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Brady

Patrons filtered out of the Dog Tired Brewery, still giddy from the New Year’s celebration. So many hugs and kisses. So much affection. Brady Hinckelson didn’t have anyone to hug or kiss this new year. That was okay. Women complicated things. He needed things simple. He liked things easy.

“Happy New Year,” Rex Bancroft said. Rex was the Vice-President of Distribution for Dog Tired Brewery. Brady, Rex, and Taylor Vance, the third partner to Dog Tired, had taken their college hobby of brewing beer and turned it into a multi-million-dollar business. More importantly, Rex and Taylor were Brady’s best friends since college. They gave him a place to call home and a group of people to call family—unlike his blue collar midwestern childhood with his drunken father and his absentee mother.

“Hey, Rex. Happy New Year.” They exchanged a bro hug with the expected pat on the back.

“Taylor’s washing the dirty pints behind the bar. I’ll collect the empties on the tables.” Rex moved toward the front of the brewery with a tray in hand.

“Happy New Year, Brady.” Jane Bancroft’s soft voice tickled Brady’s ear. Her sweet jasmine scent surrounded him and made him lightheaded.

He turned to face her. She stood only a few inches shorter than him and he stood six feet two. Her green eyes twinkled, and a small smile curved her lips, tempting him—like always. Her dirty blonde hair fell in waves down her back, the sides clipped in tortoise shell barrettes, exposing her slender neck and her shimmering dangle earrings. Her sparkly gold sheath dress flowed over her tall, lean body. The spaghetti straps revealed her sculpted shoulders. The dress fell to mid-thigh exposing her molded calves and thighs. Years of yoga had been good to her.

Brady swallowed a groan. He’d known Jane forever or close to it. As Rex Bancroft’s little sister, she was off-limits even though she’d been turning him inside out for years now.

“Happy New Year, Jane.” He leaned in and pressed a chaste kiss to her cheek. “No wild after-party for you?”

She chuckled. “I may be a few years younger than you, but I rise early for yoga classes. My hard partying days are behind—mostly.” She winked.

He smiled. 

She owned a yoga studio at twenty-seven. That alone was impressive. But the way she owned it—focused, driven, all-in—was something else entirely. Most of the women he’d dated at her age were still figuring things out, no judgment there. But there was something undeniably refreshing about her knowing exactly what she wanted—and chasing it with everything she had. 

“Can I help clean up?”

“Not necessary. It shouldn’t take long with T, Rex, Sam, and I here.”

“I want to help.” She bent over to pick up some napkins that had fallen to the floor. The fabric of her dress clung to her shapely ass, and his dick snapped to full attention.

Fuck me! He cleared his throat. “Okay. Go help your brother collect the empty glasses.” He pointed to where Rex loaded pint glasses onto a tray.

She pouted. It was a sexy look for her and only caused his pants to tighten, but she obeyed. He watched her sashay over to Rex. The two of them laughed and gabbed while cleaning up. He wandered into the office to finalize a few things for the night. 

“Shouldn’t you head home, Brady? It’s late and a holiday.” Jane’s sweet voice interrupted his review of the numbers from the last week of the holidays.

He glanced up. How much time had slipped by? He’d buried himself so deep in the financials he hadn’t even noticed the clean up winding down—hadn’t lifted a finger to help. It wasn’t unusual. When he focused, he really focused. Zoned in until the rest of the world disappeared. It was a habit born of survival—back in a house where drowning in homework had been the only way to keep his father’s temper at bay.

He became a numbers guy, graduated college with a business degree. So, being the Chief Financial Officer of their brewery had been a given. Focusing on the numbers gave his mind a rest from all the mental chaos that tried to take up space. “Is Rex giving you a ride a home?”

He couldn’t stop his gaze from dragging over her—no matter how many times he reminded himself that Rex would skin him alive. She was, hands down, the prettiest woman he’d ever seen—and he’d seen his fair share. She leaned casually against the office doorframe, like she didn’t have a clue what she was doing to him. 

“No. I drove. And everyone is gone.”

That startled him. So it was just the two of them? His heart raced. Though he had been alone with Jane many times over the years, there’d always been this underlying sexual tension between them. Sideways glances. Flirtatious smiles. Innuendos. They found each other attractive. No question. Tonight, they’d both had a few drinks and he felt deprived—like he needed to connect with another person.

The holidays had blown through like a whirlwind and even though his friends had included him in all holiday events, he couldn’t help but notice his lack of a biological family to celebrate with. It stung no matter how hard he tried to let it go. His mother left him with his abusive and alcoholic father. And that created feelings that he would never be good enough to love. In the past, this neediness led to meaningless sex, which filled the void temporarily and prevented a slip into depression. Obviously, he couldn’t have sex with Jane.

“No one even swung by to say goodnight.” He shook his head.

“I think you were too deep in the numbers to hear both T and Rex yell it out.”

“You could have headed out with everyone, you know.” He tipped his chin in her direction. “Now you’ll have to wait for me so I can walk you to your car.”

She chewed her bottom lip and watched him through her eyelashes.

That look tied him in knots. He gripped the edge of his desk, his fingers cramping from his tight hold. He wanted to cross the room and back her against the wall before taking that bottom lip between his teeth and nipping it.

She’d always sparked his interest. But tonight, she was smoldering.

She sauntered over to where he sat behind the desk. The hem of her gold dress rode up her thighs when she sat on the edge and crossed her legs. “Can I wait here?”

He stared at her smooth legs. His mouth watered. He could lean forward and press kisses onto her bare skin. He could spread her legs and lick up her inner thigh. He imagined she tasted as sweet as she always smelled. The thought made him so crazy he failed to bite off his growl.

He snapped his gaze up at her. “You’re playing with fire, Jane.”

“I am? Or you are?”

He shot up, towering over her. “I’m strung pretty tight at the moment, Princess. I may get burned but you will be scorched.” He’d been calling her “Princess” for years. At first, he used the nickname because she acted a bit spoiled and uppity. But once he got to know her, he realized he had the wrong impression. She had a kind and caring nature and deserved to be treated like royalty. Rex, T, and he guarded her like the Secret Service did the President. 

“Sounds incredibly fun.” She tilted her head back. Her long tresses danced over the paperwork on his desk.

He gripped her nape and stepped into her space. “We will both regret this.” Then he slammed his mouth on hers. He couldn’t stop himself.

Her soft, pliable mouth moved beneath his, parting as he slipped his tongue between her lips and finally—finally—tasted her. And he’d been right. She was even sweeter than she smelled—so much fucking sweeter. His tongue slid against hers, slow and deep. She moaned, the sound low and raw, reverberating straight through him like a struck chord.

Breaking their kiss, he grasped her knees and separated them, then stepped between them. His chest heaved with each breath. He stared down at her. Her eyes were soft and glassy with lust and whatever beer she’d consumed. Her lips opened, each exhale sounded like a pant. She wanted him.

He ran his fingers through her hair, then traced a finger over her exposed collarbone. He had to stop. No matter how enticing this moment was, how alluring she was, he could not go any further. The kiss had been too far. This was his best friend’s sister. He’d promised Rex.

She grasped his loosened tie and pulled him to her. “Don’t think for a minute of backing out of this now. I’ve wanted this for so long. And you’re going to give it to me, Brady.”

She cupped the back of his head, pulling him closer, like she couldn’t get enough. Her tongue flicked against his bottom lip—a slow, deliberate tease that lit him up from the inside out. Silky and bold, that single stroke shattered what little restraint he had left. He growled, low and primal, then crushed his mouth to hers. Fuck it. He wanted her—every inch, every breath. He wanted to devour her. Consequences be damned.
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Jane

Jane Bancroft never thought of herself as a vixen. Sexual ... yes. Sexy enough that she’d never really had to chase a man. They pursued her. But Brady was different. He kept himself in check despite eye fucking her every time she walked into a room. He’d stand there. Distant. Polite. Proper. Always. And she was damn tired of his hypocrisy. She wanted to see him let go of the reins. She wanted him to kiss her, to take her. She’d crushed on him since the first day Rex brought him home from college for the holidays. All broody and uncomfortable.

Maybe he’d regret this tomorrow, but she never would.

He kissed her hard, his tongue sweeping over her lips and between. His fingers dug into her hips and pulled her closer to the edge of the desk and him. He growled when their pelvises met.

His erection pressed against her core. Hard. Thick.

She groaned and rocked her hips into him again.

Breaking the kiss, he trailed his mouth down her neck, over her collarbone. He dropped to his haunches between her legs and stared up at her. His dark eyes pleading with her. Her breath hitched. He looked like he might eat her alive. She’d be okay with that.

With a sudden pull, he dragged her closer to the edge, rough and needing. He trailed his nose along the sensitive inside of her thigh, every inch sending goosebumps racing across her skin. When he reached her center, he paused—eyes closed, breath held—then inhaled like it was the last breath he’d ever take.

“Your pussy is ready for me, isn’t it?” He licked her core through the white lace panties she wore.

“Yes,” she hissed through clenched teeth and threw her head back. Even through the lace, the sweep of his tongue sent her to the heavens. “It’s always ready when you’re around.”

He edged her panties to the side and swept his tongue through her bare slit. He groaned like he knew karma would punish him for enjoying her taste so much. Brady devoured her like she was his last meal, bringing her to the precipice of her orgasm and then backing off. Her legs trembled. She almost collapsed to the desktop when the arm holding her shuddered.

“Brady. Please.” Her words hung in the air. She glanced down at him. His dark brown eyes stared up at her from between her legs. Desire heated his gaze. He flicked his tongue once, then sucked her clit. The room went black. Stars flashed in her peripheral. She came undone like fireworks.

When she floated back to Earth, back to the room, he pressed tender kisses to the insides of her thighs.

“So good, Princess.” He slid her legs off his shoulder and rose. His hard body towered over her again.

“Oh, my God.” That was all she could say. Her brain couldn’t formulate more advanced vocabulary.

He leaned in close to her ear. “I can’t tell you how long I’ve wanted to do that. How fucking long I’ve envisioned looking up at you while I made you come with my mouth. My tongue. It was spectacular. A fantasy come true.” Hints of her scent cascaded against her skin with each of his breaths.

“I’ve wanted it too.” She reached for him with one hand, gliding her fingers over the front of his pants to feel his erection straining.

He weaved his fingers through her tresses and pulled her head back. “I’m going to take you, Jane. Right here on the desk.” He brushed his lips over hers. Delicate. A contradiction to his words that followed. “I’m going to fill you until you cannot take any more of me. And then I’m going to give you more. I’m going to make you come all over my dick. Make you scream my name.”

“Yes.” She fumbled with the buckle of his belt, finally undoing it. Unbuttoning and unzipping his pants, she released his cock from behind his boxer briefs. The agonized sound Brady released when she wrapped her hand around him almost made her come again.

“Yes, Princess. That’s it. Stroke me.” His dirty talk spiked her desire. A lot of guys sounded absurd when they tried to talk like Christian Grey or Gideon Cross from her favorite romance novels. But Brady—dear Lord—he made her want to do whatever he requested.

He pumped his hips forward, fucking her hand. She dropped her gaze, mesmerized by his quick thrusts and the fact that her fingers barely made it all the way around him. He throbbed in her hand.

“Look at me. I want you to see what you do to me. What you’ve been doing to me for all these years.” He skimmed his hands up her arms and over her shoulders. Snagging the straps of her dress with his forefingers, he slid them down her arms until the front of her dress fell below her breasts. He flicked his thumb over each nipple and the touch zinged her in all the right places. “Your tits are perfect.”

No one had ever said that to her. She’d thought they were way too small. She hadn’t even needed a bra with her dress. But right now, the way Brady stared at her, the way he touched her, she felt like a goddess. Like the most beautiful woman in the world.

Breaking himself free of her grip, he bent to pull one of her nipples into his mouth. He sucked and licked one then the other, making her squirm on the desk despite having come just a few minutes earlier.

He stood, his dick bobbing between them. Yanking his wallet from his back pocket, he retrieved a condom and tossed the wallet on the floor. He ripped the packet open and sheathed his erection. His moves were so efficient, so quick, like something he’d practiced over and over. She pushed those thoughts out of her head. She didn’t want to think about any girls before her. It was just the two of them here. Now.

Brady hauled her to the very edge of the desk. He gripped his cock and rubbed it along her slit.

“Oh, my God.” She dropped her head back. The feel of him between her thighs pressed against her most private parts undid her. The electricity that pulsed under her skin, causing tremors throughout her whole body. She’d wanted him for so long. Fantasized about this moment forever.

“Head up.” He cupped the back of her head and lifted. “I want to see your face when I slide into you, Jane. I want to see if you have been waiting for this as long as I have.”

She met his gaze. His eyes blackened as he slipped the head of his penis inside her.

“Hmmm.” The feel of him breaching her had her nerve endings firing on all cylinders. Her skin tingled. Her heart pounded against her ribs.

His chest rose and fell in rapid succession like holding back from slamming into her took more exertion than sex itself.

“Fucking so tight.” He pushed an inch more. “Are you going to take all of me?”

Her eyes widened when he thrust a little further. “Y-yes. I think.”

“No thinking about it.” He pressed more into her. “Your body, your pussy was meant for me. You can take it all.” His words came out through gritted teeth.

She writhed. She was so full. So full of him. One more pump of his hips and he was fully seated in her.

“Fuck yes,” he hissed. He leaned forward and kissed her, sweeping his tongue over her bottom lip before nibbling it. “Dream. Come. True.”

Heat coursed through her at his words and settled in her core. Her walls clenched around him like a vise. “Fuck me, Brady. Please.”

He groaned. “God, I’ve waited forever for that demand. I thought it’d only be in my dreams.” He pulled back his hips, then slammed into her. “So good.”

Gripping her hips tight, his fingers dug into her flesh and held her where he wanted her. She couldn’t move if she wanted to. She didn’t want to. He pistoned his hips, plunging his cock into her quick and deep.

“Look at us.” His gaze dropped.

She looked down, mesmerized by the way his cock slid in and out of her—each thrust a slow, deliberate stroke that made her body tighten with need. It was, without question, one of the most erotic sights she’d ever seen. Heat flushed across her skin, blooming hot and fast, from her chest to her cheeks. 

“It’s so fucking hot.” He slipped a finger under her chin, lifting her gaze to his. “You are so fucking hot.”

“I want you to come.”

“Princess, I’m going to come. I’m going to come so fucking hard.” He slipped a hand between them. “But you’re going to come first.” His thumb found her bundle of nerves and circled it.

“Oh, God.”

“You calling me God is making me remarkably harder,” he whispered in her ear just before she detonated like a bomb.

Everything went black except for the stars on the fringe of her consciousness. Her muscles tensed and released in a magical euphoria. A lightness swept over her like she was a feather that could blow away on a single exhale. She rocked on the edge of the desk, Brady’s body slamming into her, hovering over her. The aroma of his expensive woody cologne centered her, brought her back to the present. The earthy woody scent always reminded her of him. 

“Oh, fuck,” Brady punched out between breaths. “Watching you come is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

His precise rhythm of earlier vanished. He pounded into her in hurried, chaotic thrusts. A litany of expletives emptied from his mouth. He smashed his lips against hers, his tongue seeking hers, so she granted him access. Several more pumps and he threw his head back, breaking the kiss, and bellowed. The sound came out both agonized and enthralled. A contradiction.

Watching him fall apart tightened her chest like her heart was two sizes too big for her rib cage. Brady didn’t lose control. Ever. He wasn’t vulnerable. And yet, he ground out his orgasm with slow circles of his hips and rested his head in the crook of her neck.

She didn’t know if she should say something. She didn’t know what to say. She’d wanted this moment. She’d planned it. Getting him alone. Seducing him. A small smile tugged at her lips. Even if she had been placed off limits, she had masterminded this seduction to perfection.
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Chapter Three
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Brady

Brady’s heart thundered against his chest. He’d just had the most epic orgasm ever. Life altering.

He squeezed his eyes shut. Maybe it had all been one hell of a dream. Wouldn’t be the first time Jane starred in one. But then the sweet, unmistakable scent of jasmine filled his nose, and reality hit him like a crashing stock market.

What the fuck was I thinking?

He’d just had sex—mind-blowing, earth-shifting sex—with Jane Bancroft. His best friend and business partner’s sister. The same woman Rex had explicitly forbidden him to so much as look at with anything resembling interest for over a decade. 

And he’d obeyed. Kind of. He’d paraded his steady rotation of women at holidays and dinners, hoping she’d find him repulsive enough to keep her distance. Truth was, if it had been up to him, he might’ve caved long ago. 
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