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The crisp autumn air of Denver nipped at Sera’s nose as she walked beside Devon, her heels clicking sharply on the brick sidewalk of the historic Larimer Square. Just like every time he saw her, Devon’s breath hitched at the sight of her, devouring her like a starving man. The way her hair cascaded down her back, black as midnight silk, made his fingers itch to grip it, to pull her closer while his cock was deep inside her. Her eyes—those goddamn blue pools—held a razor edged balance between defiance and submission and he felt his cock twitch in response. She knew exactly what she did to him, and the way she wet her lips with that pink tongue was pure torture.

The choker at her throat—his initials embroidered in delicate thread—burned him like a brand. His. The sight of it tightened something primal in his chest. She wasn’t just wearing it; she was showing it off, the lace grazing the swell of her collarbone as she moved. He wanted to tear the thing off and replace it with his teeth, leave a mark that couldn’t be hidden under a scarf.

The dress hugged her in all the right places, the pink shade matching her flushed cheeks when she blushed. He didn’t really notice the fabric, only the way it strained against her tits, the outline of her nipples inviting his touch. His hand itched to feel them through the material, to feel that silkiness against his palms as he squeezed and pinched. The skirt was too short, but that was the point—to show him the smooth expanse of her thighs, the way the stockings clung to her like a second skin. His fingers ached to trail beneath them, to slide up her leg until she was squirming under his touch.

The heels—strappy, pink, lethal—were a weapon. She’d chosen them to make her legs look endless, to arch her back just enough when she walked so her ass jutted out, begging for a slap. He could already feel the sting in his palm, the way her hips would jerk when he landed a spank, her stockings shifting as she writhed.
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