you’ve noticed all the pictures on the walls at Liam’s?”

“Yeah, they have a ton of pictures all over the house. I love looking at them.”

“Most of the pictures are them and their friends and Sana’s family.” He rocked himself again and I squeezed his hand. “But all the special, meaningful places in the house are photos of his brother. There are very few pictures of his parents. It could be because it hurts him too much to remember they’re gone, but I never see him look at those photos. Yet he looks at those of his brother often. I just . . .” Lifting a shoulder in a shrug, his eyes flicked down to our clasped hands. “I get the feeling his childhood wasn’t great.”

A swell of emotion went through me. It was touching how Jackson had noticed so much while we were there last week. It had been his first time visiting Liam and Sana’s home. I’d been there a few times now and had only thought about how sweet it was that they celebrated their life with so many pictures of people they cared about and the fun things they’d done over the years. I hadn’t paid attention to how they looked at the photos they displayed.

Did Liam have the photos of his parents up because he loved them, or because he felt obligated to have them up?

Jackson’s living room had many pictures, but most were of art. Only three framed photos graced the room. Looking at them, I thought about why they were displayed. One was of Jackson and his grandparents at his high school graduation. They looked proud of him. One was a nice picture of his grandfather who had passed away almost a decade ago. The last was a large collage of him and his best friends. In one photo, he, Lyla, Jeremy, and Devin were grouped together being silly. I loved it.

While there were only three photos hanging in his home compared to the, I don’t know, well over a hundred at Liam’s, they were in a special place and in really nice frames. Was I a shitty person for not having any pictures of family and friends in my home? Maybe I should get some frames and hang a few.

“Yeah,” I said. “Jeremy’s right. Liam’s too much of a caretaker. Something happened to him when he was young. I could tell he was tired at Olivia’s party, but he spent the entire evening working on giving her a special night and on top of that, going over to talk to anyone who looked sad or down.”

I rubbed Jackson's arm because he looked sad right now. I didn't know much about them, but I knew Jackson’s parents were awful. When he cut off contact with them, most of his father’s side of the family cut contact with him, as well as some of his mother’s side of the family for refusing contact with her. I wondered if this was a good time to ask him about his parents, but he stretched and stood up.

“Anyway, I’ve been procrastinating going through these boxes of art and stuff. Shall we start sorting? I want to go through all my things and get rid of junk before I move in with you.”

Yeah, he doesn’t want to talk about his family right now, I thought as he plastered a fake smile on his face and busied himself hauling a box to the couch. He’d obviously sensed my thoughts. Deciding now wasn’t the time, I grabbed a box and started sorting through it.

“Man, you made a lot of pity buys, didn’t you?” I said, holding up a few prints. “Some of these aren’t even near the art styles you like.”

He winced. “Ah, yeah. For a few years there, any artist looking panicked put me into buying overdrive because I worried they’d be short on rent or something if they didn’t do well at a show. Eventually, I started setting myself budgets for shows. One budget for things I genuinely liked, and one for purchases just meant to help people out.”

“What category did I fall under?” I asked, tilting my head.

Jackson stopped sorting art prints. “You know I enjoy your work,” he said, looking me in the eyes. “A lot. I’ve been buying your work for eight years now.”

“I know,” I said, giving a little proud wiggle. “Any pictures with butts had your eyes glued on them. Gender didn’t matter, only butts.”

He chuckled. “You’re asking if I used my own money, or my grandfather’s money to buy your work,” he said, looking a little uncomfortable.

“I’ve been a little curious, but you don’t have to tell me.” More than a little, but I wasn’t going to admit it.

He picked up my hand. “I want you to understand that I use my inheritance to buy things that I like. I didn’t only use it for pity buys back then. I like supporting artists, and my inheritance lets me indulge in that.”

His eyes drifted away from me for a few moments but came back. “Up until book three in your series, it was my inheritance I used when I bought stuff from you at shows. I didn’t know you very well back then. You were one of the many talented artists I liked to support. When I went to buy book three, I had my inheritance card in my pocket, ready to use it. Before you rang me through though, we had a really good conversation.”

“I remember that day,” I said. “I was clear-headed for once. I found you super interesting. It’s too bad we hadn’t both been single back then.” He would have just started dating Eddie at the time.

“Yeah,” he said, brushing hair out of my eyes. His thumb stroked back and forth across my cheek, and I leaned into the touch. “It was a really good conversation. You became one of my convention friends that day, so I used my own money from then on.” He leaned over to kiss me, and I met him halfway.

“I kind of like that it was your inheritance at first, and then your own money,” I said. “Oh, this is nice.” I picked up an art print that featured an older warrior taking off his armor. He bore wounds from his latest battle, and there was a wistful look on his face. The emotion captured by the artist made me start daydreaming a backstory for the character. I snapped a picture of it with the artist's business card next to it, so I could look up the artist’s other work later. Christmas was coming soon. Maybe Jackson would enjoy having another piece by this artist.

Jackson traced the curve of the warrior's wounded shoulder. “Yeah, this is going in the keep pile. The same artist did that one too.” He pointed to a framed piece on his wall that I admired often.

We kept sorting through his ridiculous amount of piles of art, and by the end, there were a few boxes of things he wasn’t keeping.

Jackson scratched his chin. “I’m not even sure what to do with these. I don’t want to throw them out, it seems rude to the artists.”

“Let’s sort them into piles of sexy and not-sexy art,” I said. “I’m not sure what to do with the sexy ones, but maybe you could give all the family-friendly art you're not keeping to Breanna. The people at the group home she works for might like it.”

He smiled at me. “Sure, that’s a good idea. It would brighten up their bedrooms. There are only two dozen people there though, this will be too much. I know some other organizations who might like the art to cheer up their clients and residents though.” He kind of looked like he wanted to say something more about that, but instead, he tapped a finger against a pile of art. “Hmm, maybe we could split the sexy ones up into gift packs to give to your favorite adult customers as a thank you.”

“Oh, yeah, we could do that. I can think of a few people who’d like them. We should let Olivia and the others pick through them too.”

“Let’s do that then.” Putting the art he’d decided to keep back into boxes, he marked ‘keep’ on them while I sorted the stuff he was giving away into two piles.

Hmm, I thought, looking at the two boxes marked keep. For the larger prints, I’d bring him some page protectors, but as for the smaller stuff, I wanted to do something special with them as a gift. What to do with them though? He’d made sure to keep business cards with the prints and to pack everything carefully. His care showed me how he respected artists and their work.

“I should frame these,” he said, picking up a handful of prints he’d kept out. “I feel bad that they were sitting in boxes. They’re so good.”

“They are. I especially love this one.” I traced a finger down the character’s chest.

Chuckling, he pressed a kiss against my shoulder. “Well, this one will need to go in our bedroom.” Our bedroom. His words poured warmth into my body. I love you.

“So do you,” I whispered, sliding my fingers under his chin to tip his head up for a kiss.
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“Yes, Miss.”

A little thrill went through me from the anticipation I saw in his eyes. We’d been pretty busy all month, what with getting ready for the move and with work. Our weekend trip had been really fun, but twenty hours in a car had left me drained for two days after, and then I had to catch up on work. Sex had not been plentiful lately.

Stripping each other on our way to the bedroom, we fumbled and laughed as we got in each other’s way in our haste. Eventually, though, all our clothes littered the floor.

“I can’t wait for us to be living together,” I said, just to watch a smile spread over his face. Letting him pull me closer to him, I straddled him and let him kiss me for as long as he wanted, which was always a long time. He had no idea how much it made me feel loved.
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