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Chapter one

Temptation Under the Malibu Sun





The California sun blazed down on LAX as Tyler Carter stepped out of the terminal, his duffel bag slung over one broad shoulder. The salty tang of the ocean mingled with the jet fuel in the air, a reminder of the new chapter he was about to begin. He scanned the pickup area, his easy smile widening as he spotted a sleek convertible pulling up. Behind the wheel was Rachel, his fiancée’s mother, looking every bit the confident California woman in her tight yoga pants and a tank top that clung to her curves like a second skin. The wind whipped through her auburn hair as she waved at him, her sunglasses reflecting the midday glare. 

“Tyler! Over here!” Her voice carried over the hum of traffic, warm and inviting. He jogged over, tossing his bag into the backseat before sliding into the passenger seat with a grin.

“Thanks for picking me up, Rachel. I could’ve grabbed a cab, you know.”

“Nonsense,” she replied, pulling away from the curb with a smooth turn of the wheel. “I wanted to meet the man my daughter’s been raving about face-to-face. Besides, it’s not every day I get to play chauffeur to a celebrity.”

Tyler chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. “I don’t know about celebrity, but I appreciate the welcome.” His eyes flicked to her profile, noting the way her tank top dipped just low enough to hint at the swell of her breasts. He forced his gaze back to the road, but not before catching the smirk playing on her lips.

The drive to her Malibu home was a scenic blur of palm trees and ocean views, the convertible’s top down letting the warm breeze tousle their hair. Rachel’s ranch-style house came into view, sprawling and sunlit, with floor-to-ceiling windows that promised breathtaking vistas of the Pacific. She parked in the driveway, and Tyler let out a low whistle as he took in the place.

“This is incredible, Rachel. The view alone must be worth a fortune.”

She laughed, stepping out of the car and stretching in a way that made her yoga pants hug every curve of her toned legs and firm ass. “It’s home. Come on, I’ll give you the grand tour.”

Inside, the house was as open and airy as he’d imagined, with an expansive living room that flowed into a modern kitchen, and sliding glass doors leading out to a pool deck where the water shimmered like liquid sapphire. Tyler followed her, his eyes darting between the decor and the woman leading the way. Every step she took seemed to emphasize the sway of her hips, and when she bent over to adjust a throw pillow on the couch, he couldn’t help but notice how the fabric of her pants stretched tight over her backside.

As they moved through the house, Rachel pointed out the guest room where he’d be staying, the pool house, and the master suite at the far end of the hall. Tyler dropped his bag near the couch and turned to her, his gaze warm. “You’ve got a beautiful place here. I can see why Lila loves coming back.”

Rachel smiled, her eyes lingering on the way his t-shirt stretched across his muscular chest. “Thanks. It’s been my sanctuary since the divorce.” She paused, then added with a teasing lilt, “Lila mentioned you were… well-built. But I didn’t realize she meant everywhere.”

Tyler caught the glint in her eye and laughed, unfazed. “I work out a lot for my job. Gotta stay in shape, you know?”

Her gaze dropped briefly to his crotch, where his jeans did little to hide the impressive bulge beneath the denim. “Must be a very physical job,” she murmured, her voice dripping with innuendo.

“Very,” he replied, holding her stare for a beat longer than necessary.

They settled into the living room with glasses of crisp white wine, the late afternoon sun casting golden streaks across the hardwood floor. Tyler sat close to her on the plush sectional, his thigh brushing against hers as he leaned in with a casual ease. “So, Rachel, what’s the secret to raising a woman like Lila?”

She smirked, swirling the wine in her glass. “Patience. And knowing when to take what you want.” Her words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken meaning. Tyler felt a spark of heat ignite in his chest, his mind racing with the implications of her tone.

Their conversation flowed easily, but the undercurrent of tension grew with every passing minute. Rachel excused herself to grab a fresh bottle of wine, and Tyler watched her walk away, his eyes tracing the curve of her ass in those damn yoga pants. When she returned, she seemed to linger closer, her arm brushing his as she refilled his glass.

Later, as she showed him to his guest room down the hall, Rachel “accidentally” dropped a fluffy white towel she’d been carrying. “Oops,” she said, her voice playful as she bent over to pick it up, her ass mere inches from his face. Tyler’s breath hitched, his cock twitching in his jeans at the sight. The fabric of her pants left little to the imagination, outlining every curve, and he had to clench his fists to keep from reaching out and grabbing her right then and there.

She straightened slowly, turning to face him with parted lips and a flush on her cheeks. “You’re not what I expected, Tyler,” she said softly, her voice a husky whisper that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Neither are you,” he murmured, stepping closer. His hand found her waist, fingers splaying over the curve of her hip as if drawn by a magnet. The air between them crackled with raw, unspoken desire. Then, almost in slow motion, their lips met. The kiss was slow at first, exploratory, a tentative dance of tongues and heat. Rachel moaned into his mouth, a soft, needy sound that made his cock throb painfully against the confines of his jeans.

His hands slid down to cup her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her yoga pants as he pulled her flush against him. “Fuck, Rachel,” he growled against her lips, feeling her grind into his erection. “We shouldn’t be doing this.”

She whimpered, her hands clutching at his shoulders. “I know… but I can’t stop.” Her words were a plea, a surrender, as she guided one of his hands under her tank top. His fingers brushed over the smooth skin of her stomach before finding the hard peak of her nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. She gasped, arching into his touch, her body trembling with need.

“Goddamn, you’re so fucking hot,” Tyler rasped, his other hand sliding down to grip her thigh, lifting it slightly so he could press his hard cock more firmly against her core. He could feel the heat of her through their clothes, and it drove him wild. “I wanna strip you down right here, taste every inch of you until you’re screaming my name.”

Rachel’s breath came in short, desperate pants, her eyes dark with lust. “Tyler… fuck, I want that too. I want to feel that big cock of yours stretching me open, filling me up until I can’t think straight.” Her dirty words sent a jolt of pure arousal through him, and he groaned, kissing her harder, deeper, their tongues tangling in a messy, hungry clash.

He backed her against the wall of the hallway, one hand slipping under the waistband of her yoga pants to tease the edge of her panties. “You’re so wet for me already, aren’t you?” he whispered, nipping at her earlobe. “I bet I could slide right in, fuck you so good you’d forget your own name.”

“Yes, please,” she moaned, her hips rocking against his hand. “I need it, Tyler. I need you to fuck me senseless, make me cum so hard I see stars.”

Their bodies moved together, a desperate rhythm of need and heat, until the sudden sound of the front door creaking open shattered the moment. They sprang apart, hearts pounding, just as Lila’s best friend, Mia, stepped into the house, her voice cheerful and oblivious.

“Rachel? You home? I brought over some wedding stuff to go through!” Mia called out, her footsteps echoing on the hardwood as she made her way toward the living room.

Rachel smoothed her tank top, her chest heaving as she shot Tyler a wide-eyed look. He adjusted himself discreetly, willing his raging hard-on to calm down as he forced a casual smile. “In here, Mia,” Rachel called back, her voice only slightly shaky.

Mia appeared around the corner, a stack of bridal magazines and fabric swatches in her arms. “Hey, you must be Tyler! Lila’s told me so much about you!” she chirped, completely unaware of the charged atmosphere she’d just walked into.

Tyler nodded, shaking her hand with a polite grin. “Nice to meet you, Mia.” His eyes flicked to Rachel, catching the way her lips were still swollen from their kiss, the flush on her cheeks a telltale sign of what they’d been doing. She met his gaze for a split second, and the heat in her eyes nearly undid him all over again.

They sat through Mia’s chatter about wedding plans—centerpieces, color schemes, and guest lists—while the tension between Tyler and Rachel simmered just beneath the surface. Every glance they exchanged was loaded, a silent promise of unfinished business. When Mia finally mentioned needing to run an errand and left with a wave, the house fell silent once more.

Rachel stood by the kitchen counter, her fingers brushing over her lips as if she could still feel the ghost of his kiss. “This can’t happen again,” she said, her voice low and lacking any real conviction.

Tyler stepped closer, his grin wicked and knowing. “Liar.” His tone was a challenge, a dare, and it sent a shiver through her.

She smirked, her eyes flashing with defiance and desire. “Prove it.”

The words hung between them, an open invitation to cross every line they’d already toed. Tyler felt his pulse quicken, his mind already racing with all the filthy things he wanted to do to her—right there in that sunlit house, with the risk of being caught only adding to the thrill. He knew this was just the beginning, that the pull between them was too strong to resist, and he couldn’t wait to see how far they’d go.

Rachel turned away, busying herself with clearing the wine glasses, but the sway of her hips told him everything he needed to know. She wanted this as badly as he did, and it was only a matter of time before they gave in completely. The thought of bending her over that kitchen counter, of sliding into her tight, wet heat while she moaned his name, made his cock ache with anticipation.

For now, though, he’d play the part of the perfect guest, the charming future son-in-law. But beneath the surface, the game had already begun, and Tyler Carter was damn good at playing to win—especially when the stakes were this high, and the prize was a woman who could match his fire with every sultry glance and whispered word.








  
  

Chapter two

Sizzling Heat by the Poolside





The morning sun bathed the Malibu ranch-style house in a golden glow, casting long shadows across the shimmering pool deck. Tyler lounged on a chaise by the water, his swim trunks clinging to his muscular thighs, leaving little to the imagination as the fabric outlined the thick bulge beneath. Shirtless, his tanned skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, the warmth of the California day already settling into his bones. He adjusted his sunglasses, taking a sip of iced tea, when the sliding glass door opened with a soft hiss. 

Rachel stepped out, her presence commanding even in the casual setting. She wore a barely-there bikini, the tiny scraps of fabric struggling to contain the generous swell of her breasts, the bottoms riding low on her hips. She carried a small testing kit, her excuse for joining him by the pool. “Gotta check the chlorine levels,” she announced, her voice light but laced with an undercurrent of something far less innocent. She crouched beside him, her movements deliberate as she leaned over, water from the pool’s edge dripping down her cleavage, catching the sunlight in tiny, mesmerizing rivulets. As she adjusted her position, one hard nipple grazed his bare arm, sending a jolt of electricity straight to his groin.








