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            Dear Reader

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      

      We need to talk. See, what I’ve written is a lot of smut with some plot. It does have a plot! Part of the plot is the sex so, it works. I promise the other plot is worth it too, but I really like writing smut. My characters will fall in love and have a hell of a time getting to their happy ending… well at least the ending of the series (4 books, 1 romance). Everyone gets their happy endings(if you know what I mean) throughout the book. Because if you’re going to make cookies, everyone gets one or two or more.

      Fair warning, I like group scenes and because there’s only so many ways to fit that many bodies together, I apologize if it seems repetitive. Sara is a very lucky girl, who apparently doesn’t get UTIs or sore (look it’s a fantasy, let the poor girl live a little).

      Obsession was originally written as a serial. If you read the serial, you may find some changes where it makes sense to help make the serial into books.

      Now a little airing of the dirty laundry, if you have issues with primal, dp, bondage, brat behavior, kidnapping, other women making drama, or discreet public play, this probably isn’t the book for you. If that sounds like a good time, strap in because this ride is about to get bumpy.

      

      XOXOXO,

      C.S. Berry

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Content Warnings

          

        

      

    

    
      Content Warnings:

      If you don’t want any spoilers, stop reading now because I’m going to list out some things that might make some readers uncomfortable and I want them fully informed. Some of the content is in subsequent books, but within this series.

      
        
          	
        No sword crossing
      

      	
        Story elements: stalker, kidnapping, other woman drama (no cheating), shooting, fighting
      

      	
        Affectionate, controlling men
      

      	
        BDSM play time
      

      	
        Group Sex
      

      	
        Office Romance
      

      	
        Strip club, but not a sex club (sorry for those who love a sex club)
      

      	
        Consensual play, including:
      
        	
        BDSM
      

      	
        Lots of group scenes
      

      	
        Bondage
      

      	
        CNC
      

      	
        Spanking
      

      	
        Primal
      

      	
        Brat Submissive
      

      	
        Public play, but discreet, not done for an audience or anyone outside her guys
      

      

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Spinoff

          

        

      

    

    
      Sara

      Clarity. That’s what I found when my newest friend barely escaped her stalker. It took a few weeks, but I found it. For years, I’ve waited for Wyatt Hawkins to give me the time of day, but I’m done waiting for him. No, I’m not going to force his hand like I’ve tried dozens of times before. Fuck that.

      I’ve got just the man in mind who can help me with the one tiny problem that remains.

      But first, brunch. It’s ten o’clock on Saturday. An odd time for a first date, but Drew Young isn’t your typical guy. And we didn’t meet in the typical fashion. Meaning my mother didn’t set me up with him.

      Nope, I chose Drew Young myself. He made me laugh. But mother would approve. He’s socially acceptable, having dated a much wealthier woman than me. He’s new money, which isn’t a problem with our family because so are we. Kind of.

      Newer than most families, at least. My grandfather squirreled away a fortune and my father was a brilliant investor until he passed. My brother Tom, well... he did get a degree in accounting, so we’re hopeful.

      “Sara.”

      Turning, I smile at Drew as he strides toward me in front of the restaurant. His sparkling brown eyes capture mine. His light brown hair has some wave, but it’s styled nicely. He has on a blue buttoned shirt tucked into his dark jeans. His sleeves are rolled up, showing his muscled forearms.

      I’ve seen him in a tux at events and even nice clothes at the restaurant, but I’ve never caught sight of his muscular forearms. Didn’t think that would do it for me, but damn.

      When he reaches me, he pulls me into his arms and envelops me in a rich, spicy scent. “I’m so glad you called.”

      I have to admit, the draw I feel for him isn’t as strong as the one I feel for my brother’s best friend, Wyatt, but it’s still there. There’s this buzz of attraction that makes me want to do naughty things with him.

      “How could I not?” I step back and self-consciously try to tuck my hair behind my ear, but it’s in a bun. The dinner I met Drew at was an ambush on the two women he was fucking at the time. So he’s perfect for what I need. “You definitely kept me entertained.”

      His eyes twinkle with mischief. “Just a warning. I only fake date women I fuck.”

      I laugh as he opens the door to the restaurant. “I’m not looking for a fake date anymore.”

      He takes hold of my elbow and leans in close to my ear. “So only a fuck then?”

      “Maybe.” I try to be nonchalant while everything in me is wondering, What the fuck am I doing? I can be forward when I need to be, but I’m not typically this forward.

      His heated smile makes my heart skip and my panties melt. He turns to the host. “Table for two.”

      The woman is dressed all in black with her blond hair sleeked back in a high ponytail. Her flirty smile is all for Drew. “Right this way, Mr. Young.”

      Drew leads me through the tables to a two-seater right next to the window. One of the best places to be seen. I almost ask for a dark corner, but the host is already returning to her station.

      I won’t flat out proposition the man, but I’m definitely open to the possibilities.

      He holds out my chair for me. I gather my skirt before sitting and allowing him to push me in. When he sits across from me, he doesn’t pick up the menu. Instead, he leans on his elbows and looks at me.

      “So, is this a revenge fuck then?” He winks. “Getting back at an ex?”

      My cheeks flush with heat. “No, not revenge.”

      His eyes widen when I once again don’t deny the fuck part of his statement. I set the menu to the side. Both of us have obviously been here before. I don’t need to casually peruse the menu before getting what I always get.

      I lean my elbows on the table and fold my hands together to rest my chin on them. “I’m curious about you. You made me laugh, and I have to admit, I felt a little spark even though you were fucking two of the women at the table.”

      “Currently, fuck buddy free.” His brown eyes twinkle with mischief. “Are you applying for the position?”

      I blow out a breath. I can do this. “Can I be honest with you?”

      “Of course.”

      “What can I get you today?” Our server stops beside us. She’s attractive. Her dark hair is pulled up to show off her face. She checks out Drew, but he doesn’t look at her, keeping his gaze steady on me. My pulse kicks up a notch.

      Drew nods for me to go first.

      “Belgian waffle with strawberries and extra whipped cream.” I’ve never had a guy give me this much attention. Granted, the last guy I went out with was in a secret relationship with my friend and we’d agreed to fake date to appease our matchmaking moms.

      “Eggs benedict with a side of your sourdough toast.” Drew continues to look at me not the server.

      “Coffee?” the server asks.

      “Yes, please.” We answer at the same time. His attention is a little unnerving, especially for what I want to discuss with him.

      “Be right back with that.” She walks away, leaving us relatively alone.

      “You were about to be honest with me. Something I greatly admire.” When he smiles, butterflies flutter in my stomach. How fucking cliché. But they respond more to him than most guys.

      Okay, being honest with myself here, they don’t take flight for anyone besides my brother’s best friends. Yes, all three of them. Not that they feel the same way. Drew fascinates me because, outside of those three, I’ve never felt like this about a guy.

      “Right.” I exhale. “For years, I’ve had a massive crush on my brother’s best friend.”

      “Dante Stone?” Drew relaxes in his chair as he searches my eyes.

      My face heats. “Um, no.”

      Does Dante stir up something desperate and needy inside me on certain occasions? Yes, but I wouldn’t call it a crush. But there have been moments. Breathtaking moments.

      Drew nods. “Finn?”

      Finn Lawson, my brother’s other best friend. A certifiable flirt who makes me hot and achy when he’s close. But I always figured, that’s just Finn. Most women drop their panties for him. And while he’d be perfect for my current mission, I can’t do that to Wyatt, even if he doesn’t look twice at me. Or look at me ever.

      “Also no. Wyatt.” I blush and fidget with putting my napkin on my lap. “He doesn’t see me that way though and I’m done waiting.”

      “Sara.” He waits until I lift my gaze to his. “I’m open to whatever you want. You want someone to fuck Wyatt out of your system, I’m just the guy to do it. You need someone to go to events with and laugh at all the people, I’m down. If we’re being honest?”

      The server comes and fills our coffee mugs before walking off again. If I didn’t have impeccable table manners, I’d release a frustrated breath. She has crap timing. And most days I hate having impeccable manners.

      I take my cup and sip at the hot brew, waiting for him to continue.

      “I noticed you that night at the restaurant. I’d noticed you before that too. It may have been a thing for redheads at first.” He flashes me a cocky smile.

      I touch my red hair pulled up into a loose bun.

      “Or the first time I saw your pale green eyes that look like a color out of a fairy tale. So honestly, I’m up for whatever you want because I want to spend time getting to know you. If that’s okay with you?”

      “Oh.” My cheeks heat. I’m surprised I feel the same way. What if this could actually be ... something? I smile. “I’d like that.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I knock on the door, then slap my hand against the solid wood. It’s almost noon, and you’d think one of the four guys who live here would be awake. I glance toward the elevator. There’s only one door on this floor and it belongs to my brother and his merry band of pricks.

      My date with Drew got cut short because of Tom. Grrr, Tom is the biggest cockblock of my life. I blame him for Wyatt’s disinterest.

      Drew was about to kiss me when I got bombarded by texts that made no fucking sense. My heart rate is elevated. If this is a prank, I’m going to rip Tom a new one.

      I pound again and this time a voice comes through the door.

      “Hold your fucking horses.” It’s muffled enough I’m not sure which guy it came from. I don’t care as long as someone lets me in, so if my brother isn’t being murdered, I can murder him.

      The door swings open to a dripping-wet Viking of a man in a scrap of a towel that barely conceals anything. Damn. I bite my lip. His blond hair falls in curls to his shoulders. His chest is wide and cut, his waist narrow. Black ink starts on his pec and winds around his neck.

      My mouth goes dry and my panties get wet. My attraction to him annoys the piss out of me because it most definitely isn’t mutual.

      “What do you want, Sara?” His icy-blue eyes narrow on me. He never shows any emotion except irritation when it comes to me. Which is fine, because I’m done with all these guys. They should be relieved. I finally moved on from the nothing they’ve offered me for six years.

      “Where’s Tom?” I brush past the giant of a man into the dim living room, shaking off the sparks my arm rubbing against his hard muscles triggers. “Tom! Tom, get your ass out here. I swear to God I will come into your room, and if I see boobs or dick, I’m telling Mom.”

      I ignore Dante, who follows me as I move deeper into the apartment. His presence makes my skin tingle with an awareness I wish I didn’t feel. I’m still in the sundress I wore on my date. My hair is still up and I can almost feel Dante’s breath on my neck. Which would be difficult given how fucking tall he is.

      I’m not really short, but no one would call me tall or even average.

      Tom’s bedroom is toward the back. I don’t care if I wake the dead and whatever woman or women might still be here from last night. My brother has a lot of explaining to do.

      “Tom!”

      A door opens and Finn Lawson steps out. He’s not as tall as the Viking but still much taller than me. I’m not prepared for so much lovely man chest this morning. His body is a work of art and he works hard at the gym to keep it that way. His dark hair looks mussed, like someone’s been running their fingers through it.

      Chances are someone has.

      His green eyes focus on me and he gives me this smile that would melt anyone’s panties. Mine are, unfortunately, not immune. His flirty smile is full of temptation.

      “For fuck’s sake, flower. Keep it down or come in here and I’ll make you scream real good.” He strokes his fingers over his lips. If any other guy spoke or acted this way, I’d roll my eyes, but heat floods me when Finn does stuff like that.

      Why couldn’t my brother find ugly friends? Like seriously, did he hold auditions and only let the most attractive guys through to the final round? Because that sounds like an excellent way to meet a guy that will make my mother turn blue trying not to say bad things about him.

      Unfortunately, Drew is perfect for my mother. Which means she’ll love him and won’t ever let me dump him. He’s from a good family, knows how to dress, and actually likes me. My heart speeds up thinking about how he was just about to kiss me when my phone blew up with Tom’s texts.

      Ignoring Finn, I walk to my brother’s door. Ignoring Finn takes dedication. It’s hard to ignore someone so blatantly pretty, but I’m currently on a mission and can’t be waylaid even by the pretty fuckboy.

      When the door behind Tom’s opens, I don’t look. No matter how tempted I am. I know it’s Wyatt. While I’ve been trying to get his attention for the last few years, today is not the day. Today, I have to make sure my brother is just fucking with me.

      “Tom, I hope you’re decent,” I warn before throwing open the door. The bedroom is dark and there’s no sign of life. In fact, it’s a mess. Clothes are strewn all over the place, but that could be the way he lives.

      I don’t normally storm into my brother’s room.

      “Why are you here?” the dark, gravelly voice that haunts my dreams says.

      Shaking off the shiver of delight working down my spine, I don’t stop to fill Wyatt in on the details. I walk into the room and to the bathroom door, checking to make sure no one’s there.

      “Fuck.” The word slips from my lips. Okay, hot guys aside, we have a problem.

      My hands tremble as I take out my phone and doublecheck the text message conversation between me and my brother, or more like between me and five quick texts.

      “What’s going on, pipsqueak?”

      I sigh at Dante’s voice and the old nickname. Being a giant, he’s always been taller than me, and even more so when I stopped growing and he didn’t. Pretty sure that nickname is to keep me at arm’s length.

      “Tom.” I hold out my phone. Dante takes it and looks over the conversation I know by heart.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom:

      

      
        I’ve got to go

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Don’t stay at home.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Go to my apartment.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Don’t look for me.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        They’ll protect you.

      

      

      

      

      

      Followed by a flurry of texts from me asking what the fuck in various ways. What the fuck did he get into this time? He’s an accountant not a fucking superhero or spy. Why would he have to go anywhere?

      “I swear, if this is about a woman, I’m going to kick his ass.” I flop down on the edge of his bed and look around his room. This would be an extreme way to ghost someone, but who knows with Tom.

      His closet door is open and the suitcase that’s usually in there is gone. Half of his hangers are empty. A few are on the floor.

      “When did you get this?” Dante leans against the wall, scrolling through my text conversation with Tom. He’s probably looking at earlier messages. Not that Tom and I talk much.

      The most recent texts were me threatening to tell Mom about his high school hookup that’s still going on if he didn’t give me an internship.

      Dante knows how to see when a text was sent. Is he just trying to get me to talk?

      Shaking my head, I stand and go into Tom’s bathroom. When I turn on the light, the room looks like someone grabbed things in a hurry. His toothbrush and toothpaste are gone, but his floss is on the floor.

      His razor is gone but his shaving cream is tipped over.

      Silence falls over me as I think more about Tom’s words. I’ve got to go. What the fuck is he into? What is happening? If anyone knows, it’s these three.

      I storm out of the bedroom and poke Dante in his chest. Ow. And just hurt my finger.

      I glare up at him, rubbing my finger. “You live with him. Where is he?”

      Dante returns my phone and crosses his arms over his chest, making his muscles bulge out even more. Fuck, he’s so fucking hot and that towel isn’t really covering much except his cock. My tongue darts out to lick my lips before I lift my gaze back to his face.

      “We don’t keep tabs on each other.” His eyes lock on mine for a second longer than they should. Flames lick at my spine. Fuck, I’m done with this shit.

      Focus. Tom. I need to find Tom.

      “So what the fuck are his texts about?” I leave Tom’s room and the hot Viking to look for more clues. I didn’t see his laptop or phone or even his chargers in the bedroom.

      “May I see the texts?” Wyatt steps in front of me and holds out his hand. My breath catches as I lift my gaze to his dark brown eyes and sleep-rumpled dark hair. His pajama bottoms cling to his hips. My insides soften. I swear if a woman comes out of his bedroom, I will lose what’s left of my mind.

      He dates. He sleeps around. He flaunts the fact he’s with other women. Every other woman, except me. I’m the one who gets ignored. And I’m done with it.

      Drew is my step in the right direction to prove I’m finished with Wyatt.

      I hand Wyatt my phone and wander through their living room and kitchen. In the kitchen, there’s a note.

      
        
        Need to lie low for a while. Not sure if they know about my family except Sara, but watch out for Sara and my mom, Roger, and Caitlyn. With me gone, they should be safe.

        -Tom

      

      

      Heat floods my back as Finn reaches over my shoulder and takes the note from my hand. “What do we have here, flower?”

      Finn smells like sex and sin. My body perks up at his scent. Ugh. These guys have always made my head spin, but usually Tom is around to pull me back down to earth.

      “Tom left you guys a note.” I move away from the tempting warmth of his body. “I don’t know who they are, but I’m still scheduled to start my internship on Monday, whether or not Tom is there.”

      I’m holding firm to that because I need this internship to graduate. My gaze meets Wyatt’s eyes as he places my phone on the counter.

      “Of course, pipsqueak.” Dante still hasn’t found clothes, and I’m pretty sure that towel isn’t going to hang on much longer. Fuck. I really don’t need to see that.

      I’ve seen the man in gray sweatpants. He’s packing some serious heat behind that towel.

      “Would you go get dressed?” I gesture to him. “We all know you’re hot. Cover that shit up.”

      Dante’s eyes flash with heat for a second before he nods and heads into his bedroom. I go to the bar in the living room and put a glass on the counter. I glance over the liquors before choosing a whiskey, because fuck, I need something strong to deal with these guys.

      “Early for a drink,” Wyatt grumbles, running a hand through his hair.

      “You want one?” I pour myself a little and set the bottle on the bar. “I was on a date when Tom sent me his vague texts and wouldn’t answer my calls.”

      “A date?” Finn asks while starting the coffeemaker.

      “Yes, a date.” I down the contents of my glass. It burns my throat, but I don’t care. I pour a little more and walk away from the bar to slump on their living room sectional.

      I rest my head against the back and close my eyes. Tom left in a hurry. He told me to come here. Why? And why do I need protection? From what? Or who?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Work in Progress

          

        

      

    

    
      Sara

      Dammit, Tom. I was going to get over whatever I have for Wyatt by getting under someone else. I swear, Tom doesn’t want me to have a love life.

      “Coffee with your whiskey?” Finn asks.

      I open my eyes and he’s holding a steaming cup of coffee out to me. “Thank you.”

      I set it on the coffee table and pour the whiskey into it, because why not?

      Finn sits close, but not right next to me, with his own cup. Wyatt comes over carrying the creamer. He pours a little in my coffee before sitting down, but he doesn’t add any to his.

      For as much as the guy ignores me, he knows things like how I take my coffee. That I prefer white wine over red. I’m always a little shocked at what he knows about me and that’s what kept me obsessed with him for so long. I always thought it meant something, but it just means that we grew up around each other and he’s observant.

      I drink my coffee and exhale. “What is Tom into now?”

      “He’s been working with a new client.” Finn stretches and his pants dip a little lower, showing off his Adonis belt, that V that points directly to his cock. He has a totally droolworthy body. Fuck.

      I blink and lift my gaze. I just need a good fuck to straighten my head out. Pretty sure that will cure whatever this is. But right now, I need to focus on Tom.

      “Okay, new client, what do we know about them?” I glance at Wyatt, but he’s on his phone scrolling through something. His jaw clenches, and I can imagine how it would feel if I pressed my lips against that muscle.

      “He’s been pretty tight-lipped about them.” Finn shrugs and takes a sip of his coffee. “He brought in a few new clients and hasn’t been real talkative about any of them, actually.”

      “Is that normal?” I take a sip. The cream really makes it better, but I’ll never tell Wyatt that.

      “No.” Wyatt doesn’t even look up.

      “Okay.” I draw the word out. “So do you guys understand his note? Is he into something shady? Or was he dating someone shady? Is this all an effort to ghost some woman?”

      “He hasn’t been seeing anyone that I know of.” Finn looks to Wyatt. “Do you know if he’s fucking someone?”

      Wyatt’s dark eyes collide with mine and my heart squeezes. He doesn’t normally look at me, so to have his attention makes me long for more. My insides flutter.

      “No.” He looks away and I can breathe again.

      Fuck, I need a life.

      “Okay, so maybe this has to do with business. Maybe something else. Can one of you try to call Tom? I tried after the texts and it went straight to voicemail.” I look from Finn to Wyatt.

      “Already tried.” Dante steps out in a black t-shirt that clings to his muscles and dark jeans that cling to the rest of him. He’s barefoot and he’s pulled his blond hair back into a loose bun.

      He’s never been easy to ignore, no matter if he has on clothes or doesn’t.

      I push the heat that pulses through me to the back of my mind, just like I’ve done for the past six years. When I was younger, these guys were like gods in my eyes. They could do no wrong. But when I turned sixteen, my mind strayed to a slightly darker side of the gods.

      By then they were twenty and I was still Tom’s kid sister. I’d always crushed on Wyatt and out of misguided loyalty tried to be true to only him. But Finn and Dante have always stirred something wicked inside me too.

      After my friend admitted to having a sexual relationship with her four bosses, my dreams got a lot darker and starred all three of them. Wyatt, Finn, and Dante sharing me, fighting over me, fucking me.

      Resisting the urge to fan myself, I swallow some more of my coffee with whiskey. Fantasies that will never happen and I’m not even going to entertain anymore. I’m going to fuck Drew because he actually wants me. He doesn’t ignore me like Wyatt or act like a protective older brother like Dante. He does flirt with me like Finn, but unlike Finn, Drew’s willing to take it further.

      “Okay, what do we do?” I draw in a breath and look at the guys around me.

      “We’ll look into it.” Wyatt doesn’t meet my eyes. “We’ll search the files and see if we can find out who he might run from.”

      “You let us know if anything happens.” Dante steps forward, blocking my view of Wyatt. “Your parents are home, right?”

      I swallow a sip of coffee and nod. No, they aren’t. They left yesterday for an extended European tour. Something my mom planned for years and decided now was the time. They took Caitlyn, my little sister, with them.

      Tom knew that, which may be why he said don’t go home, but fuck him, I’m not locking myself in with these guys. I’d go insane.

      And there’s no way I’m telling these overprotective bastards that I’m home alone. Because I made plans too. I’m dating Drew Young and I’m going to seduce him. Though that shouldn’t be too difficult to do.

      Having an empty townhouse with just our Pomeranian, Peabody, is the perfect opportunity to have some alone time.

      I finish my coffee. “If that’s all we have, I’ve made plans. As soon as you hear from Tom, let me know.”

      “What plans do you have, pipsqueak?”

      I walk over and rinse my mug before sliding it into the dishwasher. “Plans that don’t include you guys.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I was so proud of myself for walking out of there. As I rode down the elevator, I texted Drew to come over tonight for dinner, to make up for ditching him earlier. I have a coffee date with my ladies this afternoon though.

      The last thing I need is more coffee. When I walk into the corner shop, Madison Harris sits at one table and Cooper Graham is at the next. He’s turned in his chair, whispering something in her ear that’s making her blush.

      Serious relationship goals right there.

      Her blond hair is pulled into a loose bun like mine. When he draws back, her blue eyes stay locked on his blue eyes. His dark hair is pulled into a low tight bun. They look good together.

      She doesn’t see me, so I go up and order a bubble tea. When it’s done, I walk over and sit across from her. She smiles. Now there are no shadows lurking in her eyes like before.

      “How are you?” I ask.

      Coop leans in and kisses her. “I’ll be back for you later, sweetheart.”

      Madison waves him off and then turns to me. “So good.”

      “Did Kayla’s flight get in?”

      Kayla Wagner is the sister of one of Madison’s bosses and part of our group of friends.

      “Blake picked her up and they’re on their way.”

      The door opens and Hope Williams walks in. She’s shorter than me with brown hair and huge bright blue eyes. She sees us and comes over.

      “I ran into Coop outside and he hugged me.” She looks over her shoulder like she still can’t believe it.

      “He’s in a good mood.” Madison stirs her tea but doesn’t elaborate.

      “My bitches!” Kayla bursts in the door. I laugh at her larger-than-life personality. She’s gorgeous with her dark hair and green eyes. After finding out Madison was dating four guys, she decided we should all date, even though she’s the only bisexual among us.

      “So is it official?” I ask.

      She dangles a set of keys. “Officially moved to New York City and unfortunately, alone. Bea and I broke up, but we agreed to stay friends.”

      There’s a hint of sadness in her green eyes. She loved Bea but they couldn’t agree on where to live. Kayla’s work wanted her to move here. Bea wanted to stay put.

      “Let’s get something to drink, Hope.” Kayla’s smile rebounds and she drags Hope up to the counter. They don’t take long and soon we’re all seated around the table.

      After a few minutes of pleasantries and drinks, Madison looks at me. “So...?”

      I smile.

      “Yeah, how did brunch go?” Hope asks. She keeps looking at the door, like she expects someone to burst in. It’s been a few months since she got abducted, but the fear still clings to her. We usually meet at her brother’s bar, but we’re trying to branch out like her therapist wants her to.

      “Did you fuck him?” Kayla drinks her coffee with a smirk. “I mean, I saw the guy at the benefit. Drew is hot. I bet he’s good in bed. Come on. Details. I need something to get me there tonight.”

      “First off, ew, I’m not giving you spank bank material.” I hold my hand up in front of Kayla. “Second off, we didn’t get that far. We had a lovely brunch, and just when he leaned in to kiss me and I was going to invite him inside, Tom texted me.”

      “Big brothers are the worst cockblocks.” Kayla shakes her head.

      Hope nods in sympathy. “Jason keeps interrupting any date I have these days.”

      “As long as Madison keeps Blake occupied, I should be free and clear to narrow the playing field of potential lovers this city has to offer.” Kayla winks. “So when are you seeing Drew again?”

      “Tonight.” My cheeks flush hot. I really don’t know what I’m doing anymore. “Dinner at my house. But Tom sent me these cryptic messages. I’m worried about whatever he’s gotten involved with, but I’m also wondering if he just needed a break and took off.”

      Tom is a hard guy to read most of the time. He’s good at his job, but he’s got this impulsive streak that he never really reins in. Am I shocked that he left without stopping by to say goodbye? Not really. Am I surprised his cell phone is off? Also no.

      But he usually doesn’t leave behind orders to not go home and to have them protect me. If anything, Tom is the hugest cockblock of my life when it comes to Wyatt. Even Finn and Dante. There’s this whole no dating my little sister vibe that Tom puts out.

      The others look around the table at each other. Unfortunately, we’re relatively new friends. So they know some of the backstory, but not all of it.

      “Tom takes off sometimes. So it’s not completely worrisome.” But my gut keeps nagging me that something is wrong.

      Madison reaches across the table and takes my hand. “I’m sure he’ll be fine.”

      I hope so.

      Something outside the window catches my attention. A guy in black stands across the street. He’s tall and thick. He draws on a cigarette and then flicks it at the cars going by before blowing out the smoke.

      It looks like he’s looking right at me, but that can’t be the case. We’re not seated by the window, and the sun is probably glinting off the glass, blocking his view of the inside. A shiver creeps over me.

      I shake it off.

      Most likely it’s just Tom’s cryptic messages playing tricks on my mind. The girls and I talk about our dreams of the future. We’re trying to position ourselves to work together on something, kind of like Madison’s guys did.

      They graduated college and formed Morrigan Technology Group.

      Between the experience she’s receiving as their assistant and the mentorship with Deidre Bryne, a self-made millionaire with her company focused on women, Madison is primed to become a CEO.

      Hope will make an excellent VP and Kayla is a marketing wiz. I’m the final piece. My master’s in accounting is complete after this internship and a few more classes. I just need more experience, which is why I begged Tom to let me intern with his company, meaning Tom, Dante, Wyatt, and Finn.

      “You’re still good for your internship?” Kayla asks.

      I nod. “Start on Monday.”

      Which means I have two days to fuck those guys out of my system, so I can focus on learning and figure out what the hell Tom was up to that he had to run from.
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        * * *

      

      Nervous doesn’t quite fit how I feel currently. Anxious gets closer. Pretty sure it’s not just butterflies zipping around in dizzying circles inside me, but bees, wasps, maybe a few hornets. Honestly, I feel a little ill.

      Maybe it was all the caffeine. The whiskey earlier probably didn’t help.

      The doorbell rings and I jump. Glancing at my video doorbell app, I see it’s Drew. I smooth down my skirt and brush my hair over my shoulders. I’ve never done anything like this before.

      I just hope I don’t fall on my face.

      With a deep breath, I open the door.

      “Fuck, you’re breathtaking.” Drew’s dark eyes sweep over me and shivers work down my spine. He’s wearing gray slacks and a white buttoned dress shirt with the top buttons undone. It contrasts nicely with his golden skin. He takes my hand and lifts it to his lips. “Sara.”

      Sparks float up my arm. “Come in.”

      He steps into me and I back up a step, except he keeps coming until my back is against the wall. My breath catches. He shuts the door and tips my chin up.

      “We got interrupted earlier.” His gaze drops to my lips.

      I swallow hard around my thumping heart, which feels like it’s stuck in my throat. “Yes.”

      His thumb brushes down my neck. “Should we make up for lost time?”

      “Yes.” It barely leaves my mouth before his full lips brush gently over mine once, twice, three times. My insides turn molten. My hands cling to his arms, feeling the muscles shift beneath them.

      “One taste before dinner.” He captures my lips, taking me hostage as I follow his lead.

      This kiss isn’t the typical first kiss. It’s carnal and dirty and makes me excited for more.

      I’ve been kissed before, but never quite as consuming as this. He explores the edges of my mouth before demanding entrance, which I happily give. He tastes me and slides his tongue against mine until my pussy throbs with need.

      When he lifts his head, his darkened eyes search mine for a heartbeat. He could fuck me right here in the entryway and I wouldn’t care. If he fucks like he kisses, I’m in for one hell of a ride.

      He brushes his thumb over my bottom lip. “Dinner?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 3


          

          
            Unrealized Loss

          

        

      

    

    
      Dante

      “What the fuck was Tom thinking?” I sit across from Wyatt and Finn in our conference room. It’s late and this is not exactly what we hoped to do on a Saturday night. We’ve looked everywhere for his most recent files, but they’re missing. Not on the server and not in the office file room.

      “Whatever he got messed up in must be serious.” Finn rubs the back of his neck and cracks it. “He thinks he’s in danger.”

      “He thinks she’s in danger.” Wyatt rubs his chin.

      None of us have to ask who she is. Sara. Fuck, just thinking about her being in trouble makes me itch to be near her. To watch over her. But her family is home and she should be safe.

      “Why did he tell her to not go home?” Finn pushes away the laptop. “It doesn’t make sense. Did he want her to stay with us? Maybe he meant for her to stay with her boyfriend?”

      Wyatt growls low enough that we might not have heard it if the room weren’t so fucking quiet. There’s one thing in this world that Wyatt wants but won’t let himself have. I help where I can to drag her away and protect her from herself.

      But she doesn’t hide that she wants Wyatt. She refuses to admit she wants Finn and me too. I’m just glad she doesn’t have to make a choice between us. Because according to Tom, she’s off-limits. We all want her, but none of us can have her.

      It doesn’t make hearing about her dates any easier.

      “It’s a date. Not a boyfriend.” I know Sara. She barely dates. The one guy she dated a few times this past year turned out to be in a relationship with another woman, along with his three friends. I’ve never contemplated sharing a woman, not even with my friends.

      I’ve seen some porn with double penetration but never really considered it since I usually stick with one woman at a time and never thought to ask a guy into the bedroom with me.

      “All we can do is keep trying to reach him.” Finn stands and stretches. “I feel like drinking tonight.”

      “We should go by and make sure she’s okay.” Wyatt’s voice is gruff, but by we, he really means Finn or me. He does everything he can to not be alone with Sara. The guy’s willpower is good, but if anyone can make him break, it would be her.

      I’m good with holding his line. I’m just lucky that Sara doesn’t look at me the way she looks at Wyatt. There’s desire there, and lust, but it’s something she chooses to ignore.

      “I’ll go by.” Finn smirks. “I’ll check out the new guy and see if we need to do a background check on him.”

      Wyatt makes a noncommittal noise. But I’m all for it.

      “We don’t know what Tom has gotten into and can’t be sure whoever is getting close to her isn’t involved.” I put that out there. Or maybe I’m just making up excuses.

      Not that I need much ammunition to check on her.
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        * * *

      

      Sara

      Drew sits catty-corner from me at the table while he tells me stories about his adventures with the two women. I made sure the lights were low. There’s a few candles in the room for ambiance.

      “Let me see if I have this correct.” I set my fork on my plate and put my elbows on the table, resting my chin in my hands. “You were fucking three women at the time. Woman one was using you to placate her parents, but didn’t know about the other two. Woman two was using you for revenge sex against woman one, but didn’t know about woman three. And woman three got off on you telling her what you did with woman one and two?”

      “Yes, she did.” He rests back in his chair and his dark eyes hold me motionless. If ever there was a smolder, Drew perfected it. My lips part and an aching need claws at my insides.

      “And now? How many women are you currently fucking?” I raise an eyebrow in challenge. I shouldn’t care. I’m not looking for something long-term, though he indicated that this may lead to something else. As long as he uses condoms, who am I to care where else he sticks his dick?

      I cringe internally at that thought. Yeah, maybe I’m not good with the cheating stuff, but if everyone knows the score, no one gets hurt.

      He leans forward and takes my hand. “Hopefully, just one.”

      He brings my hand to his lips and kisses my knuckles. I laugh.

      “Damn, you’re smooth.” I draw my hand back and try to cool down my libido.

      “I aim to please.” He gives me that smolder again. A little hint of fear races through me with the desire.

      Can I really do this? Casual sex? Am I up for this?

      “How about dessert?” Standing, I grab our plates. I don’t wait for his answer, just take them into the kitchen and set the plates on the counter. What am I doing? I mean, this is what I want. This is how I free myself of Wyatt.

      “Hey, are you okay?” His words are soft, but I don’t turn around.

      “I’m sorry. I don’t want to screw this up.” Blowing out a breath, I stare at the countertops.

      “We can go slow, princess.”

      “Princess?” I turn and smirk at him.

      He closes the space between us and reaches out to brush my hair behind my ear. “You’re gorgeous and proper. You have the most beautiful eyes in all the land. Pretty sure that makes you a princess.”

      My breath increases at his nearness. He’s as tall as Wyatt, as flirty as Finn, and crowds me like Dante, but there’s still something missing. Definitely not the sparks because those are running riot through my veins.

      Maybe missing is the wrong term. He doesn’t lack anything. I want him. He wants me. Maybe I’m so used to liking men who will never want me that I’m suspicious of his interest.

      “Why don’t we take it a little at a time?” His hand slides behind my neck as his other slips around my waist, drawing me in close.

      “That sounds good.” Not exactly the timeline I was hoping for, but his mouth takes mine, and I can’t think of anything but his touch as he draws me against his hard, toned body.

      I’ve been kissed before. I’ve even messed around with some guys, mostly out of curiosity. But when Drew kisses me, my whole being catches on fire. He slides his tongue against my lips and I part them to let him in.

      A low growl in the back of his throat at my submission makes my panties wet. My pussy pulses with need. I clutch his shirt to hold myself up as my knees try to give out. When his tongue slides against mine, I whimper.

      He tastes of whiskey and sin.

      He pulls me in close as he devours my mouth. The kiss is carnal and needy and everything I’ve never had before. When he lifts me against him, I make a startled noise. He chuckles against my lips as he sets me on the counter, which helps with the height difference.

      He cradles my face and nips at my lips. “You taste like strawberries, princess. I fucking love strawberries.”

      A shiver courses through me as I open my eyes to his darkened ones.

      He trails his thumb along my jaw. Leaning in, he kisses along the sparks he left behind.

      “You’re better than a fairy tale.” He trails kisses down my throbbing pulse.

      “Why’s that?” My voice is breathy, and I’m having a hard time focusing on the words he says when his lips are making me feel things I didn’t know were possible. My heart pounds and that need inside me pulses, hot and achy.

      When I try to press my thighs together, Drew is between them.

      “You’re real, princess.” He finds this spot where my shoulder and neck meet and sucks and bites on it until my breath shortens and I’m tugging at his shirt to draw him closer.

      When he touches my bare knee, I startle as electric fire jolts through me.

      He lifts his head and his dark eyes meet mine.

      “Is this okay?” He slides his hand up my inner thigh.

      I nod, too lost in the fire he’s stirring inside me.

      He smirks as he captures my lips and his hand travels higher. When his knuckles brush the outside of my panties, I gasp into his mouth. He takes advantage of my open lips and his tongue dives in. He tastes me as his knuckles stroke over my panties.

      My fists clench in his shirt. He’ll have wrinkles, but I don’t care as long as he doesn’t stop touching me. My insides churn like a bomb is waiting to go off inside me and only he knows how to detonate it.

      When he slides his finger along the edge of my panties, I catch my breath.

      The doorbell rings through the house. We both freeze and turn toward the sound.

      “You expecting someone, princess?” His hand slides back down my thigh.

      Fuck. I blow out a breath. “No.”

      I release his shirt and blush when I see the wrinkles in it. He kisses me briefly, then sets me back on my feet. I straighten my skirt and touch my hair before walking over to our security system to see who’s at the door.

      Finn?

      He grins at the camera and waves. I guess my brother isn’t the only cockblock in my life.

      “Sorry.” I smile at Drew. “I’ll get rid of him.”

      “No worries.” Drew leans against the counter and adjusts his cock. My eyes widen at the size of the bulge in his pants. Fuck, my mouth waters, even as my insides clench.

      Shaking my head, I walk to the door. When I get to the marble entryway, footsteps echo behind me. I turn and see Drew followed.

      “I am a gentleman. At least, that’s what they tell me.” His cocky grin makes those butterflies flutter again. I have no doubts he’s less than a gentleman.

      I open the door and give Finn my best glare. “What do you want? Did you find out anything about Tom?”

      “Manners, flower.” Finn smirks and sweeps by me into the house.

      “Come on in,” I say sarcastically and shut the door.

      “You must be the guy.” Finn takes a minute to look over Drew.

      “This is Drew Young.” I gesture to Drew. “This is Finn Lawson, who, if he doesn’t have any information about my brother, should be leaving.”

      “Wow, that’s a long name.” Drew holds his hand out to Finn.

      Finn shrugs, shakes Drew’s hand, and smirks. “I usually just shorten it to Finn.”

      “What are you doing here?” I cross my arms over my chest and glance at the door meaningfully.

      “I’m checking up on you, flower.” Finn tugs on a strand of my hair and turns to Drew. “Do I smell dessert?”

      A mischievous smile tugs at Drew’s lips. “You do.”

      “I love dessert.” Finn walks into the house like he owns it. He did practically grow up here with Tom, after all.

      “I’m really sorry. I’ll get rid of him,” I say softly to Drew.

      He leans down close enough that his words caress my lips when he says, “It’s okay, princess. We have time.”

      He follows Finn and I blow out a breath. This is not how I wanted this night to go.

      Finn sits across from Drew. “Where are the folks and the hellion?”

      My cheeks flare hot. “Out.”

      I’m not about to tell one of these assholes that my parents and little sister are overseas for the next month. Tom knew, which is probably why he told me to go to his best friends, but they definitely would intrude on what I’m planning to do.

      I duck into the kitchen and sigh, remembering Drew’s hands and lips on me. I’m guessing that’s the end of that for the night, even though I ache and will until I’m alone later in my room.

      I grab an extra plate and fork and take them into the dining room.

      “My family owns Taranis.” Drew glances at me when I enter.

      Forcing a smile, I pass out the plates and return to the kitchen to grab the cake I made.

      When I return, Finn’s eyes widen.

      “Perfect timing.” He rubs his flat stomach. “Sara makes the best desserts. Have you tasted her desserts yet, Drew?”

      The innuendo makes me blush fiercely.

      “We hadn’t gotten to that part of the evening yet.” Drew smirks and I feel the heat in my cheeks.

      “Hmm.” Finn’s nonresponse makes me glance at him. His green eyes meet mine from under a raised eyebrow like he’s asking me, This guy?

      Well, fuck him. This guy is actually the only guy outside those three that makes me feel anything. So yeah, this guy.

      “Where’s Peabody?” Finn glances around looking for our Pomeranian furball.

      “Who’s Peabody?” Drew catches my gaze and I sigh.

      “Our dog, who is at the vet and will be home tomorrow.” I serve the cake and Finn digs in like he hasn’t eaten in years. I pick at it because all my best-laid plans are falling apart.

      Finn asks Drew some more questions, keeping up the standard I’m a rich guy, are you a rich guy dialogue. Drew’s phone buzzes and he glances down at the screen.

      “Your cake is divine, princess. I need to head out.” He holds up his phone as an excuse, and I can’t help wondering if that excuse is another woman who doesn’t have a Finn to deal with.

      “Okay.” I’m not the kind of woman to get jealous or demand anything from someone who I’ve kissed twice. Though I was definitely hoping for more tonight.

      “Good meeting you, Drew.” Finn relaxes back in the chair like he’s got nowhere he’d rather be. Swallowing, I just hope he isn’t planning to wait until my parents get home.

      Drew holds out his hand to me. When I take it, he draws me into the foyer with him, away from Finn. “I’d hoped our evening would end differently.”

      He curls a hand around the back of my neck and glances toward the dining room before lowering his mouth to hover over mine. My breath catches, waiting to see if he’s going to give me another kiss. My heart skips.

      “Good night, princess.” He claims my lips in a soul-searing kiss that ramps that fire back up inside me. He whispers against them, “I want to see you again, Sara. I want to see all of you soon.”

      My eyes meet his and the heat in his makes me whimper in need. He kisses me again before leaving. Fuck.

      I lock the door behind him and turn to glare at my dining room where Finn still sits. I draw in a breath and walk in. He’s where I left him, lounging in the chair with his dark, artfully tousled hair.

      “Ah, flower, when do the folks get home?” His green eyes linger on me.

      Fuck. “Not until late. You can go now.”

      He glances at his phone screen and then sets it aside. “I can wait.”
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            Unearned Interest

          

        

      

    

    
      Finn

      Sara’s face is flushed and her pupils are dilated. She’s turned on and it’s hot. And when she glares at me, I feel all the heat left to swelter in her body untapped. Drew just left my girl high and dry.

      “You can leave. I’m fine.” She stacks plates and heads into the kitchen.

      Tom has a theory about his sister that I don’t agree with. Especially when Tom’s sister looks like my flower. I’ve held back for years, watching her pine over Wyatt, but catching flashes of heat from her when she looks at me.

      The dishes clatter in the kitchen. I could leave right now and everything would stay the same. Tom will still be missing. Dante will block Sara from getting to Wyatt. Wyatt will try to ignore the feelings he has for Sara. And I’ll flirt with her and she’ll turn me down out of misplaced loyalty to Wyatt.

      Or...

      Drew stirred the pot and now my flower needs more. I’m here. She’s here. It can’t hurt to take a taste. It might go against the bro code, but Wyatt will never do anything about that longing between them. He doesn’t want to lose Tom as a friend.

      But fuck, what they don’t know won’t hurt them. I down the rest of the whiskey Drew and I were sharing and walk into the kitchen.

      “What’s wrong, flower?” I lean in the doorway and watch her load the dishwasher.

      “I was on a date.” She points a knife at me and her green eyes flash. I figured my late entrance would anger her, but it gave me a chance to check on her and check out the guy she’s dating.

      I shrug. “He left because he’s got somewhere else to be.”

      Something on his phone pulled him away. Personally, if I were him, I would’ve waited me out.

      “Maybe he would have stayed if you hadn’t shown up.” She pushes the knife into the dishwasher forcefully.

      Ouch. I hope she isn’t thinking that’s me she’s jabbing the knife into.

      “How about a peace offering?” I quirk a smile her way.

      She narrows her eyes. “What are you talking about? Why are you even here? I’m a grown adult. I can be alone without needing pretty boys coming and checking on me.”

      She gestures toward me before slamming the dishwasher shut. She breezes past to get back to the dining room. Her orange scent lingers in the air, driving me fucking insane.

      From the time she turned sixteen, she’s been able to get under all our skin. The bikinis she wore in the summer to draw our attention. The cute little dresses. The sweets she made us. Watching her eat fucking ice cream cones was exquisite torture.

      “Sara, did your gentleman caller leave you high and dry? Or maybe horny and wet?”

      Her eyes narrow as she sets the cake back on the table. There’s a moment of indecision, but then it’s gone and she looks determined. Fuck, she’s sexy when she’s riled up.

      “Frustrated. That’s how he left me, Finn.” She crosses her arms and glares at me. “Obviously, you aren’t going to help with the problem.”

      Oh, flower. I almost shake my head. A challenge like that I’m not likely to refuse.

      I stride her way and her eyes widen as she backs away from me until she’s against the wall. I close in on her and press my body into her soft curves, tipping her chin up. Her lips are parted and her startled eyes search mine.

      “Feeling needy, flower.” I trace her lower lip with my thumb. She whimpers. “I know my way around a woman’s body.” My gaze falls to her lips. “Since I ran off your suitor, maybe I should give you what you need.”

      Her warm breath coats my thumb. Her voice is low when she says, “What do I need?”

      That’s not no.

      I smile before dipping my head toward hers. “Release.”

      I claim her mouth like I should have years ago. So fucking sweet as she parts her lips for me and moans into my mouth. This could all go sideways fast. Tom would be furious. Wyatt would be jealous as hell, but wouldn’t do anything about it. Dante, fuck, who knows with Dante. He wants her, and if he had this opportunity, I’m not sure he’d pass it up.

      When her tongue strokes against mine, I groan and lift her against the wall. Her legs wrap around my waist and she cradles my erection between her thighs. Fuck. I need to calm down before I push too far.

      But then again, if the lady wants me, who am I to deny her?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Sara

      Finn is blowing my mind as he explores every inch of my mouth while grinding his cock against my pussy. If I was wet before, I’m soaked now. When he cups my breast and massages it, I gasp into his mouth as my breast tightens.

      What the fuck is even happening? I was being a brat to him like I always am, but then he was on me. Holy crap, his cock rubbing against my pussy is the best thing I’ve ever felt.

      “Fuck, flower.” Finn rests his head against the wall next to mine. His hot breath bathes my skin. His hand slips up my thigh.

      He lifts his head and his green eyes search mine. “Tell me to stop, Sara. If you don’t say no, I’ll make sure you’re completely satisfied.”

      Sparks and heat flood my body. I bite my lip. This is what I wanted. This is what I craved.

      I wanted it to be Drew tonight, but fuck, I’ll take Finn. He’s a no-strings kind of guy. I’ve had more than one fantasy about Finn Lawson.

      “Prove it.” The words spill out of me like a dare.

      His wicked grin is my only warning before his fingers slip beneath my panties and thrust into my pussy.

      “Oh, fuck.” My pussy pulses around the invasion. My breathing is uneven as he holds them there inside me, stretching me around his fingers.

      “Fuck, flower, you’re so fucking wet and tight.” Finn’s forehead drops against mine. He draws his fingers out of me and lifts his hand before our faces. “See how wet you are for me?”

      His fingers glisten with my wetness before he takes them in his mouth and sucks on them like they’re his favorite candy. My pussy aches at the look of pleasure on his face.

      When he opens his eyes, the heat in them makes my insides burn. “When do your parents get home?”

      “Not for a while.”

      He leans in and takes my mouth. I can taste myself on his tongue and it doesn’t bother me. I want more.

      He lifts me off the wall. I cling to him as he sets me on the table. “I need another taste.”

      I bite my lip as he presses me to lie down. He lowers my panties down my legs and off. Oh, fuck, this is happening. He opens my thighs and his green eyes take in my bare pussy.

      I made sure everything was clean and waxed before this weekend, hoping someone would be exploring it besides me.

      “Flower, you’re beautiful.” He leans down and kisses my pussy.

      My chest aches as I realize I’m holding my breath. He presses my thighs out as his mischievous eyes collide with mine before his mouth is on me, devouring me.

      I moan as he sucks and nips and licks my pussy like he’s licking it clean. Then he dips his tongue inside me and I’m catapulted into a new reality because fuck. My breath grows shorter as the spring inside me winds so tight.

      He keeps fucking me with his tongue until I can’t take any more.

      The spring explodes and I cry out. I can feel his smile against my pussy as I try to inch away from the stimulation, which has become too much.

      “No, flower, I’m not finished with you yet.” He lifts my legs over his shoulders and feasts on my pussy. He thrusts two fingers inside me while he sucks on my clit and I’m done for.

      “Oh, fuck, Finn. Oh, fuck.” As my release overwhelms me, a gush of fluid flows out of me. I’m mortified at how wet it is. I cover my face with my hands.

      “Fuck, Sara. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” Finn draws me to sit up as he curls his fingers inside me. His face is wet from me.

      “Is that supposed to happen?” I grab a napkin and wipe at his smiling face.

      “Is that... ?” he repeats. His smile falters a little before his green eyes search mine. Whatever he finds, his eyes soften. “Yes, flower. It’s perfectly normal for a fucking amazing orgasm to make you squirt.”

      His fingers keep brushing that place inside me that pushes me higher. His thumb rubs my clit slowly. “One more. Give me one more and we’ll call it good.”

      “What about you?” I cup his cheeks as his touch overwhelms me again. I pant against his lips.

      “I’m good.” He claims my mouth as he makes me cry out another release. My heart is pounding so fast and my body clenches so hard around his fingers.

      He draws them out of me and I instantly miss them.

      “Taste yourself.” He holds his fingers up to my lips.

      Searching his darkened green eyes, I part my lips and take his fingers into my mouth. Fuck, I suck on them, moaning. He thrusts them slowly in and out. His gaze lowers to my lips. I imagine taking more than his fingers into my mouth.

      How thick he’d feel inside me.

      He pulls his fingers out and lifts me from the table. I glance over his shoulder at the mess. The mess I made. Fuck, I didn’t even know that could happen. I mean, I’ve read about things like that, but I haven’t experienced much.

      I wrap my arms around him as he carries me through the house and up the stairs to my bedroom. Finally. He walks past the bed and into the bathroom where he sets me on the counter.

      He kisses me softly before unwrapping my legs from his waist. I don’t know what to do now. He goes to the sink and wets a washcloth. “You might be a little sore tomorrow.”

      My eyebrows furrow. He moves between my legs and washes me carefully.

      “Is that it?” I fully expected the works, especially when he carried me up to my bedroom.

      He blows out a breath and drops the washcloth in the sink. He rests his forehead against mine and strokes his thumb along my jaw.

      “As much as I want to fuck you, Sara, I—‍” He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath before his mouth takes mine. He kisses me like it will be the last time. I slide my hand down to rub his cock over his pants.

      “You want me,” I murmur against his lips. His cock pulses against my palm.

      “Fuck, I do. But—‍” He backs away and scrubs his hand over his face before looking at me with eyes not intent on seducing me. Something softer lingers in them. “Not tonight, flower.”

      I close my legs and slide off the counter to stand. “Did I do something wrong?”

      “No. Fuck, no. You’re perfect, flower.” He cups my jaw and lifts my chin before pressing a kiss against my lips. “I just⁠—‍”

      He backs away and coldness draws into the space he occupied. The fire sputters as he looks a little lost.

      “I can’t do this, right now.” He threads his fingers through his hair as he looks me over. He shakes his head. “Call me when your parents get home, flower.”

      He vanishes out my door and I listen for the sound of the door alarm going off and then stopping. I release my breath and finish cleaning myself up before changing into pajamas.

      I’m not tired. Not after all that.

      I still don’t understand what happened or what it means. If it means anything. Finn finally took action. He finger fucked me and went down on me. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever done.

      I walk down the stairs and finish cleaning up the dining room. My pussy pulses just thinking about what happened in here. I lost track of my orgasms.

      But the way he rushed off, I sigh. Did I say something wrong or do something wrong? I nibble on my lip as I go to the front door to make sure it’s bolted locked for the night. Someone walks across the street in dark clothes. The red glow of a cigarette is the only light over there. The hair on the back of my neck stands on end.

      A chill races up my spine. It’s just my imagination trying to make something out of nothing. I doublecheck the security system just in case.
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