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MY BEST FRIEND’S DAD
Fiona has been my best friend for a long time, the person whose shoulder I cried on when I found out my parents had lost their lives in a tragic car accident. When she asks me to spend winter break with her and her dad at their estate, I leap at the chance.
I expect the gorgeous snowy landscapes. I expect the Maine cold. But what I don’t expect is for Saul Sykes, her forty-one year old dad, to be an absolute silver fox. Standing at seven foot and dripping with carnal sexuality, it’s hard to take my eyes off him.
I know this is wrong, and all I can do is comfort myself with the knowledge that he’d never, in a million years, be interested in a twenty year old zoology student … with curves to boot.
But when Fiona goes out one night, leaving me and Saul alone in his giant mansion, I find myself the target of his possessive gaze and his alpha’s smirk.
In a fire of lust, we come together. He tells me he’s claiming me, that I belong to him now, always. And – I’m sorry, Fiona – it feels so good to be claimed by this millionaire ex-Formula One driver. He knows all the right gears to touch and he has a fast track on our desire.
We get pulled deeper and deeper into the lust and the romance. It seems impossible not to with the beautiful winter landscape of Saul’s large property, a secret secluded place where I don’t have to think about being the curvy virgin with her head perpetually stuck in a book.
But I know that sooner or later, Fiona is going to find out. And then what happens? How the heck am I supposed to choose between my best friend and the man of my dreams?
*My Best Friend’s Dad is an insta-everything standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger.
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CHAPTER ONE

Sadie
“You don’t have to keep saying sorry,” I say, holding the phone to my ear as my eyes move over the snowy Maine landscape, diamond-like snowflakes dancing in the air. “Fiona said she’s happy to have me. I mean, she’s lying, but …”
“Shut it,” Fiona giggles beside me, shooting me a playful look. “We’re more than happy.”
“I know, sis,” Aaron sighs.
In the background, I can hear people speaking Vietnamese. I’ve dealt with our parents’ deaths by throwing myself full-force into my zoology studies. Aaron’s dealt with it by taking his photography work overseas, living an adventurer’s lifestyle, avoiding the truth of it as hard as he can.
We’re both guilty of that.
“That doesn’t mean I can’t feel guilty, though, does it?” he goes on. “But as long as you’re not going to be sitting alone on Christmas day.”
“Nope,” I assure him. “I will be playing the perfect tag along.”
“Alright,” he says. “Well, I love you, okay?”
“I love you, bro.”
“Bye.”
“Bye bye.”
I hang up, feeling Fiona’s eyes burning into me. I turn to find my best friend smiling ironically, with that just-Fiona twist to her lips. She’s a tall woman, thin and model-like in her build. Her hair jet black and her eyes a piercing brown, almost black themselves.
We couldn’t be more different.
“How many times do I have to tell you that you’re not imposing at all?” she says, as the taxi glides through the glittering Maine afternoon. “It’s not like Dad and me have this huge freaking ceremony planned that you’re going to be interrupting. Don’t get me wrong. Dad’s amazing, really. He raised me after Mom ran out and … Well, there’s no need to go into that. What I’m saying, Sadie, is that I’m glad you agreed to come. You’re doing me a favor.”
I smile, willing her words to hearten me. But there’s still that niggling notion at the edge of my consciousness, a gnawing that tells me I should be with Mom and Dad and Aaron, and suddenly that hateful feeling floods into me.
It’s been two years since they died in a car crash, their wheels sliding on an icy country road—a tree, and then …
And then nothing.
And then the end.
The pain is still so fresh and I feel tears gathering in my eyes, trying to intrude. I cough back a sob and paw at my face, unwilling to make this winter break about me, unwilling to throw myself into my grief.
“Come on, hon,” Fiona says, leaning across and wrapping her arm around me. “Soon we’ll be roasting marshmallows and curling up with our Kindles.”
I snort. “Yeah, as if we both haven’t got a heap of work to do over the winter break.”
“Hey,” she laughs, giving me a playful pout. “What did I say about bringing college with you, hmm? I’m determined to spend this break ignoring sentence structure and syntax and diction and all those other horrible terms that stop me from having a good time.”
“Oh, shut up,” I say, laughing along with her. “You love English lit. Do you know how I know, Fi? Because you never stop talking about it.”
She gives me a shove and soon we’re both laughing like loons. It feels so good to glide down the road, my chest lightning despite the grief trying to tug me back down to cold reality.
“I can’t wait for you to meet Jasper,” she says, moving back to her side of the car. “He’s going to love you.”
“You’re more excited for me to meet your dog than your dad,” I grin.
“Well, duh,” she says. “One is a cuddly Great Dane cross with Dalmatian, which if you think about it is the coolest breed ever invented. The other is … Dad.”
“I thought you said he’s a great—”
I cut myself off, turning back to the window, biting my lip.
The last thing I want to do when being invited to stay for several weeks is pry into their familial relationship. But I can’t help but think it since the only thing I really know about Saul Sykes is that he raised Fiona alone – and did an amazing job – and that he’s a retired Formula One driver. Now he runs a driving academy.
“He’s an amazing dad,” Fiona says, reading into the silence. “It’s not that. It’s just that he can be a little… I don’t know. Grumpy, maybe. He’s an amazing person, but he doesn’t exactly have what you’d call people skills.”
“Well, I’ll try my best not to piss him off.”
“Oh, it’s not like that,” she hurries to say. “The worst he’ll do is just stay in his study watching old racing tapes and hanging out with Jasper. You never know … if we’re lucky, he might crack a smile.”
I turn to the giant imposing gate when the car comes to a stop. It’s the sort of gate that wouldn’t look out of place in a Gothic mansion, wrought black iron with a silver wolf’s head carved into the top of it.
Fiona climbs out, approaching the stone pillar beside the gate and pressing a button on what I assume is the intercom system.
“What an amazing property,” the cab driver says, whistling softly.
“Yeah,” I mutter in agreement.
Beyond the gate the stone path winds, trees bordering it on all sides, making a tunnel of snow-dappled branches. The house sits beyond that but calling it a house is a massive understatement.
The thing is a mansion, an estate.
Fiona must see my face when she returns to the car because she gives me the mother of all eye rolls.
“What?” I giggle. “How the hell am I supposed not to be impressed?”
I assumed that they were wealthy since Saul was a Formula One driver, but this is something else entirely.
“I know,” Fiona says. “I guess I downplayed it because, well… Because who wants to be seen as the spoilt rich girl, you know?”
“You’ve never come across like that, Fi,” I assure her. “That doesn’t stop this place from being absolutely incredible though, does it?”
“Thanks, Goldilocks,” she smiles.
I can’t help but return her smile at the nickname Goldilocks, which is a play on my surname, Gold, and also a reference to the time I refused to leave a conservation site before an animal I was caring for received the proper medical attention. It was only a volunteer position, but when I saw the poor sloth’s cracked nails and heard that there weren’t enough resources to care for it, I did something very silly—I walked in and stayed there until they stopped being complete assholes.
“Those nasty men were the bears,” Fiona said when she heard the story, absolutely delighted. “And you, my brave girl, were Goldilocks, getting herself lost in the woods, not listening to reason. So from this day forth that shall be your name.” She’d picked up a coat hanger – the closest thing to hand – and knighted me with it, laying it on one shoulder and then the other. “See? Now it’s official.”
My awe for the property can only soar higher as we pass under the shadow of the trees, the house looming larger and even more intimidating.
“How many rooms does this place have?” I whisper, taking in the giant glazed windows, the high stone steps that lead to the tall oak carved front door—with two gargoyles sitting on either side, watching stonily.
“Around thirty,” Fiona says. “But please don’t start gushing. I don’t want you to start resenting me.”
“Fi, stop it with that talk, Jesus,” I say. “You didn’t decide to be born here, did you?”
Silently I muse on Fiona’s mother, the woman who ran out on them when Fiona was only a year old to join a hippy commune on the west coast.
I can’t live a conventional life, she’d said apparently.
She didn’t want to be a wife or a mother. She wanted to be … whatever people who live on a hippie commune on the west coast are.
I wonder how she could leave this place if perhaps she’d seen it as more of a prison than a paradise.
The thought strikes me like lightning that I’d never leave this snowy land. Well fine, maybe for conservation work, for college, but to abandon it, and her own daughter, and the father of her only child?
A savage shiver moves through me, a maternal instinct rising inside me, as though I can go back in time and protect Fiona from having to go through that.
“Jasper,” Fiona cries when the car comes to a stop.
I turn to find the Great Dane Dalmatian cross loping toward the car, a big grin on his face as his black-white dappled fur glistens with the snow. He runs up to the car and jumps up, so tall he can almost place his forepaws on the roof.
“Sorry,” Fiona tells the driver.
“No problem,” he smiles. “That’s one beautiful dog.”
Fiona pays him – giving him a hefty tip, I note – and then we climb from the car, the air immediately colder, pricking my skin. I giggle in delight when Jasper bounds over to me, tail wagging like it’s powered by an engine, tilting his head up regally and allowing me to stroke behind his ear.
“Well, aren’t you just the most beautiful boy in the world?” I smile.
“Dad,” Fiona says, causing me to look up.
And then my mouth falls open in the dorkiest way possible.
Saul Sykes stands at the top of the stone staircase, bordered by the gargoyles, wearing a steel suit that does nothing to hide the way his muscles bulge, the way they possess my gaze, forcing me to move over his arms and then down over his tight, fit-looking torso.
Stop it, I warn myself. This is Fiona’s dad.
But I can’t stop my heart from thudding or my palms from pouring rivers of guilty sweat as I drink in his dark eyes and his hair, obsidian flecked with silver.
He moves with the lazy power of a jungle cat as he prowls down the stairs, approaching us, his lips a flat line, and his dark eyes seeming somehow angry. He looks me up and down for a long moment before turning to his daughter, and I can’t help but wonder if Fiona warned him I was coming.
He looks like he wants to call the cab back and have me carted straight to the airport.
“Dad, this is Sadie,” she says, once they’ve said their helloes. “Sadie—Dad.”
“H-hello,” I say, inwardly cursing at my stutter. “It’s nice to meet you. Thank you so much for letting me stay. This is a wonderful property.”
His gaze continues to bore into me, intense and perplexing.
Why are you looking at me like that? Why do you seem like you hate me already, Mr. Sykes?
His smirk tics.
“Nice to meet you,” he says shortly, making it sound somehow like an insult.




CHAPTER TWO

Saul
The fire crackles, filling the main living room with a warm glow, Jasper curled up in front of the flames and snoring contentedly.
I let my eyes roam over Jasper, and the suit of armor in the corner of the room, catching the firelight, the halberd glinting.
And then to my daughter and the snow-encrusted window and anything, anything else, other than Sadie Gold.
Looking at Sadie means feeling it again, the impossible tension that moved through me when I emerged onto the staircase and looked down.
Looked down at her.
Fuck, this is wrong. She’s Fiona’s best friend. She’s twenty years old and I’m forty-one and … Jesus Christ.
I know she’s twenty because she’s the same age as Fiona – she mentioned it on the phone once, in passing – and I try to tell myself that in itself makes this impossible.
This—this what? This feeling, this compulsion.
Fuck.
But even as I try to hammer the message into my mind, I can’t quite accept it.
“Dad, isn’t it crazy how friendly Jasper is with Sadie?” my daughter says, looking up at me from her armchair next to the fire.
Sadie is sitting in the chair opposite her, with me leaning against the wall, arms folded, as though by closing myself away from them I can fight down this burgeoning need inside of me.
Jesus Christ, the second I saw her I knew I had to have her.
Wreathed in mystical snowflakes, she stood at the bottom of those stone steps looking like nothing less than the woman I’d been waiting my whole life for.
Short and with all the curves a man could ever dream of, her hair a luxurious blonde that cascades down to her shoulders, wavy and eye-grabbing, fucking soul-grabbing. Her eyes a stark, sparkling green, and her cheeks flushed red from the cold, blossoming points of red that caused my manhood to flood and throb.
She was dressed in a winter coat and jeans, and yet I could still see the way her hips curved outward, made for childbearing, made to be grabbed as I take her raw and hard and possessively, firing my lava hot seed inside of her.
I need to stop this. I need to stop it now.
“Dad?” Fiona says, pulling me from my thoughts.
“Yeah,” I growl, unable to stop my voice from trembling.
To run my hands through that golden hair, to grip a little tighter, and a little tighter still …
And then to guide those winter cold lips to my bulging manhood and warm them up with my precome, smearing it across like lipstick as she gasps and pants and begs for more, more—
Fuck.
“He must like you,” I say, still looking anywhere but at her.
And yet I see in the periphery of my vision that she glances at me, those forest green eyes wide and full of something. I can’t pinpoint exactly what, perhaps because I refuse to look at her.
Like the sun, I’m afraid she’s going to burn me right up.
“He’s a beautiful dog,” she says. “How old is he?”
“Three,” I tell her. “I … got him when he was four months old.”
“Dad,” Fiona says, rolling her eyes. “Do you really have to be so annoyingly humble all the time?”
“What?” Sadie asks.
Even her voice sends primal instincts coursing through me, my heart like a beast in my chest trying to break out of the cage of my ribs, hammering with claws and teeth and snout, growling, howling.
Take her, fuck her, put your seed in her womb where it belongs and give Fiona a little brother or sister.
“Dad rescued Jasper and a few other dogs from Marchway—that’s the closest town over. He was in the bar when he overheard these men talking about it. So he followed them and found this basement full of stolen puppies and dogs, and he, well … Let’s just say the dogs went free and the men ended up in prison with a few cuts and bruises.”
“Anybody would’ve done the same,” I grunt.
“Maybe,” Sadie says, glancing at me again, biting her lip in a half-shy, half-brave way that has my manhood pulsing at the base. “But not everybody could have, Mr. Sykes.”
“Call me Saul,” I say before I can stop myself.
She shouldn’t call me Saul.
She shouldn’t call me anything.
I should send her far away from this house before I do something I’ll regret before I fall upon her like the feral beast she’s already turning me into. Before I press up behind her and grind my rock hard manhood against those lovable buns she has for ass cheeks, round and grab-me-now sexy, the sort of ass cheeks I could spend hours exploring with my hands and tongue, making her shiver and tingle in anticipation before sliding down to her soaked, needy hole—
Before I know it, I’m moving toward the door, my fists clenched tightly.
“Dad?” Fiona calls after me. “Where’re you going?”
“You don’t want your old dad hanging around, spoiling the atmosphere,” I mumble, hardly hearing the words.
I walk down the hallway, clenching my fists so hard I can feel the sinews in my forearms pulsing and tugging.
I end up in my study, a large room lined with a towering bookcase on one side, a trophy cabinet on the other, and a big flat-screen TV where I review racing tapes.
I pace to the window and look out on the rear garden, the fountain frozen, the world already falling dark despite the early hour.
My eyes refocus and I stare at my reflection, at this man whose every desire is already tuned to Sadie, to my daughter’s best friend.
I see the tension in my jaw and the flaring need in my eyes.
I clench my jaws and turn away, definitely not thinking about the way she gazed at me wide eyed, the sexy-as-hell way she bit her lip.
Yes, yes, I’m not thinking about her on her knees, biting her lip before she opens her mouth wide for me, ready to take my throbbing manhood.
Or bent over my desk, those curvy hips screaming for my hands, shifting side to side, wriggling her hips, tempting me to grab her juicy meaty ass and lose my hands there, bury them in her fuck-me-now flesh, take her, own her, dominate her—
Fuck.
I let out a growling, shivering breath.
No, I’m definitely not thinking about that.
Nor would I.
She’s my daughter’s best friend.
Nothing more.
But even as I try to assure myself of this, a voice mutters in my mind, sardonic and knowing.
Keep telling yourself that, it says.




CHAPTER THREE

Sadie
“I told you he was a bit grumpy,” Fiona says, a loving smile touching her lips. “I’m surprised he even hung out with us, to be honest. He spends most of his time in his study reviewing racing tapes when he’s not out teaching.”
“I don’t mind,” I say, remembering the way he seemed not to be able to look at me.
Why?
Confusion whirls through me when I try to pinpoint why he wouldn’t want to look at me, as though I’ve made him angry in some way I don’t understand.
And then more confusion knives into me when these thoughts rise unbidden into my mind, of Saul Sykes slowly unbuttoning his shirt, showing me inch upon inch of his carved, honed flesh. Then he’d lean down and his breath would whisper warmly over my skin, making me tingle, making my sex ache and pulse with the closeness.
Now I’m the one who can’t look at anyone.
I stare into the flickering flames instead of looking at my best friend.
This. Is. Wrong.
An absurd part of me debates voicing my attraction. Perhaps we’ll laugh about it. But reason tells me that what’s most likely to happen is Fiona will be completely freaked out and she’ll tell me that she can’t be friends with me anymore, that the thought of being like sisters with somebody who would fantasize about her father when she’s sitting right there makes her sick.
And she’d have every right to.
“Goldilocks?” Fiona says.
“Yeah?” I say, forcing my gaze to her, glad for the crackling closeness of the fire, because then at least I have some excuse for this blush spreading across my cheeks.
“I asked if you wanted some cocoa,” she says.
“Oh.” I force a smile. “Sure, that’d be nice.”
She leaves the room and Jasper rises up and yawns, stretching out his black spotted white body, and then he curls up again and starts snoring softly. I try to focus on how cute and majestic he is, but Saul keeps intruding on my mind.
Please stop, I tell whatever force inside of me is propelling the lust filled vignettes. This isn’t right.
And yet even as I turn back to the fire, the flames dance and contort into shapes of Saul. I see his fiery gaze searing into me as I lie on my back, waiting for him, his jaw tight with impossible desire now instead of rage.
“I’m going to fuck you raw and hard,” he warns me, his hand trailing slowly up my thigh, tickling as he gets closer and closer to my eager sex. “I’m going to pound you until you start squirting all over my cock. Is that what you want, Sadie? Say it.”
My mind flashes – the flames dance – and then I’m bent over the chair I’m sitting on.
I imagine myself looking over my shoulder to see him stroking his manhood, which is massive in my illicit fantasy, a huge throbbing length of flesh he brings to my naked sex. He strokes it up and down, teasing me. I feel his precome smearing across my goose-pimpled flesh and then—
“Sadie?” Fiona says, tugging me from my thoughts.
I look up and she’s standing over me, offering me a mug.
“Oh, thanks,” I say, taking it from her.
She returns to her chair and folds herself into a cross-legged position, her black hair falling down to her shoulders. She tilts her head at me in that perceptive way she has. That look is part of the reason we became so close so quickly, I think, the way we’re able to push aside all the awkwardness and just click.
And now what? Do I think I’m going to click with her father?
I tell myself firmly no, just because these crazy thoughts and instincts are flurrying around inside of me, doesn’t mean I have to act on them. Maybe this is one scenario where my natural shyness with boys – men – will act to my advantage. Because I’d never, in a million years, approach Saul and try anything with him.
“Are you alright?” Fiona asks.
Beneath her voice, I can hear the subtle intonation that tells me she’s asking about my parents’ deaths. They died around this time of year and she knows I can get emotional about it.
“I’m fine,” I say. I lie. “I guess I’m just tired.”
“Yeah, me too,” Fiona says, still with that look aimed at me. “Shall we head up?”
“Sure, sounds good to me.”
Fiona kills the fire and then we head upstairs, Jasper loping behind Fiona as she casually strokes him behind the ears.
I can’t help but feel awed by the majesty of this property. It seems every wall holds a gorgeous painting, a suit of armor, or some other artifact—a Viking-style shield, countless swords and daggers and maces and other types of old-timey weapons whose names I don’t know.
I want to ask Fiona why he’s decorated the house like this, but the idea that she’ll be able to see through my question to the traitorous lust beneath stops me. Instead, we say our goodnights and I walk into the room I will be staying in for the duration of our winter break.
I gaze around it, the awed feeling not waning even for a moment.
The room is huge, with a high ceiling and a four poster bed. Tapestries hang from the walls, catching the imitation-fire lights that flood every corner with their soft orange glow. The French windows look out upon the garden, crusted with snow and ice. Even the radiators look ancient, big black iron things that fill the space with an infusive cheek reddening heat.
I walk over to the bed and lie down, taking out my cellphone and mindlessly scrolling through Facebook, mindlessly watching videos on YouTube … mindlessly doing anything, really, so that I don’t have to think about Saul and the iron dust in his hair, the way his eyes always move around me.
Like he hates me.
An absurd amount of time passes with me doing nothing on my phone, hours ticking by as I scroll and watch.
Really I’m someplace else, a cage in my mind which I can’t break out of, which I don’t want to break out of if I’m going to be bluntly honest with myself.
Saul atop me, pressing down on me with his fine-honed muscles, my hands running through his black-silver hair and then down over his back, feeling how hard and tight every muscle is, feeling his manhood brushing up between my thighs and …
No, stop. This is wrong.
My hand is between my legs now, stroking my clit through the fabric of my underwear.
I turn back to my phone—the battery dead now, as though some twisted force wants me to do this.
To imagine Saul in my bedroom, standing wreathed in shadow at the end of the bed, looking me up and down and liking what he sees.
“Bend over for me now and show me that fucking cunt,” he growls, a savage beast. “Reach back and pull your ass cheeks apart. Make your pussy wink for me, Sadie. Do it now. Before I punish you. Before I spank you for taking too long. Before I …”
I bolt upright and yank my hands from my underwear, letting out a shivering breath as I climb to my feet and head for the bedroom door.
I need to move, to outrun these invasive thoughts until they diffuse and go away entirely.
If I stay here, I won’t be able to resist.
I walk through the house, feeling as though I’m trespassing even if Fiona told me I have free rein of the property.
The house creaks and whines like it’s haunted, and I have to tell myself several times not to be silly as I round corners and mistake shadows for attackers.
I end in the far wing of the house – the mansion, I correct myself – on the opposite side of the living room where we had hot cocoa.
The room I walk into is so out-of-place that I have to blink to assure myself it’s real.
Stark electric lights run along the walls, the sort you might see in hospitals or offices, and the floor is shiny hardwood and not covered with even a single embroidered rug.
All along the sides of the large room sit Formula One cars, propped up on display brackets, their colors vibrant and eye catching, blooming reds, and sunny yellows and luscious greens. I count nine cars in total dotted around the long, wide room.
I walk through it, glancing at the cars, and then behind the cars where the photos hang. Each one shows Saul standing next to the car, his eyes intense as he stares at the camera, the shadow of a smirk on his otherwise grim lips.
He doesn’t even smile in photos.
He starts out young in the photos, a teenager maybe, and then grows progressively older until he looks as he does now, a silver-flecked fox with a bulging muscle laden body and eyes that tell me to run back to my room right now and finish what I started.
Behind me, someone clears their throat.
I freeze.
I turn.
And Saul steps forward, fists clenched, jaw trembling, eyes burning into me.




CHAPTER FOUR

Saul
The universe must be having one hell of a laugh at me right now.
The whole reason I came here is to escape the thoughts of this curvy gorgeous off-limits woman, and so of course the second I walk through the door, there she is.
She turns, lips parting slightly, the blossoms in her cheek making her look endearing, making her feel magnetic, as though any moment I’m going to sprint across the room and claim her right here, bend her over one of my old decommissioned cars and ram her hard, ram her like she deserves.
I have to clench my fists and jaw to fight the need that propels unceasingly through me.
I can scent her in the air, which makes no damn sense. But it’s true. Her scent wafts over to me in swirling touches of womb and need and motherhood and pure hot sex. My seed flares within me, roaring at me with an atavistic desire to claim her before the dark comes, before the wolves and the fire and the danger.
Claim her. Put a child in her belly before it’s too late.
“I’m sorry,” she says, after a pause during which we just gaze at each other.
Does she feel the same?
I don’t know.
All I know is that if given the chance I’d make her feel more than she’s ever felt before. I’d slide my finger into the wetness of her slit, push past one knuckle and then the other, pin her against the wall, and with my other hand claim her golden hair in my fist.
“Cream for me,” I’d growl, close to her ear. “Until I see your luscious cream squirting all over my hand, we’re going to stay like this. I don’t care how long it takes. A minute, an hour, all night. Cream for me, Sadie.”
I walk toward her, realizing I haven’t said anything, that I’m just staring at her like a wild, patient beast.
“No need to apologize,” I grunt.
“This place is amazing,” she says. “The whole house is.”
“Thank you,” I murmur, as we both walk closer, and closer, until we’re inches from each other and I can smell her perfume and her scent and her just-Sadie tanginess.
Her womb.
God, I can smell the neediness of her.
“What are these, all your old cars?”
“Yep,” I say, forcibly unclenching my fists, trying to project the image that I’m Fiona’s father and nothing more, that there isn’t a maelstrom of desire and compulsion swirling through my very soul.
“Well, they look pretty awesome,” she says.
“Thank you,” I say, my voice stilted as a thousand unsaid things writhe beneath the surface.
We stare at each other.
Who are you, Sadie? Tell me everything about you. It’s only fitting that a man knows everything about the future mother of his children.
“The house, too,” she goes on, swallowing so that her throat shifts, her cheeks blazing an even firmer red. “I wanted to ask … why all the old-timey stuff? The shields and the suits of armor and the tapestries?”
I find myself moving closer, dangerously – the door open behind us – but even so, I move until we’re almost touching. I can feel her breath pick up, feel it against my neck. I can see her eyes grow wide and she bites her lip in a way that sends savage certainty to my manhood.
“I guess some dreams never die,” I murmur. “When I was a kid, I had a dream that I’d be able to fill a house with all the things from the stories I was obsessed with. And then when I was wealthy enough to do it, I thought … fuck it, why the hell not?”
Why the hell not … does she know that I’m talking about more than my decorative choices?
“What about you?” I go on, unable to stop myself. My voice taking on a husky quality.
“What about me?” she whispers, staring back up at me with a gaze that sends signals right to the ancient part of me, the pre-civilization part.
What are you waiting for? Take her. Take her NOW.
“Well…” I find myself smirking as I burn my gaze into hers. “What are your dreams, Sadie?”
She blinks, as though expecting any moment to wake and find out that this has all been a dream. Perhaps that would be for the best, because then we could do anything we wanted without causing Fiona any heartache, without betraying her in a vicious way.
“Do you really care?” she says, a note of sassiness in her voice.
I step away with a shrug, pretending that I don’t care where in fact I care about nothing else at this moment.
Just her. Just my woman.
“I was just making conversation, Sparkplug.”
Now her smile is glorious, spreading across her lips, her kissable, fuckable lips.
“I’m sorry, but what the heck did you just call me?”
“Did I stutter?” I banter right back. “I called you Sparkplug because you seem to ignite pretty damn easy. All I did was ask you a question and you got all fiery.”
She giggles, the sound like music. I find myself smirking more than I have in years as she rolls her eyes and then aims pouting lips at me. That pout causes the base of my manhood to throb, my manhood that is already tense and solid at the sight of her, almost painful as it presses against the prison of my underwear.
“That’s not fair,” she says.
“What isn’t?” I retort.
“Well, if you’re going to give me a nickname, I think I should get to give you one, too.”
I spread my hands in a sign of acceptance. “Have at it … Sparkplug.”
She folds her arms, which causes her breasts to press together in her T-shirt. I can’t help but gaze at them, the shape of them beneath her clothes, my mind flooding with images of me tearing her shirt loose and revealing her fleshy mounds. Sucking, nibbling, coaxing her to orgasm as I swirl my tongue around her lust-pricked nipples.
And then I see her breastfeeding our first child with those life giving mounds, looking over the top of our child’s head to aim a smile at me, a smile that’s mine and nobody else’s.
Stop.
Even this banter is wrong.
“Grumpy-kins,” she says.
I can’t help but laugh, the sound deep and echoing in the cavernous room.
“Grumpy-kins? I didn’t realize I was a character in a children’s book.” I say.
“Did I stutter?” she teases, repeating my own words back to me. “All I know is you’ve been grumpy all night, so yeah, there’s your name. Take it or leave it.”
“I think I’ll leave it, Sparkplug,” I growl.
“Fine,” she huffs, letting her hands drop, her breasts giving a sensual jiggle.
She’s not wearing a bra, I realize.
Oh, Jesus Christ, underneath her T-shirt her nipples are bare. All I’d have to do is slide my hands over her curvy hips and then up the fleshy gradations of her flesh, and her breasts would be right there, ready to grab, to please, to suck and lick, to make them shiny and wet enough so that I could slip my cock between them, pulsing, pumping, firing my seed all over her chest.
I take a step back, letting out a growling breath.
“Well, I’ll leave you to it,” I say.
“No, it’s fine, I’ll go …”
She trails off as I turn and walk away, already halfway out the door.
My heart is pumping as I stride through the house, a rushing in my ears telling me that what I just did was wrong.
The banter, the closeness.
Sparkplug.
I shouldn’t be giving her nicknames.
We shouldn’t be joking around like that, with an undertone of attraction beneath the words, waiting to rise up like a primordial animal and snap its teeth closed on mine and Fiona’s father-daughter relationship.
I try to close my thoughts.
I walk and I clench my fists, and finally, I find myself in my gym, where I walk right to the punching bag and lay into it without gloves on.
“This.”
I smash it hard, causing it to whine as it rocks in its bracket, the leather of the heavy bag crinkling as my knuckles pulse painfully.
“Is.”
Again, I hit, causing an animal-like squeak.
“Wrong.”
I hit.
“Wrong, wrong, fucking wrong.”
Smash, smash, and smash until my knuckles are sore and red.




CHAPTER FIVE

Sadie
I wake with a groggy feeling, fatigue draped over me like an invisible heavy blanket.
Getting to sleep last night was next to impossible with the word Sparkplug bouncing around my head, causing spirals of confusion to move through me, making me question why the heck Saul Sykes would banter with me like that.
I sit up and let out a yawn, my head pulsing with a headache from lack of sleep.
With the morning sunlight shafting through the windows, hazy with the clinging snow, the meeting with Saul last night seems like a dream.
Did we really stand bare inches from each other, so close I could feel his breath, see the brimming intensity in his eyes?
Did we really laugh together?
I shake my head and stand, dragging myself into the ensuite, maybe a will shower help to wash away some of the unreality still tethered to me from last night.
It’s painfully predictable what traitorous thoughts flood into my mind the second the hot water slides down my skin, making me tingle and sizzle with the heat of it. And even if I saw it coming a mile away, it makes no difference.
His hands, the sultriness of his breath, the way he strode confidently over to me as though any second he was going to lean down and kiss me.
I wash quickly, not allowing those thoughts to push me to anything I might regret. The shower pressure is way too freaking tempting with Saul staring sternly at me in my mind, with that smirk touching his lips, my nickname ready to fire at me and send me into a confusing world of sensation.
Wrapping myself in the fluffy bathrobe, I walk across the bathroom, the heated floors drying my feet almost by the time I get to the bedroom door. I glance at my phone and see that I’ve got a text from Aaron, letting me know he’s thinking of me. I text him back and then spot the handwritten note on the bedside table.
Is it from him? a voice whispers in my mind, too full of giddy hopefulness. I bet it is. He’s going to ask if I’m a Sparkplug in more ways than one. He’s going to tell me to meet him in some secret room and then we’re going to give in to this wild feeling I can’t get rid of, that I don’t want to get rid of.
I let out a sigh when I pick up the note, but whether it’s of relief or disappointment even I can’t tell.
Tried waking you, but you were really out of it. I’m running into Marchway to check out the bookstore. I’ll be back by lunchtime. Lots of love and try not to piss Dad off LOL xx
I glance at my phone again, reading the time.
Half-past nine, which means that potentially I’m going to be alone in the house with Saul for the next two plus hours.
I drop onto the edge of the bed, wrapping my arms around myself so that the fluffy material of the bathrobe presses closer to my skin.
This is a big house – that’s an understatement – so it wouldn’t exactly be difficult for me to stay out of Saul’s way until Fiona got home. I could even just stay in my room, ensuring that our paths don’t cross. That way I won’t have to address Sparkplug or last night, or the seemingly real possibility that the whole thing was a figment of my imagination, a twisted dream.
“Jasper.”
His voice, just outside my bedroom door, growly and husky just like it was last night.
“Dammit, boy.”
I leap to my feet and brush down my bathrobe when I see my door cracking open, and then snap open when the powerful dog comes loping into the room, a big pink grin on his face as he bounds over to me, all wagging tail and hanging tongue.
“Hello, Jasper,” I laugh. “This is a nice surprise.”
I reach down to greet him as he sits like a good boy, taking my petting in a dignified way.
And sure, maybe I focus on Jasper so I don’t have to address the hulking form of Saul filling the doorframe, standing there in a silver suit with a confused expression on his face, his lips twisted, his eyes seeming to flit over me before settling elsewhere, anywhere else, anywhere except for me.
Look at me, some part of me screams. Drink me in with your eyes. Possess me with your gaze.
“He never normally does that,” Saul murmurs, stalking slowly into the room. “Just running off like that. He must really like you.”
“He’s the cutest dog in the universe,” I baby-talk to him, framing his face in my hands and leaning down to kiss him on the top of the head.
It’s only as I stand that I realize the movements caused my robe to shift, showing the top of my chest, maybe a little cleavage. I glance up at Saul and see that his lips have become a hard line with a subtle twist that could mean disgust or … or what? Or lust?
I push that thought away, telling myself it’s impossible.
Sparkplug.
Fine, he gave me a nickname, we had some friendly banter. He was probably just surprised to find me down there and thought it best to be friendly to his daughter’s friend. It doesn’t mean anything.
“Fiona’s out,” Saul says.
“I know,” I murmur. “She left me a note.”
A quiet hangs between us. Outside, a bird chirps, the wind rustles. With miles and miles of snowy countryside around us, with the inner warmth so different from the outer cold, it feels as if we’re the only two people left on an abandoned world.
I feel my nipples harden and tingle and I’m glad the fabric of the bathrobe is so thick, that he can’t see my evident, untamable lust.
“Okay then,” Saul says, that light smirk touching his lips, almost like the suggestion of a smile. Making this man crack a true ear-to-ear grin might become one of my goals in life. “I’ll leave you to it. Are you okay with Jasper or do you want me to take him?”
I keep stroking the not-so-little guy, his bright eyes, and his grinning face more than enough to set my heart melting.
“I’m okay,” I tell him.
Saul turns to leave and, crazily, I’m opening my mouth again. I’m talking. I barely even hear my own words before they’re out.
“I was thinking of making breakfast actually,” I say. “I mean if you don’t mind. Maybe I could make you some too? You know, to say thanks for letting me stay.”
He turns back to me and again his eyes flit over me.
I imagine him mentally peeling away the bathrobe, revealing my bare skin, and somehow being delighted in what he finds.
In reality, I know that a man like Saul Sykes – a Formula One star, a muscular freaking goliath – could get women far more model-like than me.
But it doesn’t stop my mind from throwing up the possibilities.
His smirk twitches and he stands up straighter. Every inch of him roars with power, like a silverback gorilla beating his chest to mark his territory. But it’s more subtle than that, more of an undertone, as though he won his territory decades ago and is now free to do whatever – or whoever – he wants.
Being held by him would be like being cradled by a benevolent predator.
“I’ll never turn down a meal,” he says, his eyes burning into me.
Am I your meal, Saul?
I imagine all of this, of course, projecting my own desires onto him. Really he’s probably just being friendly, the same way he was just being friendly last night. If I were to reveal all my spinning thoughts to him now, the best response I could hope for is blank bemusement.
The worst would see me being kicked onto the snowy doorstep with him telling me to get the heck out of here.
“Right, great,” I say, rising to my feet and walking toward the door.
“Don’t you want to…” He trails off, eyes narrowed like a hunter. “Actually, never mind Sparkplug. After you.”
Sparkplug.
At least that confirms that I didn’t dream last night’s exchange.
I walk ahead of him, unwilling to look back in case some quality in his expression causes me to second guess all of this. It’s not as though this is some carefully thought out plan. I don’t even know why I made the offer, except for the chance to be close to him, to feel his stare, to smell his musky manly scent, and hear the growly huskiness of his voice.
I walk to the end of the hallway, stopping next to a hanging tapestry, and then turn left on a whim.
“Wrong way, Sparkplug,” Saul says, chuckling now.
“Oh, it’s funny?” I sass, spinning on him, unable to stop myself.
He stands a few feet away, hands hanging at his sides, ready to use, ready to own. Jasper sits at his feet, head tilted, as though he’s trying his best to interpret the conversation.
“No offense intended, Sadie,” he says. “It’s just too tempting to tease you. Your blushing face is just too sweet.”
“I do not blush,” I snap … blushing. “Now, if you’ll point me in the right direction, I may consider not poisoning your breakfast.”
“Well, in that case,” he growls. “I’ll have to watch you very carefully every step of the way.”
Our eyes meet. Is he thinking the same thing?
What are we doing? What does this mean?
I look to Jasper, the big lovable boy sitting there patiently. At least I have him as a buffer between us. It’s not like anything’s going to happen with him in the room, not that anything’s going to happen anyway.
But still.
Better safe than sorry.
Then Jasper grins, a little mischievously it seems to me, and paws regally past me and down the hallway.
“He’s taking himself for a walk,” Saul says, probably reading my confusion. “He does that around this time most days. He likes to walk the grounds. He’ll be back in an hour.”
“Oh,” I say.
So it’s just the two of us.
And I’m in my bathrobe. I think back to just now when Saul was going to say something but then stopped himself. Was that it? Maybe he wants me to be in my bathrobe.
“Which way, then?” I murmur.
Saul steps forward, waving a hand.
“I’ll show you,” he says in a husky tone.
I want him to show me, yes.
I want him to show me everything he has to offer. Even if I know it’s wrong, even if I know Fiona would go nuclear if she learned even one-tenth of the traitorous thoughts flooding my psyche.




CHAPTER SIX

Saul
I sit at the kitchen bar, looking over the counter as Sadie turns the frying bacon with the spatula.
Sizzles fill the air, the extractor fan humming, but nothing sizzles and hums as persistently as the sensation in my manhood, a constant repeating flurry of need that makes me harder and tenser as each moment passes.
Standing there in her red bathrobe, sometimes opening at the top to reveal a tempting sliver of flesh – a sliver that hints at the glory of her round juicy breasts – with her blonde hair still wet from the shower and her thighs thick and creamy and delicious poking out the bottom, dammit, she’s like a gift wrapped in sex and tied with a knot of illicit want.
I try to focus on the scent of bacon, but it’s too easy to smell her instead, the tangy neediness of her womb.
Impregnate her. Own her.
It’s become a war chant in my mind, unstoppable, the same way my nerves used to ramp up before a race.
The danger, the desire to win, the cutthroat do-whatever-it-takes mastery, all of it returns to me now … and fires at Sadie as she stands in my kitchen, no idea that if it wasn’t for her friendship with my daughter she’d be bent over the counter right now taking every hot inch I have to offer.
“Do you like it crispy?” she asks.
“I’ll take it however you’re offering it,” I say, unable to stop myself from smirking.
Because it’s true.
If she offered to bend over, then I’d plunge right in and take her hard and deep until she was squirting all down my length.
But if she came to me dry and shy, I’d slide my hand slowly up her leg, teasing the excitement out of her, softly toying with her until I felt the first taste of wetness. And then I’d ply her with her own desire, rubbing, pleasing, until she was gushing and ready to take my length.
On her back, on her goddamn side, I don’t give a damn.
As long as I’m inside of her, as long as this unignorable tension at the base of my manhood gets some release.
My seed roars at me, battering the walls of my consciousness, demanding to know why it isn’t being shot into her womb right now.
We’ve got babies to make, after all.
“Okay,” she says, biting her lips, blushing a little.
Is it possible this woman doesn’t realize how beautiful she is?
The bathrobe isn’t short, but neither it is long, and as she leans forward to flip another piece of bacon it rides up, almost gives me a glimpse of the bottom of that round meaty ass, an ass that’s begging to be bitten and spanked and possessed.
My length is so hard it hurts, the head engorged, pressing against my boxers and my pants.
“So what are your plans for the day?” she murmurs.
“Nothing much,” I say, barely hearing my own words, too busy objectifying her like the unhinged beast I am. “I need to review some racing tapes for a couple of prospects. I’m taking a look at an old buddy’s memoir and giving notes. What about you?”
“Um, I don’t know,” she says.
How about lying on your back and opening those mouth watering thighs of yours, presenting your pink hungry slit for me, because that’s sweeter than any meal, soaked and eager? Is that what you’re doing, my horny beautiful Sparkplug?
“I might do some college work. Or maybe I’ll just pretend to do college work and actually just melt my brain on Facebook. You know, the millennial way.”
Ah.
A hint?
Perhaps she’s subtly reminding me of our age difference, twenty and forty-one.
Perhaps she notices the way I’m staring at her, the possessive fire flaring in every subtle tic of my expression.
“I guess it’d be good to catch up with your boyfriend,” I say, shamelessly fishing.
I really don’t give a damn.
I need this woman like oxygen.
If I don’t taste her heat, if I don’t drink her cream and coat my enraged manhood with it, I’m not sure I’ll ever have a coherent thought again.
She laughs, her blushing become infernos now. “Ha, right.”
“What?” I snarl, gripping the edge of the counter so hard my knuckles turn white. I stop the moment I realize what I’m doing it, wondering if she noticed. “What’s so funny?”
“It’s nothing.”
“Come on, Sparkplug, don’t get all shy on me now.”
She bites her lip in that way that’s quickly becoming my favorite gesture in the whole damn world. Then she lets it go with a sigh, high-pitched and breathy, and it’s all too easy to imagine her making a similar noise as my finger circled her hole, getting closer, and closer …
“I guess you could say I’m not really the boyfriend type.”
Good.
Her curves are carved of heavenly gradations, her hair is casual and messy and yet captivating. Her eyes pierce and her voice is like an angel’s song. She’s motherhood material and fuck-me-now material all rolled into one. She’s the perfect package and I feel my chest soaring in victory at the thought that she’s not attached.
Not that I can do a damn thing about it, I remind myself.
She turns back to the bacon and I move my gaze down to her legs, praying to the bathrobe gods that they lift hers up just a few more inches. I imagine the curvature of her ass, the tempting way it would peak for me.
A touch, that’s what I’d tell myself.
Just one touch.
But the moment I felt the warmth of her skin, I’d become a savage. Or rather the savage inside of me would break loose and I’d have her pressed against the wall, shivering and squirming and squirting against my hand.
She finishes the bacon and dishes it onto plates, carrying it over to the bar.
She sits at the bar, one stool over, perhaps sensing the animal desire spreading through me like a berserker’s drug.
I bite into the crispiness of the bacon, feeling and hearing the crunch, the taste spreading satisfyingly around my mouth.
Goddamn, she can cook too. God save me.
“Verdict?” she asks, nervousness in her tone.
“Amazing, Sparkplug,” I say. “Fucking glorious.”
“Jeez,” she giggles intoxicatingly. “I’ve never had my cooking described like that before.”
“Don’t let any of the men at college know how well you can cook,” I joke. Or at least I try to make it sound like a joke. Really I’m mentally dismembering any asshole who’d ever make the mistake of thinking she’s his. “You’ll have them lining up from coast to coast.”
“Men?” she laughs, taking a piece of bacon as she shakes her head. “Nah, all we have at college are boys. Immature little boys.”
I chuckle knowingly. “Twenty year olds can be pretty immature … present company excepted, of course.”
I add the last part quickly when she shoots me a fiery pout straight out of hell. But then if it’s from hell, I’m going to get to sinning real damn quick so I can join her there.
“I guess – you know if I was going to have a boyfriend – I’d want him to be experienced.”
My heart thunders in my chest, my pectorals going tight, throbbing, my manhood flaring now like a rocket ship ready to take off.
And then, even if I know it’s dead wrong, I find myself sliding my hand along the counter, toward hers.
I find myself getting closer, annihilating the distance between us, my need to feel her flesh so overwhelming it drowns out thoughts of Fiona, thoughts of betrayal.
You know this is wrong. You know this road leads to disaster.
I try to picture Fiona’s face if she ever found out.
But all I can see is Sadie, her bright eyes, the redness of her cheeks, my sassy anxious Sparkplug.
“Do you have any idea how fucking—”
“Hello?” Fiona calls from the hallway. “Is that bacon? Oh, God, please tell me it’s bacon.”
I snatch my hand away and Sadie does the same, both of us turning from each other, even as I sense the magnetic pull willing us both to turn back.
Fiona walks in a moment later.




CHAPTER SEVEN

Sadie
The four of us – Saul, Fiona, Jasper, and me – sit on the backyard porch in our winter coats. Even Jasper has a fluffy jacket, white with black spots just like his natural coat. Our cocoas throw steam into the air, whirls that dance and shift, and all I can think about is half an hour ago when Saul’s hand slid down the bar and—
And what? What was he going to do?
The thought strikes that he was going to kiss me, going to grab me and take me right there. I still hover in a world of disbelief, though, each time the recollection punctures my mind. It just seems so impossible, so unlikely, that my mind starts positing other scenarios.
Fiona isn’t really my friend, this is all a twisted long-game trick and she’s convinced her dad to pretend to be attracted to me like some twisted joke?
But that doesn’t make sense. Fi and I have been through too much over the past couple of years for that to be true. She was the one who held me the night my parents’ died, for Christ’s sake.
I sigh, my breath clouding the air.
Saul glances at me, looking like a Viking warrior in a fur fringed coat. His dark eyes penetrate me, going deep into my womb, making my insides swarm with the memory of how close we were in the kitchen, the feeling that’s happening, right now. That was going to be the moment my life finally, properly began.
But then Fiona walked in, telling us the bookstore was closed. She’d come home early.
A minute later and she might’ve caught us—caught us doing what, though?
The disbelief won’t stop taunting in my mind.
“I was thinking of heading back into town this evening,” Fiona says, pulling her sleeves up around her hands. “There’s this poetry reading at the library. What do you think, Sadie? I mean, a couple of my old high school friends are going, but you’re more than welcome to come.”
“Nah, I think I might just hang here if you don’t mind.”
She peers at me closely.
She knows. Even if there’s nothing to know, she freaking knows.
I feel so rotten when she looks at me like that, innocence mixed with confusion.
“I mean it, hon,” she says. “You’re my best friend. I like those girls, but they’re not Goldilocks and Fi. You wouldn’t be imposing at all.”
“I believe you,” I smile. “I’m just not really in the mood.”
She shrugs, thinking nothing of it, even as I glance over at Saul to study the tightness of his jaw. I drag my gaze away to the snow sheeted garden, stretching like a white carpet for miles and miles around, glittering as the sun soars toward its zenith.
“Nothing shines like melting snow,” Fiona says, an invigorated note in her voice. “Hey, I might put that in my book.”
“You should,” I say, perhaps with too much sudden passion in my voice.
“It’s a beautiful line, Fiona,” Saul quickly follows.
“Okay,” she says, gaze flitting between us. “You know I’m totally over the bookstore being closed, right? It was just a simple mistake. You don’t need to coddle me or anything.”
“I seem to remember one particular bookstore that led to a temper tantrum…” I say.
She shoots me a look, trying to be fierce even as the corners of her lips tug upward. The expression reminds me of Saul and the moment I think that messed-up thought, I wish I could squash it like a bug.
This is so weird.
But my want for him doesn’t wane under the weight of the weirdness. It persists, it grows, it flourishes with the greedy yearning of my womb to fuel it.
“What’s this, then?” Saul smirks.
“Sadie,” Fiona mock warns, all smiles. “Don’t you dare.”
“What? I think it’s cute.”
“What happened?” Saul chuckles, somehow still making it gruff like he always does.
Fiona huffs and rolls her eyes. “Basically, this absolute ass clown decided that it would be a good idea to try and shoplift a book right in front of me. So I sort of gave him a—a very light dressing down.”
“And by light, she means she verbally tore him to shreds and went on a tirade about how important bookstores are until the guy just dropped the book and ran out of there.”
“Well, he deserved it,” Fiona huffs, the three of us laughing together, Jasper looking between us, his tongue hanging happily.
The three of us laughing together.
Nobody will be able to convince me this isn’t the strangest scenario ever.




CHAPTER EIGHT

Saul
Hey Dad. Just letting you know I’m going to be out late/maybe might be coming back tomorrow morning. We’re going for a few drinks and might stay over at Jessica’s. Can you please let Sadie know that she can join us in town if she wants? Or just tell her to get her head out of her books and check her phone LOL. I’ve texted her about a million times! Anyway didn’t mean this to turn into an essay. Byeeeeeee x
I let out a growling breath of air, half fueled by the workout I’ve just completed and half fueled by the feeling that comes over me as I read the words.
I find myself praying that Sadie agrees to go into town with Fiona because that way she’ll be out of the house and it won’t just be me and her here, our own private winter getaway, a refuge, a secret place where secret sinful things happen.
My groin aches just thinking about those things, my balls becoming stones of tension, pulsing and tightening, waiting to release my hunting seed.
And my prey is her.
But there’s another part of me, the savage primal part. This is the wolf that turns its teeth to the moon and howls every time I think about Sadie, the cute shyness in her eyes, the sassy-shy way she bites her lip, a combination that seems impossible and yet captures me like a damn spell.
That part would rather smash her phone to tiny crystalline pieces than let her go into Marchway tonight.
You’re staying with me, I imagine snarling at her, standing at the end of her bed with one hand casually stroking the bare slick length of my member. I’d stroke it slow, saving the real friction-laced pumping for her wet slit. Now bend over and grab those juicy ass cheeks for me. Right now, Sadie.
“What do you think, boy?” I murmur, looking across the gym at Jasper, curled in a content ball in the corner.
He glances up and yawns, determinedly uninterested, and then lays his head on his paws.
“I know,” I mutter. “I’m starting to get tired of going around and around on the issue too, believe me. I guess I better go tell her though.”
I look away from Jasper as I say the last part, knowing he’ll be able to see through my tone.
As though I don’t want to see her again.
The world has fallen dark again, and I haven’t seen her since this morning. Each passing minute growing the tension inside of me.
Tic-tic-tic and each one bringing with it an increasing furor in my ears, a rising lust song that can’t be ignored.
Even if I know it must be ignored.
I grab a quick shower and change into a T-shirt and casual shorts, rolling my arms in my shoulders, jabbing at the air a couple of times to loosen myself up. Jasper has disappeared into the house somewhere, perhaps his bedroom in the north wing.
I check my phone and see that it’s eight o’clock, more than enough time. If I know Fiona and her Marchway friends, she’ll be out until one or two in the morning minimum, which means …
It means nothing, old man, I try to tell myself.
But I don’t feel old as I prowl through the night to her bedroom, through the shadows past suits of armor and weapons and ancient violent things, the sort of objects I’d have used to protect my queen once upon a time.
It’s not just lust, which would be bad enough.
It’s her spirit, her soul, her body, the shape of her hips, the reflected shape they form in my mind each time I consume her with my traitor’s gaze. It’s the shape that tells me I need to palm them and guide her, up and down, up and down on my slick length.
To make a child, our child.
Ah.
It hurts, thinking about it and not doing it. It aches with the force of my ancestors, which makes no sense, which I should find damn ridiculous. But it’s carnal, vital, something I can’t grasp.
All I know is the image of her cradling our newborn child to her chest fills me with something unspeakable, and yet something I need to fulfill.
I grit my teeth and I let out a long shivering snarl.
I standing outside her bedroom door. On the other side, music plays quietly. There are no lyrics, just horns and deep billowing voices moaning wordlessly.
I don’t have to clench my fist to knock. It’s been clenched all day since the near-kiss in the kitchen since I almost claimed her on the counter like the meal she is.
“Yes?” she calls.
“It’s me,” I say. “Saul.”
“Oh, um, come in.”
I open the door a crack.
“Wait,” she calls.
I can’t help but smirk. “You just said come in, Sparkplug. Which is it?”
“Yeah, I’m sort of not decent. Hang on.”
My member jerks and it’s almost like my seed develops speech. It tells me, “Okay, this is getting impossible to resist now. Just get in there and take her. When she’s saying things like that, goddamn beautiful sexy dirty things, what are you supposed to do? You’re a man, aren’t you? Your flesh and blood?”
I clench my fist harder on the handle, the cool metal biting. It doesn’t help. Nothing will help.
“Okay,” she says after a pause.
I push the door open to find her standing next to her desk, wearing pajama shorts that have me salivating and a tank top that’s even more prepossessing. I note that her bra strap is twisted, and I wonder if that’s what she meant by being sort of not decent.
For some reason, the thought of her fussing to put a bra on to make herself proper for me makes my cock somehow more rigid.
She’s wrapping herself up for me, the perfect Christmas present.
And I can’t wait to unwrap her.
“Fiona texted you,” I tell her. “And I’ve been charged with making sure you read them, all one million.”
She giggles sweetly. “What did she say?”
“She wants to know if you’re going to join her in Marchway with her friends.”
“Now?” she asks.
“I think so.”
I glance at the desk and see that it’s covered in college work, zoology textbooks, her laptop open on an academic journal article. Her notepad is bright with the reds and greens and pinks of her assorted pens.
“Why the colors?” I ask.
“I categorize the topics,” she says. “It just helps me to remember them.”
“And the music?”
She tilts her head. “Why all the questions, Saul?” she asks.
Every time she says my name, in that just-Sadie way, the gorgeous mix of shyness and budding bravery, I feel something whirl inside me. The universe, fate, whatever it is—whatever word I’m using now that I never would’ve used before.
Something.
My cock pulses, a second heartbeat when she’s around, her legs creamy and thick and bare, her breasts bulging and tempting to grab.
“How about this?” I say. “You answer my question and you get to ask one of your own?”
She pouts, making a hmmm noise, exaggeratedly thinking. Her cuteness is killing me, executing my self-control.
“Okay, you’ve got a deal.”
“So, why the music?”
“Because I like it,” she says.
“Copout,” I groan then grin. “Of course you like it, Sparkplug. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be listening to it. But why?”
An eerie look comes into her eyes, as though she’s reflecting some unseen image. I find that we’ve closed the distance to each other without really choosing to or realizing it.
We’re inches apart, somehow.
Staring into each other and I think we both know, deep down, where this has to go. I think we know it was decided the moment I laid eyes on her.
Was that really only yesterday?
“Do you want the truth?”
“From you? Always, Sadie.”
I reach down and I take her hand. I just take her hand without asking, without us ever having held hands before, and somehow we both silently acknowledge that it’s okay.
There’s no awkwardness.
Sparks fire, sizzling sensation a thousand times stronger than I’ve ever felt before, than I ever dreamed was possible from just touching a woman. Touching her.
I flip my hand and interlace my fingers with hers.
How is this happening? Why aren’t we more shocked by each other?
“It was the album I was listening to when I got the phone call that … that my parents had been in a car crash,” she whispers. “And sometimes – I don’t know why – but sometimes I just listen to it on repeat. Over and over. Because—”
“What?” I urge.
“I can’t,” she murmurs her tears like wet diamonds in the lights. “Another time, maybe, if you’re still interested.”
I give her hand a squeeze, the feeling thrumming up my forearm and down my torso and right to my length.
Take. Her. Raw. And hard.
Even now, as she’s baring her emotional side to me, these thoughts fire and jaggedly tear at me. But how couldn’t they? She’s sex on thick grab-me legs. But I push that feeling down, let my genuine interest in her soul rise instead.
I’m starting to learn that functioning around a woman as heaven-carved as Sadie is a matter of degrees.
“Anyway,” she says, “it’s my turn.”
“Go ahead,” I smirk, the pathos passing.
For now.
“Why the suits?” she asks. “I mean, I see right now that you’re in, you know, what a normal person wears around their house. But yesterday and all day today you were walking around the place suited-and-booted like you were about to go to a business meeting.”
“I’m a spy, Sadie,” I tell her. “About halfway through my Formula One career I was recruited for my driving skill. I worked for Homeland Security, driving bomb-disposal teams in special government cars that were based on Formula One vehicles. Anyway, in the intelligence community, they all wore suits, so I guess I just …”
I cut off, grinning like the wild dog I am when I see her eyebrow cocked in sassy luxuriousness and her lips twist in endearing incredulity.
“Do you really expect me to fall for that?” she says.
“Okay, okay,” I chuckle. “No, I’m not a spy.”
She folds her arms, pushing those breasts together.
We’ve let go of each other’s hand now, a natural evolution, with the silent understanding – I can scent the understanding in her, fucking hell – that we’ll do it again. And maybe not mention it.
Maybe we’ll do more and silently agree to keep it quiet, no explicit reasoning required.
I drag my gaze from those bulbous fleshy pleasure givers to her face.
“But that’s exactly what a spy would say if they were a spy and regretted admitting to being a spy, right?”
“Exactly,” I say. “So, you believe that I’m a spy. I’m glad we agree, Sparkplug.”
“That is not what I said.”
She darts her hand out and lands a sportive slap on my pec, the imprint of her hand burning through my T-shirt and causing my skin to flare imperatively.
“So … why the suits?”
“I was born dirt poor,” I say. “Growing up, my old man was always ranting about his suits, about how he wished he could have a whole room full of them, wear a new one every day. It started as a joke with the old fella, but then it sort of stuck.”
She smiles. “Where is he now?”
“Gone.”
“Where—Oh,” she cuts off, reading my face. “I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay,” I say. “Cancer, one hell of a thing. He was seventy. My mom is alive and well, she lives in Malta with her new husband and … And I don’t know why I’m telling you any of this, Sparkplug.”
We pause and stare. Outside a wind whips up the snow and aims it at the window, but the warmth inside causes it to steam and become a mirror that just shines the inside back at us until there is only the inside.
Only us.
A winter’s night with a woman made for pleasing, loving.
Anything could happen.
I feel my phone buzz and I check it, guessing correctly that it’s Fiona.
“Fiona’s definitely staying out tonight,” I say, voice husky. “She says you’re – quote – more than mother-thumping welcome to get your ass down here and then top-and-tail me as Jess’s house.”
“Hmm.” Her tongue runs over her lips … and then, in my mind, around the tip of my manhood, and then her lips open and I’m inside of her, pumping, her eyes wide as they gaze up at me, silently begging for more. “I don’t know if I want to, to be honest. I’m not much of a party girl. That’s more Fiona’s … Oh, God, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be talking to you about this.”
That’s right.
Because Fiona’s my daughter and she’s her best friend and this is all a malformed mess.
I’m starting not to care, though.
“Don’t worry,” I say. “This isn’t the first time Fiona’s stayed out late. But at least it gives us an opportunity, eh?”
“To do what?” she asks, voice breathy with possibility.
To fuck. To put our first child inside your womb. To claim you and own you and mark you with my seed so that every other predator in this savage world can know who you belong to.
“To drive,” I say.
“To drive?” she repeats. “Where are we driving to, Saul?”
I smirk. “Downstairs.”
“What?”




CHAPTER NINE

Sadie
I stare in awe as the overhead lights blink on, one by one as though for maximum effect.
The basement is a warehouse-sized room, stretching from what must be one side of the estate to the other, the racetrack laid out in a looping circuit that returns to itself via a bridge. At the side, the Go-Karts are lined up, painted in similar colors and patterns to Saul’s Formula One cars upstairs.
“Now you’re just showing off,” I giggle.
He turns to me with his characteristic smirk, looking somehow more primal in his shorts and T-shirt. His muscles on display and they’re so tight and honed I have to keep reminding myself not to stare.
I remember how he took my hand in the bedroom, just casually reached across and took it. And then held it – about a million lightning bolts shattering in the contact – and we both just silently agreed not to address it.
It’s like we both somehow know that if we were to address this – whatever this is - than we’d have to address Fiona, and what this means for her.
I try to tell myself I’m getting ahead of everything.
Maybe this is still nothing.
But he leaned toward me in the kitchen, didn’t he?
And he did hold my hand. There’s no question about that.
“Maybe I’m showing off a little,” he agrees, smirk twitching. “What’d you think, though? See if you’re as much of a Sparkplug on the track.”
“Are they electric?”
“Yes, why?”
“I don’t think I’d be able to handle the real thing,” I admit.
“They’re safe,” he says, and then pauses to consider, tapping his chin in an over the top way that makes me fill the room with dorky laughter. “Well, safe-ish.”
“Great, you’re really filling me with confidence,” I mutter dryly.
I’m still in my tank top and shorts, my bra all tangled from where I hastily pulled it on.
His eyes locked on me as I adjusted it on the way here.
Fine, maybe I did it on purpose.
Maybe I’m playing the same game like he is if he’s playing one if this isn’t all some invented ploy.
We’re both basically half-dressed, no buttons to fumble with, no clasps or zips, nothing to get in the way if we fall upon each other, hands exploring.
Then what, Sadie? Do you really think you’ll be able to please this man? You better hope you’re wrong. Because the second he touches you, really touches you, he’ll realize just how inexperienced you are.
Anxiety lances up my spine.
“Let’s find you a ride,” he says.
Together we move to the Go-Karts, walking shoulder to shoulder, or more like arm and shoulder, almost touching.
I try to picture Fiona out with her hometown friends.
I try to make rise some anger toward her, as though that will justify this blazing madness that won’t sputter out inside of me. I tell myself it’s not fair, how she left me here, how she abandoned me when we’re supposed to be besties.
But of course, that’s just juvenile nonsense. She invited me and I declined and this isn’t first freaking grade. We’re allowed to have other friends.
The truth is there’s no excuse.
“What do you think?” he asks, as we walk up and down in front of the Go-Karts.
I swallow as I glance at them, a nasty thought knifing into my mind.
“Um, do the seats adjust?” I murmur, my cheeks already flushing red.
He studies me closely, eyes narrowed, as though trying to divine the source of my blushing.
“Are you okay?” he asks a moment later.
“Yeah,” I lie. “Just wondering.”
“They adjust,” he growls. “They’ll have to if they’re gonna fit those perfect goddamn hips. And that fine ass.”
Oh. My. God.
My heart hammers and my sex goes tight, literally warms and tightens up in a split second after the comment. My clit grinds against my panties and I feel my lips tingle just as much.
He smirks and raises his eyebrows, a challenge.
If anybody else said something like that, it’d be way too forward.
But with Saul Sykes staring at me with his black iron peppered hair, his square jaw, his pin-me-in-place eyes, I shiver, inwardly, outwardly, everywhere.
I shiver under his dominator’s gaze.
“So … they do adjust then?” I murmur weakly, barely even able to get those words out, his comment so unexpected.
“Yes, Sparkplug,” he smirks. “They adjust. But you can always sit in my lap if you want.”
“You’re very bold all of a sudden,” I say, lips dry.
“Are you complaining?” he snarls, the cars still between us, the only thing stopping us from moving this beyond words.
Fiona, Fiona, Fiona.
I repeat her name.
A mantra at the back of my mind.
I’m not sure it’s working.
“No,” I whisper. “I don’t think I am, Saul.”
“Good,” he growls. “Now pick a car. I want to see what you’ve got.”
Why do I feel like you’re talking about more than the race, hmm?
That’s is what I want to say. That’s the sort of feisty response I always think of saying, but then I debate saying it, the pros and cons, and the moment passes.
I walk over to the red car and nod down at it, conscious of how sweaty my palms are, and how wet other places are, too, to such an extent that I’m wondering if it’ll mark my clothes and he’ll notice.
Would he be disgusted?
Or something else?
Fine ass, he said. Sit in his lap.
A fantasy coming true never happens in real life.
But what if it could?
Saul wanders over and leans down, casually adjusting the seat. Then he reaches over and offers me his hands. I take them, willing myself to stop the tremoring in my hands as we make contact again.
Fireworks explode at our touch.
I glance down and oh, Jesus, I see him outlined in the light fabric shorts, a massive fleshy pole of manhood so evident that I feel like screaming.
He lowers me into the seat and then kneels down, leaning closer than he needs to for the seatbelt, his solid arm brushing against my breast. He flattens my nipple with his bicep, just for a moment. It sparks and feels like it vibrates, and then he stands up, smirk shaky, to go to his own car.
I can read the fight in his expression, too.
He knows it’s just as wrong as I do.
“No gears,” he calls from behind me. “Just go and stop, nice and easy.”
“So we just go now?” I ask.
“Yeah,” he replies. “I’ll stay behind you for a little bit. Give you a chance to get comfortable.”
Please mean that in more ways than one.
I inch the car forward out of the pit-lane and then onto the track, which is bordered on all sides by tires. The smell of them wafts over me, perhaps noticeable after the muskiness of Saul.
I have a goofy grin on my face as we race around the track, although maybe race is too strong of a word for the way I cautiously take the corners.
Saul casually drives up next to me, smirking over, the Go-Kart looking like a toy under his massive frame.
“I can get you another one if yours is broken,” he taunts.
I shoot him a look, or try to, between sassing him and keeping my eyes on the track it’s difficult. I take a corner and so does he, guiding the car without even glancing away from me.
“Not everybody has a death wish,” I laugh.
“Look at me,” he says. “I’m driving just as slowly as you.”
“Oh, so you’re saying you did have a death wish, but now I’ve given you a reason to live?”
“Exactly,” he growls.
And then he speeds up so that he’s in front of me.
“Brake, Sadie,” he calls back.
Brake?
He slows down in front of me and I quickly hit the brakes. Luckily we’re going so slowly that I don’t spin out and the tires don’t catch. I simply come to an anticlimactic stop several feet away from him.
He climbs from his Go-Kart and walks across the track, something altered in his expression.
A hunter emerging from the dark, ready to do his work again.
He focuses on me as though I’m the only person alive.
He stands over the Go-Kart and his manhood twitches visibly, head-height, clearly hard and clearly directed toward me.
I swallow as I stare up at him, everything within me singing and buzzing.
“Stand up,” he says, voice deep and purposeful.
“Why?” I whisper.
“You know why. Stand up, Sadie. I can’t fight this anymore.”
“I thought it was all in my head.”
“Stand up and I’ll show you how wrong you are.”
But before I get a chance, he leans down and loops his hands under my arms, hauling me to my feet. I gasp in delight and shock even as a vignette of Fiona’s weeping face stabs into my mind.
He feels so firm as I clutch onto his arms, so solid and thick, a seasoned bear, gray flecks in his hair. Much more mature than the dick-hats in high school and even college.
He slides his hands down, gripping onto my hips. An urge rises in me to brush his hands away – he must be sickened by the shape of my hips, surely – but really I can’t do anything.
I’m pinned in the paralysis of the moment.
“Do you have any fucking idea how cute you look when you’re nervous?” he whispers, leaning in closer, his breath tickling my skin and his musky smell enveloping me.
“Really?” I croak, voice fading.
Is this real? How can this be real?
“Yes,” he says. “Really.”
Suddenly his lips are on mine and I’m frozen, stiff, unsure of what to do.
Then something releases inside of me and I gasp through the kiss, moving my lips in time with his.
The texture is rough and tingly and somehow feels like it fits, as though my lips are a lock are only he has the keys too.
I open my mouth in time with him, collapsing against him, my breasts crushed against his abs. His hand slide down, greedily exploring my ass, sliding up my inside my shorts to my bare ass cheeks.
“So round, so curvy,” he groans. “Jesus Christ, you were made to be treated like a dirty fucking sex goddess, weren’t you?”
“I don’t know,” I say. “Nobody’s ever said anything like that about me before. Nobody’s ever said they like my curves.”
“You’re the one teasing me now,” he says.
“No, really.”
He shakes his head slowly, as though he can’t believe it. “Then they’re idiots, Sadie. You’re the sexiest damn thing I’ve ever laid my eyes on.”
I want to toss my head and give him a demure, confident look, the sort of look that tells him I know exactly what he’s talking about. The desire to own what he’s saying to me is there, but it simply doesn’t mesh with what I’ve experienced my whole life.
The ignored girl, the too-curvy girl, the girl in the background, at least where boys are concerned.
“You really don’t believe me, do you?” he says. “Goddamn, then I’m going to have to show you, Sparkplug.”
“Show me?”
“Bend over,” he growls, eyes locked on mine.
My heart in my throat, I glance around the room, the large empty room. “Here?”
“I need to taste you, need to taste it,” he snarls. “I need your cream all over my tongue. Do you understand what I’m telling you, my sweet fucking princess? Bend over and let me tongue your slit until you come for me. There. In plain goddamn English.”
I can’t form words, my tongue feeling twisted.
“I want it,” I admit in one long breath. “But what if …”
“Just focus on the now,” he whispers, smoothing his hands up through my hair, touching my scalp, tickling, soothing. “Your hair is so gorgeous. Beautiful golden locks.”
Goldilocks.
Fiona’s name for me.
A guilty sinking feeling pools in my gut, but I push away thoughts of my friend and focus on her dad instead.
“Okay,” I say, conviction in my voice now.
My womb gives a sigh of relief, as though she was on the edge of her seat ready to punish me if I turned down this savage bear. My sex is soaked now, shamefully so, my panties drenched. My thighs feel fidgety as if waiting to be grabbed, palmed roughly.
“Can you show me where you want me?” I say.
His jaw tics. “Jesus Christ. You’re so damn innocent, aren’t you?”
I laugh, trying to look fierce. “Nah uh. I’m Miss Badass.”
“Another nickname?” he taunts. “I’ll show you where I want you, Sadie. Like this.”
He grabs my shoulders and in a sudden movement – and yet with an underlying gentleness – he flips me around.
I moan when he leans down to grind his enraged manhood against my ass cheeks, pushing firmly up and down, side to side, making every inch of my ass feel him.
Then he falls to his knees and starts sliding his hands up my thighs.
“Bend forward,” he whispers. “Hold the edge of the Go-Kart or get on your knees if you have to. I need this pussy nice and pressed into my face. You smell so sweet and tangy.”
My hands struggle to keep still as I grab the edge of the Go-Kart, legs aching slightly but worth it for this moment. I push my ass out, wondering if I’m doing it right, and then get my answer as Saul groans behind me. The groan causes his breath to simmer over my thighs and my sex.
“This round ass,” he growls, kissing my thigh, a tingling imprint.
He peels down my shorts slowly, hooking my panties at the same time.
The fabric shivers down my skin and for an instant I’m outside myself, looking down, struggling to believe what I’m seeing.
Seven foot Saul with short, curvy me?
But then my shorts and panties slide down to my knees and I feel the relatively cool air of the track kiss my naked slit.
“You’re soaked,” he snarls.
“Is that a … bad thing?”
“No,” he says, casually grabbing my ass cheeks, palming them. The simmer in my center increases hotly. “It’s absolutely fucking perfect, is what it is. Your whole damn body is. How long have you been soaking wet for me, dirty girl?”
“All day,” I admit, shifting my hips from side to side.
“What are you doing, Sadie?” he asks, in a tone that tells me he already knows.
But he wants to hear it.
“It feels good,” I whisper. “I need to—”
“Be touched?” he snarls, hands growing firmer on my bare flesh, his fingers almost at my center now, so close, so freaking close.
“Yes,” I moan.
“Good.”
I almost let out a scream with the carnal way he presses his whole face against my heat. One moment it’s wet and cool with the air, and the next it’s engulfed in a world of heat and closeness I’ve never felt before.
I squeeze onto the Go-Kart’s chassis, pushing my ass back as he makes a growling sound, gripping my thighs and pulling me even closer.
His tongue slides all over me, up and down my lips, attacking my clit with a ferocity that leaves me panting and gasping for air.
“Oh, fuck,” Saul snarls. “I can feel you getting ready to cream for me.”
I can’t respond, only twitch my hips against his face, almost twerking against his face, my mind empties of everything but the animal need to keep doing this, to not stop until the building pressure deep in my womb is released.
He focuses on my clit now, frantic strokes that make my legs shake like they’re trying to run away. I can’t help it, just like I can’t help my moans from getting louder and louder until they’re echoing back at me from all around.
“You make me so hard when you moan like that,” he growls, and then immediately attacks my pussy again.
His tongue goes into turbo mode now, flickering so quickly that all I can feel is the impression it makes against my sex, a constant thrumming as though the engine of a car is pressed up against me.
“Ahhh,” I moan, voice catching.
I hear the echo and think, through the delirious rising euphoria, Jesus, I’m letting go. Having a good time. I’m not trapped in my own head with anxiety and self-consciousness.
Then, somehow, his tongue moves even quicker and more dominating.
I squeeze the chassis until my palms burn and I push my ass even harder into his face, not ashamed anymore, riding the pleasure, riding him.
“Come,” he growls, panting heavily as his own lust rises. “Come. Cream. Now.”
His hand comes down on my ass cheek in a spank, not soft but not too hard either.
My moan shivers and then gets louder.
The sensation is a subtle sting of pleasure, adding to the chorus in my center.
“You like that, don’t you?”
“Y-yes,” I moan, the pressure almost at breaking point now, a balloon of ecstasy and heat ready to burst open and drench me, drench him.
“Good.”
He spanks me again, assailing my clit, his tongue pressed firmly and then—
I’m floating.
A balm moving through me, soothing every part, near-numbing if it wasn’t for the stinging closeness, getting closer…
An explosion.
Something tearing through me with jagged welcome claws.
I let out a gasp and then collapse back into the physicality of my body, every inch of me tingling as my legs tremble and dance with even more alacrity.
I’m screaming and I don’t give a damn, screaming until the tendons in my throat shift and ache, screaming as I grind up and down his mouth, my hole pulsing like a beat as I squirt into his mouth.
I feel it all gushing out of me, wave after wave of creamy release.
“G-god,” I gasp.
“It tastes so good,” he snarls, burying his face inside me again, licking, slurping greedily.
He’s drinking me.
That thought punches into me dirtily, the brute carnality of it causing me to start shivering all over again, a second shattering orgasm smashing into me right after the first one.
“Greedy little Sparkplug,” he growls, sliding his tongue inside of me now, the better to taste me with.
He fucks me with his tongue, sliding in and out of me, groaning deeply as I start to slide with the motion of his tongue.
Back and forth, I pulse, I freaking glimmer until all I can do is collapse forward and heave in frenetic breaths.
Saul wraps his arms around me, catching me, laying his body against my back, and then brings his mouth to my neck.
Kissing, nibbling, he turns me around and then stares firmly into my eyes, his mouth soaked with my release, his eyes wide and feral.
“Taste yourself,” he groans, leaning down to me. “Taste how tangy and perfect you are.”
I gasp as he presses his lips against mine, my own cream smearing over my lips, and then our tongues dance together and I do taste it, all of it, my womb and its tanginess.
It should repulse me, I know that.
But with Saul groaning like it’s the sexiest damn thing in the world, all I want to do is take pleasure from his pleasure.
He breaks off the kiss, leaning back to look at me.
“I need to feel that pussy,” he moans. “I need to feel it wrapped around my cock. You’ve got no idea how crazy you make me.”
“I …”
I want to. But I can’t. I’m just going to disappoint you.
All the nerves that were muted beneath the noise of the pleasure come surging back.
My heartbeat ricochets around my chest, and I let my gaze fall.
“Sadie, what’s wrong?” Saul asks, smoothing his hands up to my face, bracing my cheeks, guiding me so that we’re once again looking into each other’s eyes. “Is it—”
“No, not just that,” I interrupt, not wanting to hear her name after what we just did, even if we both know that’s what he was going to ask. “There’s something else. Something I probably should have told you.”
He nods slowly. “Okay then.”
I open my mouth to tell him but find that there’s a blockage inside of me.
“Can we go somewhere else?” I murmur. “This place is really awesome, but it feels a bit, I don’t know, clinical?”
“Of course,” he says, sliding his hand down my arm, every touch causing an answering sizzling sensation that screams at me to put my anxiety aside.
Just freaking do it here.
“Come on, Sparkplug,” he says. “We’ll get you nice and warm and then you can tell me all your secrets.”
I laugh, but it sounds hollow.
Oh, God.
This could end everything.
But wouldn’t that be for the best, anyway?




CHAPTER TEN

Saul
We walk together to the study, hand in hand, her body feeling tense and her mood no different.
I can sense – scent – her mood, an almost-physical thing following us through the long hallways of the house.
My manhood is still thrumming but I’ve managed to get myself under some facsimile of control, even if every touch and every breath of hers tries to drive me once again to dominating carnality.
The way she looked bent over for me, her ass cheeks sticking out, so round and luscious.
And then the way she moaned as I spanked her, turning her ass a subtle shade of red, the way she …
I have to force it all from my mind before I pounce on her again like the wild jungle cat I am.
Is this about Fiona?
That’s definitely the unsaid thing that hovers between us, the silent accusation. But what if it’s just an unsaid thing and not the unsaid thing?
I lead us past my desk and the large screen where I watch racing tapes to the armchairs in the corner, the ones that look out over the garden when it’s daytime. But now, with a sheen of winter making the glass turn into near-blue icy crystal, and with the night pitch-dark, all it shows is our reflections.
I sit and stare at Sadie, having to force my eyes to stay on her face unless I lose control and turn feral again.
“So,” I say. “What do you need to tell me?”
She bites her lip – fucking hell, she’s too sexy, she’s killing me – and then brushes her hands down her legs, causing me to shiver like a starving man with a steak right there in front of him—but he’s not allowed to eat it, to fall upon it and devour it.
Not yet.
“It’s really embarrassing,” she says. “I mean, I’m twenty.”
I laugh grimly and reach across, pinching her cheek playfully. “Is that what you wanted to tell me, Sparkplug? Your age? Alright then, I’m forty-one. There, are we even now?”
She pouts, smacking my hand away. For a moment it’s like we’re going to fall back into the easy lust of the racetrack. My seed hasn’t stopped roaring at me since I tasted the sweet secret of her pussy, her lavishing cream.
But then she leans back, perhaps sensing that I’m a beast who’s going to take every inch of her luscious flesh if she doesn’t.
And she’s right.
Because she’s mine.
“It’s … listen, I’ve always been the nervous girl, okay? I know it’s weird to talk about myself like this—”
“It’s not,” I say. “I’m interested.”
“R-really?” she whispers, her stutter so endearing a crazy thought rises in me to grab her and take her someplace far away, just me and her, no thought of Fiona or guilt of any of it.
A terrible thought to have about my daughter, one I’d never follow.
But I can’t deny that it’s there, that it’s real.
“Really,” I growl passionately.
“Well, okay,” she murmurs. “Basically, I’ve never been much of an outgoing person, you know? In school, I pretty much spent all my time in the library, on my own, sort of a loner. I was always closer to animals than with people. Heck, I was even closer to books about animals than people. So what I’m trying to say is, I’ve never dated much.”
“Good,” I snarl.
The mere thought of another man touching this woman makes me want to find them and do violent things.
Suddenly, sitting here by the light of the scones, I know that she’s fully mine in the most possessive sense possible.
No one else ever touches you again, Sparkplug. I’ll kill them if they do like men ten thousand years ago had to kill rivals to stake their claims in the most bountiful, fertile women.
She flinches and her eyes brim with something. I read her gaze. I see it. She’s thinking the same thing, or something very similar. She’s walking the same line of logic that I am.
No, not logic.
Destiny.
“Good?” she whispers.
“Yes, good,” I tell her. “Because that fine fucking pink wet slit is mine and mine alone.”
“Wait,” she murmurs. “I’m confused.”
“Because you thought I just wanted to fuck you and that was it? Because you didn’t realize that there’s something else going on here?”
“Well, what is going on here?”
I grab her savagely and drag her into my lap. She squeals in delighted surprise as I wrap my arms around her and squeeze her against my throbbing manhood, pressing firmly against her ass cheeks, those round fuck-me-now ass cheeks. Ass cheeks that deserve to be licked, palmed, spanked, fucked, oh God … fucked, fucked hard, bouncing and wobbling and shimmering juicily for me.
“Let me set the record straight,” I snarl, so close our noses are touching. “The second I laid my eyes on you, I claimed you. I told myself that you were mine. Forever. I knew – I don’t know how, but I knew – that you were going to have my children. Don’t ask me to explain it, but I know you’re mine in the same way I know the sky is blue. You belong to me. Your sexy smile, your cute lip-biting, your perfect curvy body, those gorgeous breasts, so perfect for sucking and biting and for breastfeeding our children, that ass, everything—your wet slit, oh, fuck, your juicy fucking pussy, it all belongs to me. You are mine, Sadie.” I pause, struggling for breath, a savage tremor in my voice. “Say it.”
I pause as she stares at me, her body going tense.
Anxiety tries to stab at me.
Jesus Christ, what if she doesn’t feel the same?
“I’m yours,” she whispers.
“Louder,” I snarl.
“I’m yours.”
“Louder, Sparkplug.”
She wriggles against me, grinding onto my engorged manhood.
“I’m yours,” she yells breathlessly.
Our meet eyes for a fraction of a moment and then we both break out into laughter.
“Do you really feel that way?” she asks a moment later.
“Yes,” I growl. “Do you?”
“Yes,” she says at once, amazement quirking in her voice. “Even if I don’t understand it. It’s this … I don’t know, this feeling inside of me if that makes sense.”
“Your womb,” I tell her at once. “I’ve got the same thing. This fucking chorus inside of me. It’s my seed, Sadie. Our bodies are telling us to mate, just like they would have thousands of years ago when we were fucking animals. That’s what I think. You bring out the beast in me.”
We hold each other, floating in the unreality of this moment.
“This is crazy,” she laughs, delight turning her cheeks red.
“Yes,” I say. “It is. But it doesn’t make it any less true.”
“No,” she says. “It definitely doesn’t. It does make it more complicated, though, because if this isn’t just a fling if this is more, then what about…”
She trails off, her eyebrows piquing.
Then what about Fiona?
“I don’t know,” I mutter. “I never planned any of this.”
She jumps out of my lap and paces up and down in front of the window, her arms wrapped across her middle, a frown marking her sublime features.
“I want this,” she whispers, glancing at me almost furtively.
“I want this, too,” I agree with a husky growl in my voice.
“But …”
“But what?” I urge, slowly climbing to my feet and walking over to her.
She spins away, as though knowing the deep truth, that the moment we touch we’ll sink once again into an intimate embrace.
It’s only a few short breaths from that to consuming each other, melting into each other.
The racetrack is still loud in my mind, her moans, her screams, her release echoing back to me endlessly.
“But it’s not just about … about that,” she says.
She was going to say about her, I know.
Guilt tries to consume me as I realize how difficult it is for us to even say my daughter’s name to each other. What the hell is it going to be like tomorrow night when she returns home?
“What is it about, then?” I say. “What did you want to tell me?”
She meets my gaze for a brief instant, but time seems to expand and it lasts an age, the seconds becoming hours as we stare into each other. We seem to say a lot in the short exchange, more than I ever thought two people could say to each other simply with just a look.
It’s goddamned magical, that’s what it is, and I don’t even care if that sounds crazy.
I want to have your babies, her eyes blaze. I want to be with you forever. I want you to own me.
And my eyes roar right back, Good, because I already own you, Sparkplug. I owned you the second I laid eyes on you, you beautiful fucking goddess.
She sighs and then tosses her hands up.
“You might not feel the same when I tell you.”
I grab her shoulders and pull her to me, embracing her tightly, closely.
“Let me be the judge of that,” I tell her.
She leans back, confident that I’ll hold her – which I always will – and then a shadow of pain flashes across her face.
“I’m a virgin, Saul,” she says.




CHAPTER ELEVEN

Sadie
I feel him grow tense against me, his hands tightening on my hips.
My heart drops and the phrase too good to be true shatters into me repeatedly, with the same force the orgasm shattered into me, only this impact is of a wholly different effect.
I can hear his words already, what he’s going to say next, roaring malformed in my mind.
He’ll say, “Jesus Christ, Sadie, why the fuck didn’t you tell me this before? You’re a virgin and, what, you thought that was just going to be okay? You thought I wouldn’t have anything to say about that? You thought I wouldn’t care? This changes everything. It makes the idea of us, well, it makes it goddamn impossible.”
I find myself clinging onto him, as though for one last time I can savor the solid feel of his body against mine, because on some level I know I never should’ve been able to be this close to a man like Saul anyway.
“Fuck,” he whispers, voice deep.
“I know,” I say, flying away from him when I hear the heavy resentment in his voice. “I should’ve told you at the racetrack, right? I shouldn’t have gotten your hopes up.”
I face the window, staring at my reflection in the glass. With a huff I paw at the window, smearing away the condensation so that I can partially see into the garden. The world is laced with snow, beads of moisture clinging coldly against my hand as I let it fall to my side.
“Hopes up?” Saul murmurs. “Sadie, what the fuck are you talking about?”
Hope dares to spark inside of me.
I quell the whelming and spin on him, summoning as much rage as I can, even if a puddle comes instead of the tidal wave I need.
Claim me. Fuck me. Put our baby in my belly.
But then if he does that – which I still want, which he probably doesn’t anymore – that would make me the mother of Fiona’s little brother or sister. My mind spins under that possibility, and yet it’s not enough for me to exile it from my mind completely.
His rejection will be enough, surely, I tell myself. That will be the final nail in the coffin.
“Sadie,” he says, stalking closer to me, moving with the slow ease of a practiced predator.
His lips split into a smirk, his eyes glinting.
“You don’t have to draw it out,” I snap, making to walk past him, unwilling to have him smirking at the novelty of my virginity.
But he slides in front of me, looping his arms inexorably around my hips and dragging me toward him.
I feel the tension in his body again, that tightness I read as disgust.
But then I feel something else.
I feel it, his manhood, pressing against my belly through his shorts.
“Look at me, Sparkplug,” he rumbles.
The nickname causes a fluttering of sensation to move through me, lightening the anxiety that has started to take a dark grip on my soul.
I look up into the intensity of his eyes, and I see that the glimmer isn’t mocking. It’s something else. It’s the same hunger that’s fueling his rock solid manhood.
“Do you have any idea how fucking happy this makes me?” he snarls, as just then a whipping wind causes the whole ancient-seeming house to whine. “I told you I didn’t want anybody else touching you, didn’t I? Well, now I know that nobody has, not in the way that matters. That’s all fucking mine. Don’t you see? Jesus Christ, I’m going to be the first man lucky enough to feel your fluttering creaming lips around my cock for the first time.”
My mouth falls open as lust shoots through me at his words. I feel my cheeks blossoming red and my voice catch, a wordless noise, confusion mixing with astonishment and, beneath it all, disbelief.
“But I won’t be able to do what you need me to do,” I say.
He cocks his head at me. “What do you think I need you to do?” he says. “Perform brain surgery? Walk a tightrope over the Grand Canyon? Sadie, the only thing you need to do, you’re already doing. And that’s be the sexiest goddamn woman in the world and let me paint you with my lust.”
I let out a shivering breath, finding that my hands are on his shoulders, squeezing the muscles there, feeling how hard they are, just like the rest of him. This man could be carved from stone.
“I guess I’ve just always built it up in my mind,” I murmur. “I never thought somebody would actually like my body.”
“Like it? That doesn’t even come close to how I feel. But now you’ve told me, you know all I’m going to be able to think about is taking you, feeling how fucking tight and hot you are. I need to look down at those ass cheeks as they bounce for me.”
“Will you—”
I bite down, catching the words before they can escape, even more embarrassment moving through me.
“What?” he growls. “Say it, Sadie. Don’t be shy. Not with me. Not ever.”
I squeeze with even more force onto his shoulders, as though if I hold on tight enough I’ll be able to grasp this moment just as firmly, grasp it forever, make myself believe it.
This is real. He’s not tricking me. He’s not secretly laughing at me.
“Will you spank me again?” I breathe in a huff. “When you’re … you know.”
“What happened to your fire, my sexy fucking Sparkplug?” he teases lightly, his hands already sliding down my sides, to my hips, and then down to my shorts. He palms my ass as he talks, kneading the flesh, his eyes shimmering even brighter with each movement. “That means I’ll have to do it from behind. Bend you over and slip my cock inside of you, and then I might lose control, Sadie. I’ll take you like an animal. You’re too perfect for me to fuck slow and gentle. Jesus, but I’ll try, I’ll really fucking try if you want me to.”
“I don’t know,” I gush, his touching making my hole tingle, my clit feeling tight and clammy. My panties drenched all over again. “Is that how you’d want to do it, from behind?”
“Sparkplug, I’m taking you every way a man can take a woman,” he snarls. “So the question is, how do you want it the first time?”
I shrug. “I don’t know. I’ve never even touched a man there before.”
“You’ve never…” He leans back, regarding me as his whole body shakes, his lips, his eyes, his muscles, everything trembles with volcano-like intensity. “You’ve never had that perfect hot hand wrapped around a man’s cock, Sadie?”
I shake my head, biting my lip, loving the way his face brims with even more lust each second.
“Nah uh,” I say, reading him past the haze of my anxiety.
He likes this. Oh, hell, so do I.
“Nobody ever wanted me to,” I whisper. “And, anyway, I never wanted to, not with those immature boys from high school or college.”
“Do you want to now?” he groans, slipping his hand up my shorts, higher, pressing past the fabric and then bringing his finger to my hole.
He begins to slide in, pushing my panties aside, past his first knuckle and then his second, over and over until my center is hot and wet between my legs.
“Do you want to grab my cock and stroke it like the fuck-machine in the making you are? Do you want to get me good and hard before I plunge my cock deep into your heat and fill you with so much seed you won’t be able not to give me a child? Hmm, Sparkplug?”
“Y-yes,” I moan, his finger going deeper now, my pussy so wet it makes noises that somehow add to the dirty glory of the pleasure.
I shift against his hand, grinding down on his finger.
“Ride it,” he commands. “Ride it and come for me again. Come for me so I can give you my cock, give it to you like you deserve.”
I grip his T-shirt, my nails biting through the fabric, and cutting into the flesh of his pectorals.
But he doesn’t complain and he doesn’t stop me, just angles his hand so I can take his finger deeper, instinct driving me every step of the way.
All I know is that I need to follow the blooming sultriness in my sex, bouncing up and down, up and down as he fucks me with his finger. My whole body beginning to burn white-hot and I feel the orgasm coming, just like I did on the racetrack but now without the fear, the anxiety of a secret hanging between us.
“Come,” he growls, a stern command in his voice. “Come. Now.”
“Ah,” I cry, my body knowing what to do when this alpha gives me a command.
My womb sends soaked shocking heat all through my pussy, my juices gushing down his finger, soaking my panties and my shorts. I shiver and bite my lip to stop myself from screaming, even if Fiona is out for the night.
I bite my lip so hard and focus everything I have on his hand between my legs, his finger probing deeper, whirling around me, my center aching and pulsing.
Finally, it ends, his finger still aside of me, panting as though I was just near-drowning.
I was.
I am.
Drowning in him.
“Are you going to be a good Sparkplug and taste it for me?” he whispers, bringing his come-wet finger to my mouth. I can smell my release. “Suck it clean, Sadie.”
I open my mouth and do as he says, tasting the sharp tanginess of my essence, keeping my eyes on him the whole time, watching the lust shape his features.
“Do you want to do some more sucking?” he growls, sliding his finger out.
I nod, trying to ignore the hammering at the base of my budding confidence, threatening to knock the whole edifice down.
“Yes,” I moan.
He takes a step back, bringing his hands to the waistband of his shorts. I can already see the outline of his manhood, so huge, so hard, a massive length that looks like it could explode any second.
“Good,” he growls. “Because I’ve got something for you to wrap those pouty lips around.”
“Hey,” I laugh. “I don’t pout.”
“You do,” he smirks. “Now get on your knees and—”
Suddenly the house alarm begins to blare, high-pitched and grating.
Jasper’s bark reach us from deeper in the house, deep and growling.
I feel the moment slip away as confusion passes across Saul’s face, and then reluctant conviction as he pulls his shorts up.
“Fuck’s sake,” he growls. “I better see what the hell’s going on.”




CHAPTER TWELVE

Saul
I storm through the house to the front door, grabbing the first weapon I pass—a longsword.
Some of the weapons in my house are actual artifacts and others are modern commissions made by a blacksmiths to look old. But in reality, they have deadly cutting edges.
I wouldn’t want to be the bastard breaking into this house right now, I think grimly, my crotch aching from where my manhood was so hard. Now it’s deflated and my balls are like heavy blue stones, filled with unreleased tension.
I meet Jasper in the wide entranceway, but something’s off about him.
If this was an intruder, he’d still be barking. Now his head is tilted and his nose wrinkled as he sniffs the air. I follow the direction of his nose to the front door, the ornate handle twisting this way and that as the alarm continues to blare through the house.
“Fiona?” I call.
“Dad?” she yells.
I close my eyes and let out a rumbling sigh.
If she hadn’t tripped the alarm, she could’ve caught us.
I need to be more careful in the future.
That thought brings a whole new wave of guilt crashing over me, because here I am, already thinking of a future in which I sneak around Fiona.
Shit.
This is a mess.
And yet I know, bone-deep, soul-deep that I can’t stop what Sadie and I have started.
I stow the sword face down in the umbrella stand and then unlatch the door, stepping back just in time for Fiona to come falling through. I deftly catch her shoulders, my paternal instinct flaring when I see that she’s not just wasted, but way past wasted. At least she’s twenty-one, I suppose, but the sight still triggers a protective instinct inside of me.
“Fiona, what’s going on?”
She stands up as straight as she can, snapping off a salute and then almost stumbles. “Officer Sykes, reporting for duty,” she laughs.
“For God’s sake, Fiona,” I sigh. “I thought you were staying at Jessica’s. I hope you didn’t drive home in this state.”
She shoots me a look, arms folded. “Urgh, obviously not,” she says, her voice one step away from a slur. “Her dad gave me a ride.”
“What? Why?”
“We had a fight,” she grumbles.
I take her by the shoulders again and lead her toward the kitchen, sitting her down at the bar and then automatically begin making her a strawberry milkshake, our usual routine when she’s had a fight with one of her friends.
She laughs when she sees what I’m doing, some of the strangled drunkenness leaving her tone.
“Things never change around here, huh?” she says. “Hey, boy…”
She lets Jasper rest his head in her lap, hopping up and propping his forepaws on the step of the bar stool, her hand idly stroking him and looking down with a smile.
I’m glad she’s not looking at me when Sadie enters the room. Thankfully, she’s put on a robe to cover up her come-soaked shorts, but even so, I have to focus hard to not let myself look at her for too long, at her reddened cheeks and especially her thighs poking temptingly out the bottom of her robe.
Sex on legs, that doesn’t even come close to what she is.
“Fi?” Sadie says, walking up beside her.
“Goldilocks,” Fiona yells, throwing her arms around Sadie’s shoulders and almost flying off the stool in the process.
I pour the milk and add the powder, whisking it up, and exchange a look with Sadie.
Dilated into a sentence, perhaps meaning, Fuck, fuck, fuck.
“Hey,” Sadie smiles, propping Fiona up. “So I guess somebody had a little too much to drink, huh?”
“Don’t be jealous—” She trails off, covering her mouth. She swallows and then smiles away her discomfort. “Just because you’re not twenty-one for a few months. Don’t worry. I won’t tell. Shhhhhhhh.”
She puts her finger over her lips, reminding me of when she was a little girl and would play the shh game.
Sadie and I exchange another furtive glance, laden with meaning, with questions.
What have we done?
What are we going to do?
What happens when Fiona finds out?
“Here,” I say, sliding her milkshake across the bar.
“Thanks, Dad,” she murmurs.
“Now, what was this argument about?” I ask.
“Jess,” Fiona huffs. “Goldilocks, have I ever told you that you’re my best friend?”
Sadie and I exchange another glance, a secretive goddamn glance, which is probably the last thing we should be doing when my drunk daughter is clearly going through a hard time.
Best friend.
I wonder what Fiona would say if we told her what we’d done tonight, how she’d react, which object she’d break first.
“Yes, Fi-Fi, I know,” Sadie says, sitting down next to her.
“Well, good,” she huffs. “Because that bitch Jess is … I don’t know who she thinks she is. Basically, she threw Mom leaving in my face. We were playing a drinking game and somehow the topic of divorce came up—”
“Your mother and I were never married, Fiona,” I say, my heart thumping to think that this could trigger Sadie’s jealousy, where in reality Sadie is a hundred times more perfect than any woman I’ve ever laid my eyes on.
“Well, whatever,” Fiona goes on. “The point is, she was drunk and decided she was in the mood to be a bitch. She started going on and on about, all the damage having an absentee mother can do. She started Googling it, for fuck’s sake. Can you believe that?”
“She sounds like a real piece of work,” Sadie murmurs, not looking at me.
Why won’t she look at me?
“Yeah,” Fiona snorts. “That’s one way to put it. It’s just Marchway, I guess. They’ve got small-town syndrome to the max. Any time somebody goes to college or leaves for work, everything changes. It’s like they think that I think I’m better than them or something. But I don’t. I promise I don’t.”
“I believe you,” Sadie says, rubbing her shoulders. “Why don’t I take you to bed, hmm? Everything will seem better in the morning.”
Fiona nods, allowing Sadie to help her to her feet. Jasper trails behind the pair, keeping guard, probably sensing that Fiona isn’t at one hundred percent right now.
I watch them go, a pit opening in my stomach and swallowing all the magic of tonight.
For once my eyes don’t linger on Sadie’s legs … at least not for long.
Ignoring them completely is impossible.
Instead, I stare at the back of her head, wishing I could reach into her mind and read her thoughts. We haven’t spoken about Fiona’s mother and I have no idea how she feels about Fiona bringing her up this evening.
I walk to the fridge and grab myself a beer, cracking the lid cap on the edge of the counter and then catching it mid-drop so Jasper doesn’t accidentally eat it.
I sit at the window bar, taking small sips, looking at myself in the icy reflection of the window.
Is this where it ends? I muse silently to my reflection, the forty-one year old man who’s maybe starting a romance far too late in life … and with the most inappropriate woman ever.
Is it crash and burn time already?
I’m halfway through my beer when Sadie returns to the kitchen, her cheeks marked with redness and her mouth twisting in a hard to read way.
“How is she?” I ask.
“Fine,” Sadie murmurs. “She passed out pretty much straight away. She and Jasper are cuddling.”
“Good,” I say.
“Yeah,” she sighs. “Good.”
Silence hangs in the air, a silence I don’t like one fucking bit.
“Sadie, come and sit in the garden with me,” I say.
“In this weather?”
“I have a heated enclosed porch at the rear of the house.”
She shoots me a look, sassiness shining through.
A chance, her look reads, we have a chance.
“Okay, Saul,” she whispers. “But even with that heated porch, let me go and put a jacket on first.”
You’d look sexy wrapped in a thousand layers anyway, I want to snarl, but she’s already spun and headed for the door.




CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Sadie
The heat comes up through my bare feet, infusing my shins and then my thighs, warming my whole body as we stare out into the garden. The glass of the enclosure is clear and shiny, the heat within causing beads of condensation to slide, but where the glass is so clear, it looks like they’re suspended in midair.
Saul sits in the chair beside me, close enough that we could fall back into our irrepressible lust if we wanted to.
But what if Fiona wakes up?
This is such a mess.
We sit in silence for a time, simply watching the night, the stars insanely bright this far away from the city, a whole pantheon of them twinkling down.
“Why weren’t you married to Fiona’s mom?” I ask when my cocoa has become cool enough to sip.
I can sense the tension running through him, as though we are two halves of the same soul, split right down the middle. I can’t help but think of his words, his claim-me declaration, and I want it. The desire burning like a birthing star, ready to blaze for countless eons.
I want it.
Even if I know I shouldn’t.
“Because if it wasn’t for Fiona, being with her would’ve been a mistake,” he growls. “We never loved each other. Fiona was an accident—not a mistake, a beautiful accident. And after that, I tried to do the right thing. I tried to make it work. But she was a wild spirit …”
“You make her sound so adventurous,” I murmur, unable to keep the bitterness out of my voice.
He reaches across and takes my hand, the contact immediately reigniting the racetrack closeness. I shiver and suddenly the porch is twice as warm, sultriness infusing every inch of me.
“No,” he says. “Not like that. Wild in the sense that she drank too much, partied too much. She wasn’t interested in domestic life. She wasn’t interested in being a mother or having a family. The day she left to join that hippy commune, whatever the fuck you want to call it—the day she left, and it’s shameful of me to say this …”
“What, Saul?” I urge.
He sighs and looks me straight in the eye with such intensity. “The day she left was one of the happiest of my life,” he whispers. “Because it meant I didn’t have to pretend anymore. I always wondered if there might be a woman out there who could make me feel what you make me feel, Sadie. I didn’t really believe it, though. But now, I do. Now I know. I haven’t been with a woman since Sadie’s mother.”
“What?” I gasp, the shock like a punch to the gut. “Seriously? But didn’t you guys break up when Fiona was like three?”
“Yes,” he says, looking at me steadily.
“So you’ve been abstinent for almost two decades?”
“Yes,” he says again, with that same unflinching steadiness.
“But why?”
His smirk makes my insides do funny things, my womb going tight as though gathering energy. My grip tightens on his, our hands linked on as though if we hold on tightly enough, we never have to let go.
“Because I was waiting for you, Sparkplug,” he growls.
“But … Jeez, Saul, do you have any idea how incredibly freaking hot you are?”
He shrugs. “I don’t think a man should think of himself in those terms,” he says. “All these pretty boys in your generation, spending hours and hours studying their physiques in the mirror at the gym, buying fucking hair product and all that shit … No, Sadie, I don’t think of myself as hot.”
“Fine,” I allow, a flaring of agreement sparking within me. He’s so different from the douches my age. “But you have to admit that you could’ve had any number of insanely attractive women over the years.”
“I could have, yes, but the only insanely attractive woman I’m aware of is sitting right here.”
I glance back at the house, at the darkened hallway. Even if I know Fiona is deep in a drunken slumber – and even if I know first-hand that waking her from that is borderline impossible – anxiety stills webs its way through me.
“I’ve been waiting,” he goes on, “for a woman I know I want, I need, that I have to claim. I was willing to wait for the rest of my life and never find her. I was willing to die alone rather than be in another fake relationship, another mistake. But now I don’t have to. Now I’ve found you.”
I have to bite down to stop from screaming, his movements are so savage as he drags me into his lap.
I wriggle against him, glancing back at the house again even as my center tightens and tingles and my body screams at me to ride him right here. Tear off my pajama bottoms and his pants and get a proper look at his massive length this time, his manhood that was half unveiled before the alarm cut through our intimacy.
“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I whisper, as he brings his face close to mine, our breath whispering over each other as illicitly as my voice sounds.
“I know,” he growls. “But you’re impossible to resist.”
Our lips come together like planets colliding, the force enough to make me squeal through our kiss. Our mouths open and our tongues dance, a dance that somehow feels familiar and yet achingly new each time.
Harder, and harder, we kiss, our teeth clicking together in our passion, our need to be somehow closer to each other.
I break it off at the last moment, before our passion flares beyond the point of no return.
I’m on my feet, panting, pacing to the window, and watching the droplets of condensation as they slowly make their way down.
“Not now,” I pant. “She could catch us.”
“I know,” he rumbles. “It’s just so hard to be in control with you, Sadie.”
“What are we going to do?” I demand, spinning on him. “Because I know what we should do, Saul. We should end this right here. We should tell each other that this night, this impossible freaking night, it never happened. We could do that, right, just agree to pretend?”
“Is that what you want, Sparkplug?” he says, standing slowly, still wearing just shorts and a T-shirt, his manhood enflamed again by our kiss, a huge and delicious-looking outline.
“No,” I admit. “I want you, okay? But I also don’t want to ruin Fiona’s life. So you see? We’re stuck.”
“I don’t have an easy answer,” he says, stalking closer to me until we’re entangled again, his arms bracing my back, my hands balled up against the firmness of his chest. “The only thing we can do is tell her.”
“No,” I say reflexively. “No freaking way.”
He tilts his head at me. “She’ll have to find out eventually.”
He’s right. You know he’s right.
“Maybe,” I mutter. “But—I don’t know, maybe we should go on a date first or something. Maybe we can convince ourselves that this is just a passing fling. You might not feel the same about me when you see me chowing down on a burger.”
This comes out in a rush, a half-joke, but a playful glint comes into Saul’s eyes and he smirks broadly.
“Oh, really, Sparkplug?” he taunts. “So that’s the game you want to play, is it?
“It’s not a game.” I pout, knowing how much he loves it, delighted when his expression twists in that savage lust-filled way. “It’s a plan, a plan to make you hate me. And I think it’s going to be very effective.”
“If you’re that confident, let’s make a wager,” he growls, hands smoothing up my back, and then up to my neck and through my hair, tickling, possessing.
“Yeah? What’ve you got in mind?” I say feistily, stunned at how quickly we can sink into banter after all the seriousness.
It’s just so much easier sometimes to turn life into a game.
Why? Because then you don’t have to feel guilty?
“If we go on a date and discover that we’re not compatible, which, for the damn record, has a zero percent chance of happening … but let’s just pretend it could so that when you lose, I get what I want.”
“And what do you want?” I whisper.
“I’m getting to that,” he smirks. “So if you win, we’ll agree that it wasn’t meant to be and we’ll pretend this never happened.”
Our eyes meet and we both burst out laughing, even though we both make an effort to keep the laughter quiet. We both know how absurd this proposition is, the idea that Saul and I would be put off by each other is up there with flying pigs and frozen hells.
But it gives us an excuse, a game, a way to circumnavigate our guilt.
“Okay, fine,” I say, once our laughter has passed. “But what if you win, huh?”
He brushes his lips along mine, a rough searing contact. “When I win,” he growls, “I get to take you somewhere private, somewhere nobody can interrupt us. And I get to do anything to you I want. I get to treat you like the curvy sex freak I’m going to make you—but just for me, Sparkplug. You’ll become a come-hungry sex goddess. But just for me, understand?”
“Yes,” I whimper, shivering under the combusting possession in his eyes, my sex just as hot, my everything just as hot. “But how are we going to even go on this date?”
His smirk drops for a moment.
He steps back, considering.
“If you don’t want to tell Fiona …”
“That would ruin the point of the wager, wouldn’t it?” I say quickly, trying to keep this in the realm of fun, trying to steer our concerns away from the messiness of betrayal.
“Okay, then I’m going to have to work something out,” he sighs. “It’s the only way … until we know for sure. But I don’t want to do this for long, Sadie. I don’t think you do, either.”
“No,” I admit shakily. “Of course not.”
We pause, and I think we both know that this is the moment. We could take this silence and fill it with reasonable talk about how this has gone far enough.
We could back down from the parapet of our blossoming affection.
But we don’t.
The wind howls.
The night wears on.
And I know with devastating certainty that my heart already belongs to Saul Sykes.
It’s just a game, I assure myself. It’s just a big fun game, nothing more.




CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Saul
“Are you kidding me, Dad?” Fiona squeals when I hand her the ticket to the literary convention, and the plane ticket that will take her there.
The four of us – me, Fiona, Jasper, and gorgeous Sadie – are sitting in the kitchen, the scent of bacon and eggs in the air. Sadie sits at the bar in her bathrobe, as though she doesn’t know better, as though she doesn’t know that just the sight of those thick thighs – thighs that deserve to be covered in our creamy juices twenty-four-fucking-seven – drive me feral.
Fiona glances down at the tickets, her expression shifting.
“There’s only one set,” she murmurs. “Not to sound like the most ungrateful person in the world, but—”
“I didn’t want to go, anyway,” Sadie says quickly, as we discussed.
She stares down at the remains of her meal, and I can tell this leaves a sour taste in her mouth, just as it does in mine.
Just tell her now, a voice urges in my mind.
I would – I swear to God I would – but I remember the way Sadie reacted last night when I told her that’s what I wanted to do.
I remember the fear, the desire to flee that erupted in her eyes.
Whatever happens, I can’t ruin what Sadie and I have.
Even if that means ruining what you and Fiona have? Or what Sadie and Fiona have?
Fuck, this is hard, this is a goddamn minefield.
“Yeah,” I say, picking up my half of the deceit. “I asked her beforehand, just in case.”
“But I want you to go, really,” Sadie says. “I want you to have fun. I—you’re my best friend, Fi. And you always will be.”
Fiona narrows her eyes at Sadie perceptively. She’s looked at me like that countless times over the years, ever since she was a young girl, paying close attention to the world with her budding writer’s eyes.
The crazy thought flashes across my mind that she knows about me and Sadie.
But if that was the case she’d be screaming at us, throwing things, tearing apart the kitchen.
The look passes and she turns to me, smiling. “Well, thank you, Dad,” she beams. “I better go and pack. I swear these tickets were sold out.”
I offer her a casual grin, or what I hope is a casual grin. I have the feeling I might look more like a predator bearing its teeth. “I’ve got my ways,” I tell her.
She hops from the bar and leaves the room, singing to herself as she walks up the stairs. Jasper trailing behind her. Maybe he knows I want to be alone with Sadie.
Sadie and I watch her go, and even stare at the empty doorway for a long while afterward, as though to make sure she’s not going to suddenly return and surprise us with a sneak attack.
Finally, Sadie turns back to me with a shiver. “Did you see that look, Saul? I thought she knew for a second then.”
“Me too,” I admit.
“But she can’t, right?” Sadie goes on. “I mean, if she did, she’d be going berserk. Fi’s a very emotional person. I’ve lived with her for long enough. Heck, what am I saying? You’ve lived with her for long enough to know that.”
“I have, I do,” I agree. “What if she knows and she approves?”
Sadie’s mouth falls open and a disbelieving look comes into her eyes. “Are you serious? Do you really think that’s even a possibility?”
“I don’t know,” I admit gruffly. “I do know that that didn’t feel good, though. At least she’s happy.”
“Um, yeah,” Sadie laughs. “She’s been talking about that convention for a month. I saw that you got her first-class, too. She’s going to be stoked. Fi’s the most outgoing person I’ve ever met. She’ll have made a hundred more writer friends by the time she gets back.”
“Yeah,” I say, nodding.
But we both know we’re just trying to make ourselves feel better, trying to fight off the feeling that what we just did was unforgivable.
I try to push the guilt away and let my feelings for Sadie rise. My possessive certainty for her – my seed – my everything roars at me that this is a good thing.
Because no matter how we got here, I’m going to have Sadie alone in a hotel suite, naked and shivering and begging for my come to shoot into her willing womb.
“Yeah,” I growl again, stalking around the bar and reaching over to touch her face. “Soon it’ll be time for our wager, Sparkplug. And I’ve got a pretty good idea who’s going to win.”
She turns her head toward my hand, nuzzling into it beautifully despite the risk.
It’s true.
I know who’s going to win.
Both of us.
The real question is, who the hell is going to lose?




CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Sadie
Riding the cab with Fiona on the way to the airport, I feel like a different person from the woman who drove away from it only a couple of days ago.
That timeframe sucker-punches me every time I think of it.
Only a couple of days.
I watch the snow-heavy landscape drift by, the clouds parting to shaft down powerful beams of sunlight that turn the world into the inside of a crystal ball.
I try to fit it into my mind that so much emotional transformation can happen inside of a person in such a short space of time. And yet the logic if it continues to dance away from me, always just beyond my grasp.
All I can do is look to my heart, my womb, all the thousand flurries inside of me that tell me this is right.
Every time he says he’s claiming me, a chorus rises inside of me, a chorus that screams, I want to be claimed, I need to be claimed.
“Sadie?” Fiona says, calling me from my reverie.
“Sorry,” I murmur. “I was miles away.”
“I could tell,” she smiles, looking at me closely. “If you don’t want me to go on this trip, you know all you’ve gotta do is say, right? I’ll jump out of this car and carry us both home if I have to.”
“That seems a little dramatic,” I laugh. “I’m fine, really.”
I’m more than fine, that’s the truth.
I’m experiencing the greatest awakening of my life.
With my best friend’s dad.
I find I can’t hold Fiona’s gaze for long, the deceit of what we’re doing too powerful when we’re so close, physically, and emotionally. I want to blurt out the truth right here, but a roadblock rises inside of me, hammering that idea into a crumpled ball of impossibility.
“Goldilocks,” Fiona murmurs a moment later. “You know I’ll never judge you, don’t you? If you ever wanted to talk to me about anything …”
I force myself to look at her again, even as my gaze tries to focus on the passing trees behind her, the inside of the car, anything so I don’t have to feel as though she’s pinning me with a laser of guilt.
“I know that,” I say.
Does she know?
I remember how she behaved earlier when Saul revealed the writer’s convention tickets, and the same suspicion comes to me.
“Never,” she says firmly, holding my gaze.
“I know,” I repeat, laughing a little now.
She looks at me a beat longer, opens her mouth then closes it again. A look passes across her face as though she’s deciding to leave something unvoiced.
A daring hope flourishes through me. Perhaps she does know and she’s giving me time to work up to telling her in my own way. Perhaps she doesn’t resent me and her father being together at all.
Or perhaps – and this is just as likely – this is unrelated and I’m just populating my consciousness with hopes so I don’t have to give in to the gnawing guilt.
Two halves of me war, one half an excited woman ready to go on her first proper date, the other a glaring witch-eyed betrayer who knows that I’m possibly doing my friend the worst harm of her life.
“Well,” she says eventually, turning to her window, “don’t go getting any ideas about us not being best friends anymore. Even if I meet a hundred cool writers at this convention, they’ll never beat Goldilocks.”
“That means a lot to me,” I say honestly.
“We’ve been through too much to let the little things get in the way, haven’t we?”
“Jeez,” I say, laughing to try and diffuse some of the tension. “You’d think you were riding off to war or something, Fi. Why so glum?”
You know why. She knows why.
“Well, you know, the best writers are emotionally tortured, right? Maybe I’m just getting into character.”
Is that what we are now, I wonder, just two characters to each other, hiding what we really know because facing it would be too cataclysmic?
I find myself thinking of mine and Saul’s bet, or fake bet, or excuse or whatever the heck we’re calling it. I try to convince myself that on the date we’ll find out that we’re not compatible at all and then this whole improbable edifice will come tumbling down.
Yeah, right.
And maybe I’ll sprout wings and fly alongside Fiona’s plane.
    
I walk up to the mansion, the large almost-Gothic building glittering like a beacon. Beads of snow sway and dance in the light wind. Jasper sits on the front porch, head tilted at me, tongue hanging out to catch the snowflakes.
“Hey, boy,” I say, leaning down and ruffling him behind the ears. “How’re you doing, huh?”
He grins and then his lips split into a yawn, making the cutest high-pitched noise I never would have expected from a dog his size.
“Aww, aren’t you just the sweetest?” I gush. “How’d you feel if I just scooped you up and carried you away, huh? Do you think Saul and Fiona would mine?”
“I think Saul might have something to say about it,” his voice rumbles as he opens the door.
If any icy resistance had built up in me during the car ride, it melts gloriously at the sight of my man.
My man.
He stands there in a suit of pale blue, a winter alpha wreathed in the fabric of his jacket, his muscles engorged, swollen, freaking ginormous-looking. He strides forward and then before I know it, he’s caught me and our lips are pressed together frantically.
I gasp and drag my fingernails through his hair, my sex wet right away, my womb continuing its war-drum pounding inside of me. She yells at me to forgo the date and instead just leap on him, wrap my legs around him, and then …
Oh, God, we’re doing it, somehow.
My legs are wrapped around him and he’s holding me up, the brick of the house cool against my back as we inhale each other. His growling sounds through the closeness of our kiss, his hands tight and rough on my ass cheeks, massaging, maddening.
“Jesus fucking Christ, Sparkplug,” he growls, pausing the kiss so that we can stare intensely into each other’s eyes. “You’re goddamn magic.”
“Magic?” I giggle.
“Yeah,” he smirks. “Because I don’t remember how we got here.”
“But now that you’re here …”
“It feels fucking perfect,” he finishes for me.
As he places me down – taking an exaggerated step back that makes me laugh – I almost tell him about my half-hope that Fiona already knows and is condoning our relationship.
But then he’d ask why I think that, and I’d have to reply that she made some nebulous comments.
Then what?
What do those comments even mean, exactly?
I’d have to face the blunt truth that she doesn’t know and when she finds out—
“Hey, Sparkplug,” he says, touching my chin and guiding my gaze to his. “Today is about us. Let tomorrow take care of itself.”
I lash my hand out and wrap it around his wrist, sinking into the moment, unable not to.
“Maybe I was just thinking that we still need to choose a nickname for you,” I sass.
His smirk widens, eyes flaring. “Is that so?” he growls. “And what did you have in mind?”
“Um,” I murmur, realizing I haven’t thought of one yet. “Flame?”
“What?” he chuckles. “Why Flame?”
“Because you always melt me up inside,” I say, silly tears springing to my eyes. “Every time I tell myself that I can make myself all icy, that I can build up any kind of resistance to you, you melt it, Saul. You melt it all away.”
He leans forward and kisses away my tears, warmth upon warmth. “Oh, Sadie,” he moans. “What the fuck would I do without you? Come on, let’s get inside. I want to show you something.”
“Okay,” I say and I can’t resist adding, “Flame.”
He grins and interlaces his fingers with mine, leading me over the threshold. Jasper turns and darts outside, going on one of his solo adventures.
I move my free hand through Saul’s dark steel peppered hair as we walk, righting it from where my lustful hands swept it back.
Our eyes lock and his expression seems to say so much, a volume that’s only audible to me.
It’s such a casual, relationship-style gesture. It’s the sort of gesture that should feel just plain wrong after so short a time.
And yet as we stare at each other, we both know it’s right.
“You’re going to make an incredible mother,” he says as he leads me up the double staircase and down the hallway toward my room.
“Why do you say that?” I murmur.
“Because it’s true, Sparkplug.”
“Okay, Flame,” I fire. “But what brought this on?”
“Just the way you looked right then, so curvy and perfect, with so much goddamn humanity in your eyes I could roar. You’re the most caring person I’ve ever met.”
“Nah uh,” I tease. “I’ll have you know I’m a secret devil, actually.”
“There’s only one place I want you to be a devil,” he snarls. “And that’s when you’re bent over for me, that pink pussy glistening, those thick thighs pressed together and those round ass cheeks just waiting to be spanked into submission.”
I can’t help but whimper.
In a sudden savage move of pleasure, he takes my shoulders and shoves me up against the wall.
“In fact,” he snarls, “I think my perfect sexy queen deserves a little treat before she sees her gift.”
“My gift?” I whisper, as his hand strokes down my side, over my hip, and then down my thigh and up between my legs.
“Yes,” he says, face so close to mine, breath taunting. “All queens deserve gifts once in a while, don’t they? But first, you have to do something for me.”
“Anything,” I gasp, as his indomitable hand presses against the mound of my sex through my pants.
I move my hand toward his crotch, but he catches it with his free hand and pins it lightly against the wall.
“No,” he growls. “I’m not wasting my seed. Every last drop of it belongs in that eager pussy.”
He moves his hand savagely against my soaked center, grinding my panties against my lips and my clit. I gasp louder, longer, a song of pleasure that I can’t stop singing as he moves his whole arm like a piston, powerful and impossible to resist.
“Fuck—fuck,” I gasp as he suddenly jams his hand down my waistband and finds my bare sex, his finger fused against my clit, rubbing, pleasing.
“That’s it,” he snarls, leaning back so he can watch me twitch and writhe. “Oh, fuck, Sadie, that’s it. You look so fucking good right now. Keep moving like that.”
“Like—this?” I breathe, not even sure what I’m doing as my pussy tingles and somehow grows wetter.
“Perfect,” he whispers, slowly inching his hand away from my sex.
I pause, using the opportunity to suck in a breath. “Why did you stop?” I whimper.
“I want you to wait, Sparkplug,” he smirks.
“You evil man,” I laugh with a strangled quality to my voice.
“Sometimes,” he grins wolfishly. “I just love to see how badly you want it.”
“Ah,” I cry, twitching when his finger brushes lightly against my clit … only to draw away again.
“Beg, Sadie,” he growls.
“Please,” I moan, loving the way his gaze enflames at my words. “Please, Saul. Flame, please—”
I throw my head back and scream when he presses against my heat again, this time sliding two fingers inside of me and moving them in a whirling wet motion of ecstasy.
His fingers dominating me, pushing me up against the wall, my whole body twitching and writhing under the force of him.
The pleasure breaks inside of me and my orgasm let’s loose, my thighs clamping tight around his hand to trap him there, in that heaven-filled place.
“Yes,” he snarls, pumping his hand. “Fucking hell. I wish I could watch you cream forever, my perfect virgin.”
I deflate as it passes, gasping in breaths. “That was …”
“Perfect,” he groans, stepping back with a smirk. “That was better than perfect, Sadie. If I didn’t want you to wear my gift so badly, we might be skipping dinner altogether.”
“Wear your … Saul, what are you up to?”
He takes my hand again. I feel my wetness on his fingers, but I don’t care, even if maybe I should.
The closer we can get, the better.
He leads me to my bedroom and nods down at the bed.
“I had it specially ordered last night,” he says.
“I could never wear that,” I mutter, staring down at the lacy red dress.
It’s the sort of curve hugging dress I’ve always steered clear from, not cut insanely low, but not long either. The lace moves across the cleavage, meaning that there would be a dignified amount of that on display, too.
Dignified, that is if another woman was wearing it.
“Why not?” Saul demands. “You’ve got an incredible figure, Sadie. You’ve got the most smoking body I’ve ever laid my goddamn eyes on. Why shouldn’t you flaunt it once in a while? You don’t have to wear it, though. You never have to do anything.”
“I want to,” I admit. “It’s just scary. I know how silly that sounds.”
“It doesn’t sound silly,” he says, looping his arms around me from behind, bringing his face down so that we’re cheek to cheek. “Holding you like this, it’s so easy to imagine you pregnant. I can already feel kicking.”
“Saul, don’t you dare—”
Too late.
He starts tickling my belly as I squirm and giggle and dance in his embrace, and finally swivel on him, giving him the mother of all pouts.
“Seriously,” I say, all smiles from the tickles. “Do you think I could pull that off?”
“I think you’d be the sexiest woman in the restaurant if you wore dungarees and a lumberjack shirt. But with the dress, Sparkplug? Nobody has a chance.”




CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Saul
After arranging a dog sitter for Jasper, I drive us a hundred miles away from Marchway, to a large town called Icy Falls, named for the waterfall that runs into the nearby lake and, apparently, once remained frozen solid for three full winters sometime before the Civil War.
As I drive through the winter-dark landscape, I have to focus hard to keep my eyes on the road, made sparkly by my high-beams.
The temptation to turn and drink in the sight of Sadie in that red dress is almost overwhelming, and if I didn’t take driving so seriously I know I’d give in to it.
Even so, I risk a glance now and then, refreshing her majesty in my mind.
The dress hugs her hips and then slides up to her cleavage and down to her thighs, the outline of them beneath her black tights somehow even sexier than if they were bare. Now I can torture myself with thoughts of peeling those tights away, slowly, inch by inch as she whimpers and begs for my manhood.
“I feel so silly,” she’d said back at the house, twirling in the dress for me.
I’d had to bite onto my fist to stop from roaring like a conqueror before a battle as I gazed at her.
This was before she’d put on the tights and the sight of her flesh leading up to that juicy ass was almost too much for me to handle.
My seed flurries hotly inside of me, begging for a release, but not just any release …
It has to be her release, her horny pink hole ready to drink up every drop I have to give.
We’re tuned into an orchestral station, which was Sadie’s choice.
“I just love drifting away in the music, if that makes sense?” she said once we’d settled on it. “When I was a kid I used to close my eyes and imagine that I was a lion or a wolf or sometimes an eagle, free, you know, just roaming. Now that I’m studying zoology I realize how unrealistic those carefree fantasies were. It’s not like eagles just fly around all day for the fun of it. But still.”
I keep driving, my heart banging rapidly in my chest, more than it has in years. Even when I used to race Formula One, it never beat like is.
Nobody – and nothing – has ever made me feel this way before.
The song changes and I listen closely, sure that I recognize it from somewhere. Then it clicks. It’s the song Sadie was listening to when I found her in her room studying.
I feel her tense up beside me, the quality of her breathing changing.
Then she sobs, quietly, as though she’s trying to fight it.
“Sadie?” I murmur, bringing the car to a steady stop at the side of the road, under the snow heavy branches of the pines.
I turn on the interior lights and turn to her, finding her pawing at her cheeks with her lower lip trembling. The music rumbles in the background, almost blending with the sounds of the winter that whines and hums all around us.
“I’m okay,” she says.
“It’s okay if you’re not,” I tell her.
She glances at me. “It’s just this song,” she whispers. “When I expect to hear it, that’s one thing. But when it just hits me like this … And maybe it’s the drive, too.”
“Talk to me,” I say as softly as I can, reaching across to smooth the hair from her face and tuck it behind her ear.
“I don’t want to spoil our date,” she murmurs.
“Your feelings are more important than any date,” I tell her firmly. “I never want you to feel like you can’t talk to me. Because you can. Always.”
We sit in silence for a long time, Sadie’s cheeks turning crimson, but I’m not sure if it’s from the heat blasting within or the pain doing the same.
I don’t try to push her, sensing that she needs to work up to this in her own time. Her face is a tapestry of long withheld pain, causing a resounding answering note of pathos inside of me.
“They slipped on an icy road,” she says quietly, her hands worrying at each other. “I guess I’ve been sitting here this whole time wondering if the same is going to happen to us, you know? It’s silly.”
“It’s not,” I whisper.
She shrugs. “Anyway, it was the first year of college and I was studying, listening to that album like I always did. I’m one of those people who can listen to the same album over and over without getting bored. I was reading about behavioral ecology, I think, the first module of the semester. And then I get this phone call from Mom’s phone. That was what really messed me up. They called from her phone. I guess it was easier to get my number that way. They told me that she’d—”
She shatters into a tangle of tears and pain, her whole body shaking as the sobs reverberate through her. I wrap my arm around her, leaning across the handbrake and smoothing her tears away, kissing her on the forehead and telling her it’s going to be okay, over and over, trying to make her believe it.
She bolsters herself, biting down, as though she can force away the heartache through sheer will.
“They called Aaron afterward … he’s my brother.”
“Older or younger?” I asked.
“Older. He’s in Vietnam at the moment. He’s a photographer.”
“I’d like to meet him,” I say.
She smiles, brightening her expression. “I’m sure you will,” she says. “He was on the other side of the country, but then there was this knock at my door. It was Fiona. She’d heard me crying. We’d only known each other for a couple of weeks, but somehow we’d become best friends in that time. I’ve never had a friend like her—”
She chokes back another sob.
I’m so proud of you, Fiona, I think.
“She held me as I cried. I don’t know how long it was, but it was a long time. It felt like years. So, yeah, that’s the story of crazy Sadie and the song that sets her off.”
I smooth more tears from her eyes.
“I’m here for you,” I tell her. “I’ll always be here for you.”
She reaches up and touches my face. “Thank you, Flame,” she whispers, with an endearing laugh beneath her voice. “But if you don’t let go of me, I might start crying again and ruin my makeup.”
“You’re beautiful without it,” I say with passion, truthfully. “You’re a picture, Sadie, a gorgeous goddamn picture.”
“Why, Saul?” she whispers.
“Why what?” I mutter in confusion.
She leans back and regards me as if I’ve just asked the stupidest question in the world.
It’s so easy to imagine her aiming a similar expression at our children, eyebrow arched, lips pursed. Did you really think I wouldn’t know that you sneaked into the treats jar, young man? I hear her say in my mind, wearing an apron and steam from her cooking dancing in the air behind her.
Or that same look—leaning over our child’s shoulder as she helps with their homework.
Stern and matronly and fierce and wonderful and, on top of all that, hotter than fucking fire. She’s wrong. I’m not a Flame. She is.
“Why me?” she asks now.
“Sparkplug,” I sigh. “There are a million reasons. Your eyes, the way you bite your lip, your shyness, your loving spirit, your passion for animals, your sassiness … Everything about you, down to the fucking atoms, that’s why.”
I kiss her, grazing her lips instead of sinking into them, lest I lose control right here in the car.
“Okay, enough waterworks,” she says, grinning brightly, pushing away the tragedy. “Tonight is about us, like you said. Let’s let tomorrow take care of itself.”
I study her for a moment longer, making sure she’s okay, and then pull the car out and drive extra carefully down the winter road.




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Sadie
We sit in a private corner booth of the restaurant, the walls the same red as my dress and lined with velvet.
As we walked over here, I kept cringing inside, thinking that the eyes of the patrons’ were all turned to me, that every half-heard voice was a declaration of disgust.
Does she really think she can get away with wearing that? I imagined them saying.
But all I have to do now is look into Saul’s eyes and see the effect the dress is having on him, the same effect it’s had on him ever since I put it on.
His eyes take on that husky, intense quality I recognize from the racetrack, that I’ll always be able to read now as the beast inside of him tries to break free from its shackles.
He looks at me as if to say, If we weren’t in public, Sparkplug, I’d be doing some pretty savage things to you right now.
I return the look, lust bubbling inside of me.
Then – so that we don’t actually pounce on each other – I glance around the restaurant.
It’s a wide ballroom-type space, with high ceilings and decorative marble columns running along the walls. The walls themselves are covered in the kind of high quality art I’d expect to see in some medieval church. The floors are covered in gorgeous rugs, the same sort that Saul has in his house.
“I can see why you like this place,” I whisper, studying the real torch lights flickering along the walls.
“I better like it,” he smirks, his eyes glinting knowingly.
I lean forward, propping my chin in my hands. Too late, I realize that the gesture causes my breasts to push together. My instinct is to quickly correct myself. But then Saul’s jaw tightens and his eyes flit to my cleavage, a carnal shimmer in his expression.
So I ride it, oh, jeez … I don’t let self-consciousness batter me down.
I squeeze them even tighter together and let the delight swim through me.
I feel myself awakening this evening, as though the emotional intimacy in the car can translate to bravery.
Bravery, I chide myself.
But then, for me, this is brave. I’ve never felt comfortable using my body like this before. I never thought there’d be anyone who would be interested.
But now Saul is more than interested.
“What do you mean?” I say, snapping back to the present.
“Who says I have to mean anything, Sparkplug?”
“Oh, just the way you’re looking around like you’ve got a secret, Flame.”
He grins wolfishly at the nickname. “I’m never going to be rid of that.”
“Well, unless I somehow manage to ice myself over and become immune to you, no, I don’t think so.”
“I suppose I better do my best to ruin this date, then,” he banters.
I scoff. “You couldn’t do that if you tried. Come on, don’t keep me in suspense.”
“I own the place,” he says with a casual shrug.
“Wow,” I mutter, glancing around once again at the majesty of it all. “I know you said you always used to dream of this stuff as a kid, but why, Saul? Was it just something that generally interested you?”
Our conversation is cut off when the waiter approaches, asking if we’d like a drink. The waiters all wear medieval-style tabards but modernized to somehow look like suits at the same time. It would be tacky if the tabards didn’t look so authentic.
“I’ll just have an orange soda,” I tell the waiter.
“Orange soda sounds delicious,” Saul says, and the waiter leaves. He faces me. “Now, where were we, my gorgeous—”
“What?” I urge.
Don’t stop, Saul, not when it starts with ‘gorgeous’.
“I have to control myself,” he says with a shaky breath. “If I start down that road, I’ll end up ordering this place to be evacuated and taking you right here on the … See, Sparkplug, see what you do to me.”
“Okay, then,” I giggle. “Strictly no you-know-what talk until after dinner, deal?”
“Deal,” he says, with some difficulty. “But that just means I’m going to have to hold it all inside until after, and I can’t promise I won’t explode like a madman.”
A shiver runs through me, lust dancing beneath a budding anxiety. Just because we’re compatible when he’s pleasing me, that doesn’t mean we will be the other way around. I saw the outline of his manhood, the hugeness of it.
What if I can’t—
But no, because riding that train of thought would just see me wrecking this wonderful dinner.
“I wouldn’t expect you to,” I tease.
Don’t think about Fiona, I snap at myself when my thoughts stray.
The waiter brings our sodas and then leaves us to let us look over the menus, which are laid out like old medieval manuscripts.
“Saul,” I say. “Are you going to keep a girl waiting forever?”
“Well, I guess the first thing you should know is that I was a small kid.”
“What?” I laugh. “Are you kidding me?”
“No,” he banters.
Even so, I find it hard to believe as he sits there, all seven foot of him, looking like a giant sitting at a kids table. He’s taken off his suit jacket and his white shirt is tight against his muscled flesh, every inch of him bulging, pressing against his skin as though the beast isn’t just going to break out inside of him.
It’s going to break through his skin, too.
“Jeez,” I mutter. “How small are we talking?”
“Very small,” he says. “Up until the age of about fourteen, I was the smallest kid in my class, in every class.”
I watch, patiently, delighted that he’s opening up to me the same way I did on the ride over.
“There were two things in my life that made me feel big at that age, that made all the bullying and shit worth it.”
“Wait, you were bullied?” I say, disbelief mounting.
“For a little while,” he says, with a shrug like it’s no big deal. “I started studying martial arts at the age of eleven, before my growth spurt, and the bullying stopped pretty damn quick then. Even big bastards fall when they take a decent one-two to the face.”
My wombs sings, See, he’s a warrior too. Who better to protect our offspring? Now stop all this silly dinner nonsense and find somewhere private to pounce on his pogo-stick, young lady.
“Anyway, so two things made you feel big?”
“Excuse me, are you ready to order?” the waiter asks, appearing at our side.
He’s a young man and has a harried look on his face. It’s quite busy tonight, so it makes sense.
“I am,” Saul says good-naturedly. “But that’s only because I get the same thing every time I come here. I’m not sure if the lady needs more time to peruse?”
He turns to me and I glance down at the menu, my belly rumbling when I eye the double-stacked quarter pounder with skin-on fries and green beans—all cooked with medieval methods, apparently.
“Sadie, what is it?” Saul asks, reading me.
“I want the burger?” I murmur.
Saul glances at the waiter. “Just a moment,” he says.
The waiter nods and retreats, leaving us in privacy once more.
“Why do you say that like a question, Sadie?” he asks.
“Well, I don’t know, maybe you don’t want to watch me scoffing down a double-stack burger on our first date,” I huff, with far more intensity than I intended.
He laughs boomingly, not caring when several of the other guests turn to glance at our table.
“What?” I snap, cheeks reddening.
“I’m not laughing at you,” he says quickly, reaching across the table and taking my hand. “It’s just that that’s what I order every time I come here. We’re so well-matched. I know it seems like a small thing, but it isn’t to me.”
“And you wouldn’t mind?”
“Sadie, I want you to choose the meatiest, juiciest thing on the menu. It suits you, since you’re the meatiest and juiciest woman I’ve ever met. And you need to keep your strength up for our children. Order five goddamn burgers if you want to. Anything to keep those hips nice and curvy, you plus size goddess.”
My cheeks fire and a blush spreads all through me.
“What happened to no sexy talk, hmm?”
“I know,” he says, holding his hands up. “I’m an animal. I’ll be good now, I promise. How about I order us a starter of leavened spiced bread and then the burgers for mains?”
My belly gives another rumble.
“I think that sounds freaking amazing, honestly.”
“There we go then,” he smirks. “Waiter…”
The waiter approaches and Saul deftly orders for both of us, giving me a secret look as he does so. I can’t help but shoot him one right back, as though we’re in our own private world. The torchlight flickers, giving him an added intensity.
“Okay,” I say, laughing. “Now you can finally tell me about the two things that made you feel big.”
“Yeah, it was driving and dressing up as a knight,” he says.
“No way,” I say, clapping delightedly. “You’ve got a picture, right? Please tell me you’ve got a picture.”
“Sparkplug, you might run out the door if you see it.”
“Nah uh,” I say, shaking my head now. “Come on … or maybe I’ll decide I’m too nervous for later.”
“You’re one evil woman,” he says, a bantering note in his voice telling me I’m anything but.
He reaches into his pocket and takes out his phone, and then swipes and types and hands it over to me.
I take it – our hands brushing with sparks of lightning – and then stare down at a short, skinny boy weighed down in a tabard and plastic knight’s armor and a helmet, the visor pulled up to show his trying-to-look-tough face.
“Oh my God,” I gush. “Weren’t you just the cutest little rascal in the world, hmm?”
He chuckles. “Alright, alright,” he says, taking the phone back.
“Now at least I know that Flame really is the best nickname for you,” I tease lightly.
“How so?”
“Because you’re blushing like there are flames in your cheeks.”
“Keep it up,” he smirks. “It all goes in the Spank Bank.”
“The what?”
“Every time you tease me, my beautiful queen, you get one extra spank.”
My sex tighten and I warn myself not to grow wet here, not to soak my panties like he seems to do so easily.
“Isn’t that just motivation to tease you more, huh? Dammit, Saul, now you’ve got me breaking the rules. Come on, so driving and knighthood.”
“Yeah. I was into cars as a kid, ever since I can remember. And I was into medieval history. Once I found out that you couldn’t be a knight in real life, I decided to pursue driving instead.”
“But that doesn’t mean you can’t let out the little boy inside you every now and then.”
“Yeah,” he says, with none of the shame other men might display at the admission. “It’s a fascinating period in history. Back then, it was brutal, Sparkplug, just down-and-dirty fucking brutal. Unless you were a noble, your life consisted of pain and hard work and more pain. I think that’s what’s missing with some men today, the willingness to suffer, to sweat, to hurt for what they believe in. It seems that some men just want their dreams handed to them. But no, it doesn’t work like that. A man has to fight for what he wants.”
I find myself imagining one of the immature boys at college saying something like this, and I just know they’d sound ridiculous.
But Saul sounds like a man just calmly explaining what is necessary.
“Would you fight for me?” I murmur, trying to quell the shyness in the question.
“I’d do anything for you,” he growls. “I’d fight a thousand men in single combat or all at once. I’d build a house in the heart of a volcano and live in there for forty days and forty nights if that was what was required to be with you, or to keep you or our children safe.”
Our hands are intertwined, though I can’t remember who made the first move. We grasp onto each other tightly, as though if we don’t this moment might just fly away.
“I still find this all a bit crazy,” I say.
“Crazy enough to stop?”
“No,” I say at once. “That’s not what I mean at all. I just mean the suddenness of the certainty.”
“Me too,” Saul murmurs. “But perhaps I look at it a little differently.”
“What do you mean?”
He gives my hand a squeeze. “Sometimes I feel like a man from a different time. I tried doing things the modern way once, with a slow buildup, ignoring my instincts. And it failed. But when I saw you, my instincts sent a burning message directly to my soul. I knew I couldn’t ignore it. It’s the same instincts I felt while driving, the not-having-to-think snap decisions that mean the difference between life and a horrible injury … or even death. If I ignored you that day you appeared outside my house, a curvy shy beautiful fucking angel—”
I giggle and he gives my hand another squeeze. “I mean it, Sparkplug. You’re an angel. Make no mistake about it. And if I ignored my instincts that day, I just know I’d crash and burn.”
The waiter brings the bread on a platter rimmed with colorful medieval scenes, and two extra plates for serving. The aroma of the spices lace the air and infuses me, causing my mouth to water as I wait for Saul to make the first move.
“So polite,” he says, reading what I’m doing.
He reads me so well.
He dishes out the bread and then I pick up my knife and fork, because the least I can do is not eat like a savage—
But Saul is a savage, and he picks up a slice and takes a carnal chunk out of it.
“You beast,” I giggle.
He swallows. “Guilty as charge.”
“Well, at least you don’t speak with your mouth full.”
He shoots me a bantering look. “I’m not a complete animal.”
I pick up the delightfully warm bread and bite into it, the subtle spices spreading indulgently across my tongue, the texture of the bread just right.
“What about you?” he asks. “I know you said you’ve always been interested in zoology, but was there a specific event, or just a general interest?”
“No, there was something,” I say.
“Don’t keep me in suspense, Sparky.”
“No, no,” I laugh. “Sparky? What happened to Sparkplug?”
“Just keeping things fresh … Sparky.”
I laugh again, my chest feeling light, the taste of the spices dancing in my mouth.
“So?” he prompts.
“There was a scandal at our local zoo when I was growing up. I used to spend a lot of time there. Mom and Dad got me a season ticket and sometimes Aaron would come, but mostly it would just be me, wandering the enclosures.”
“You felt more at home there,” he murmurs.
“Yes,” I say, glowing under the light of being truly seen for the first time in my life. “Anyway, I began to notice that the enclosures weren’t cleaned out regularly. There was this one man who worked there, and he always seemed, I don’t know, somehow like he hated the animals. So I went on a campaign to try and get somebody to look into it, but I was just a dorky little kid. Eventually I got Mom and Dad to indulge me, though, and they actually got the city to look into it, and they cleaned the place up. It turned out that man I mentioned was a criminal and he’d been abusing some of the animals. It was quite the scandal at the time. I think it was then, really, that I knew I wanted to be involved with animals. I mean, I’d always known. But that sealed it.”
“I’m proud of you,” he says passionately.
“Anybody would have done it.”
“No, they wouldn’t have,” he says. “You did it, Sadie. You did it because you’re absolutely incredible, inside and out.”
Once we’ve finished our bread, I look closely at Saul and then begin to suck and lick the spices from my fingers, ignoring the self-consciousness that tries to tell me I look gross.
I focus instead on the captivation in Saul’s eyes, the way he grips the edge of the table and begins to tremble, the vibrations becoming more pronounced as I suck each finger.
My sex gives a proud flurry when I see just how badly he’s trying to hold himself back.
“What?” I say innocently. “Is something wrong?”
His smirk widens, almost like he’s gritting his teeth.
“These burgers better hurry the hell up,” he growls.
“I can’t believe I just did that,” I murmur.
“I can,” he says. “You’ve found a person you’re comfortable enough around to explore that deliciously sexual part of yourself. I just thank God or fate or whoever that I’m that man.”
“It couldn’t be anybody else,” I say emphatically.
Soon the waiter arrives to take our plates, and soon after that the burgers are brought out, still steaming from the kitchen, the buns thick and the meat thicker. The fries look absolutely divine, the skin all crisped and crunchy-looking.
“So,” Saul says, “how many do you want?”
“Burgers?” I ask, unfolding a napkin to laying it over my lap.
“No,” he grins. “Children.”
As many as we can, Saul, my womb screams.
But then I don’t want to freak him out.
What if he only wants one?
One more, that is, including Fiona.
Let tomorrow take care of itself.
“You go first,” I giggle.
“I want as many as you’ll give me,” he growls passionately.
I let out a breath of relief. “That’s exactly what I was just thinking,” I admit. “It’s so funny, because I never gave it much thought before we met. I guess I always assumed I’d have some one day. But the second I saw you, I felt it inside of me, this need, this crazy wonderful need.”
“There’s nothing crazy about it,” Saul says. “When you know, you know. Now let’s tuck in. I don’t know how much longer I can resist you.”




CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Saul
My cock throbs as we ride the elevator up to the hotel suite, an aftershock from watching Sadie devour that burger, each bite telling me that she’ll never let society tell her she needs to change her shape to some absurd make-believe standard.
She ate well, and it was impossible not to think about all the fuel she was putting away for our children.
Now I have my hand on the small of her back, temptingly close to those round ass cheeks.
I let out a growling noise when the doors finally open and reveal the hallway to the suite, the deep crimson rug leading to the living room. I barely have time to take in the finery of the room, though, because immediately I slide my hand down Sadie’s body and cup her ass.
I press her into the hallway as she gasps and whimpers, her desire matching mine every step of the way.
She puts her hands against the wall and pushes her ass out without me even needing to ask, the budding confidence in her a privilege to behold.
“God, you’re really coming out of your shell now,” I snarl, palming that ass, sliding my hand beneath the hem of her skirt and up between her legs, feeling how wet she is already.
“It’s you,” she gasps, as I toy with her. “You bring it out in me.”
“I’d have it no other way,” I snarl, pulling down her tights just enough so I can feel her panties. “Jesus fucking Christ, Sadie, you’re drenched. I love how wet you get for me. It’s your womb, isn’t it, telling you to get ready for me?”
“Yes,” she whimpers, twitching against my hand now.
“Fucking hell, are you going to cream for me already?”
“I—think—so …”
I push her panties aside and grind my palm against her pussy, pressing against her lips and her clit, my heart hammering in my ears as I stare captivated at her. Soft light illuminates the moment, making her look downright magical as she twitches and writhes against my palm.
“I need to taste it again,” I growl, falling to my knees and dragging her pushed-out ass toward me.
I yank down her tights and panties and just enough to bring my tongue to her pussy in time for her to squirt all over it. I gulp greedily, feeling her juices infuse me, strengthening me like an aphrodisiac.
My cock was rock solid before, but with the elixir of her squirting cream, it’s like a rocket ship before takeoff, ready to explode.
“Get in the bedroom,” I groan, forcing myself to my feet.
She wriggles her tights back up, the movement causing her breasts to bounce tastily.
“Oh, fuck,” I groan, pouncing on her again as she squeals in answering delight.
I grab her dress and pull it over her head, my cock giving a pulse when she raises her arms for me, letting me pull it up and then toss it to the floor.
I lean back to regard her, standing there in her heels, tights, panties, and bra, and nothing else, her tights pulled up over her belly button, making those juicy breasts the stars of the show.
She blushes, but then I see – and it’s a heavenly fucking sight – her push away the shyness and stand tall.
“Arch your back for me,” I growl. “Push those tits out. Fuck, I can’t wait for you to start breastfeeding. I can’t wait to taste all of you.”
She does what I ask, causing her breasts to bulge in the bra.
I stalk forward and reach behind her, deftly freeing them from the prison-like fabric.
They bounce free and right away I’m on them, sucking one and squeezing and massaging the other, swirling my tongue around her gorgeously large areolas and listening to her moans and shivers.
She cradles the back of my head, pressing me closer, and I’m more than glad to let this sexual part of her flourish.
I open my mouth and start nibbling her softly, feeling the way the lust continues to rise within her, taking off in a flurry of starlight.
My cock is a solid rod of tension as she begins to shake again, gasping and screaming as I attack her nipple with my tongue, pinching and twisting the other one softly, the sensation driving her to another hypnotic orgasm.
“Fuck,” I growl when it’s passed. I take a step back, forcing myself to. “Walk ahead of me to the bedroom. Stick that ass out. Sway those childbearing hips.”
She tilts her head playfully.
“My pleasure, my liege,” she says.
“You filthy fucking angel,” I smirk.
She’s everything I’ll ever need.
I hold my hands behind my back as she walks ahead of me, her tights outlining the thick juiciness of her ass perfectly. Putting my hands behind my back is the only way to stop myself from grabbing her again.
A spot of wetness has spread through the material, making that section almost see-through.
My cock riots.
Take-her-take-her-take-her-NOW.
We walk through the luxurious suite – through the presidential living room and then down a corridor lined with art – but all I can focus on is Sadie’s swaying ass.
We find our way to the bedroom, the lights already turned on as I instructed. The bed, a four poster majestic piece, with large prints hanging on each of the walls, landscapes that make the room seem larger. The silk curtains closed, capturing the flame-like lights.
“To the bed,” I growl, hardly able to form the words now. “Stick that ass out.”
“Like this?” she murmurs, leaning over the bed and gripping the sheets in bunches.
“F-fuck,” I snarl. “Yes, exactly like that.”
I slowly approach, savoring every step as I stand over her. I stare down at the voluptuousness of her ass, framed in the tights, and then with my hands shaking in primal anticipation I reach forward and peel them inch by inch down her legs.
Down and down, until they’re hooked around her ankles near her heels, all twisted up with her panties.
I slide my hand over her pussy, gathering her juices.
“Did you forget about the Spank Bank?” I smirk.
“No,” she whispers breathily, twisting so that she can lock eyes with me. “I was just waiting for you.”
“Goddamn,” I snarl.
I spank her lightly and watch as she shivers for me. Again, and again, getting just a little harder each time, but always keeping it in the realms of pleasure.
I watch her ass jiggle for me, turning me into a starving beast with each reverberation through her grab-me flesh. I stare and stare at the divinity of her, the fucking carnality she’s offering up to me.
“I need you from behind,” I snarl.
I grab my trousers and tear my belt loose, shattering the buckle, the whole thing sliding to the floor.
I take my pants and underwear and tear them down, freeing the engorged pre-come-slick length of my cock.
I groan as I stroke the head of my length over her ass cheeks, painting her reddened flesh with juices of my own now.
“Oh my God, that’s big,” she moans, twitching against me.
“I’ll take it slow,” I promise her.
“Okay, Flame,” she breathes, backing up against me now.
“What’re you doing?” I growl, barely able to breathe with the withheld lust.
“Whatever feels right,” she moans, arching her hips so that my cock slips between her ass cheeks, fucking me with her goddamn ass, sliding up and down from my base to tip.
“You’re perfect,” I groan. “Absolutely—oh, fuck, fucking hell, Sparkplug…”
She gasps in time with my words, as my massive hot wet cock slips into her entrance.
Her virgin slit is so tight, her fleshy walls gripping me like a fist made out of white-hot fire. I grit down as I stare at her pussy trying to widen enough to take me, her hand reaching back to grab my shirt, her fingernails clawing through to my hardened abs.
“Fuck, you’re tight,” I snarl.
“Too tight?”
I laugh gruffly. “Like I said, you’re perfect—”
My words are cut short as I slide deeper, slipping right to my base now.
I quickly tear off my shirt so I can see our bare flesh pressed together, my abs crushed against her ass cheeks.
She bites down, holding my gaze, her eyes wide with lust.
I groan deeper, like the animal I am.
“I feel it,” I snarl. “I feel your body giving itself to me.”
“For the … first … time …” she moans.
I slide out slowly, savoring every inch, and look down to see the release of her virginity has colored the flesh of my manhood. I snarl with the added pleasure and lust, and then I can’t hold back anymore, my seed roaring, celebrating.
“I need to fuck you hard,” I tell her huskily.
“Do it,” she begs. “Oh, God, do it.”
“Can you take it?” I ask.
She tosses her hair, some of it going into her eyes. Then she blows it away, a cute moment that bolsters the lust. Finally, she tilts her head at me feistily.
“I can take everything you have to give, Saul. Do it. Put a baby in me.”
“Argh,” I roar, pumping my hips faster, harder.
I lean over and loop my arm around her body, my forearm crushing her breasts as I grip onto her, pressing my chest against her back as I drive deeper, getting as close to her as I can.
The tanginess of our sex fills the air with its welcome scent as I thrust my hips, the bed whining and jostling around with our movements.
Faster and faster, I pump, harder, deeper.
I feel her pussy beginning to tighten and throb around my cock, her pleasure rising to the surface as her moans do the same. Her moans come as though she’s struggling to breathe, our faces pressed cheek to cheek now as I hammer her into the bed, thundering my abs into her ass cheeks, dominating her with each primal crash of our sexes.
“Cream, Sadie,” I manage to snarl in her ear, somehow finding the words. “Do it now …”
She throws her head back and screams, the veins straining her neck, her expression a picture of absolute euphoria. I tilt my head and stare at her as I continue to fuck her, every inch of her skin turning red with the lustful letting-go.
I watch her as the orgasm possesses her, gritting my teeth with the effort of withholding my own seed.
And then I see it begin to wane, her breathing trying to catch up with her.
I lean back and let her go, staring down at my cock, staring at the creaminess of her come covering my entire cock.
I stare at her thick creamy release as I fuck her, groaning when I see it froth between my cock and her hole and slide up into her greedy little asshole.
I grunt and then roar.
I sound like a warrior before battle.
I sound crazed.
And I am.
Crazy for her, my woman, only mine.
I fall against her as my cock turns to starlight, exploding over and over, the tip of my cock ablaze with the passage of my seed. It shoots into her fiercely, every part of my consciousness focused on the tip of my cock where the humming, explosive release is the most felt, the most real.
I stare through the haze of my release to find that Sadie is bucking against me, her fingernails digging into my side as she pulls me into her, deeper, harder.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I roar, loud enough to bring the roof down.
We collapse together onto the bed, both of us struggling to suck insufficient air.
“Holy shit, Sparkplug,” I whisper, dragging her into my arms, gripping her shoulder possessively.
I never want to let her go.
“I just went with it,” she whispers, disbelief in her voice. “You seemed to like it.”
“Seemed,” I repeat, with a deep chuckle. “There was no seemed about it.”
I roll onto my side and stroke my free hand down her body, holding it against her belly.
“I can feel it,” I say quietly, and I really can.
Lying here with my woman, the scones light flickering magically, her face the only one I’ll ever need to make me feel fulfilled as a man, I really can fucking feel our child inside of her.
Sadie, we need to tell Fiona when she gets back.
I fight that sentence down, despite its truth.
The last thing I want to do is ruin the moment.
Especially when she places her hand atop mine, her smile making my soul feel giddy like I’m that short little kid again, dressed as a knight, ready to take on the world.
With her, with our family, with our shining futures.
I’m ready for anything.
“I can feel it, too,” she murmurs, voice dreamy.




CHAPTER NINETEEN

Sadie
Two days later, the three of us are sitting in a diner in Marchway, the wind howling against the window and the lights of the diner seeming impossibly bright against the early-sunset wilderness beyond the glass.
I glance into our reflection in the window and see the three of us sitting there, me in my winter jacket and Saul in his steel-gray suit, and Fiona in a fluffy Christmas sweater with the sleeves pulled up, the better to grip her hot cocoa.
I stare and I try not to think about these past two days, the earth-shattering experience in the hotel room at the forefront of my mind.
I try not to think about the way we’ve unleashed ourselves on each other every day since then, having the house to ourselves, fucking like animals standing up, lying down, me on top, him on top, every position we can think of—so much so that we had to take a break, our bodies punishing our zealousness.
Now it’s time for us to tell Fiona what’s going on.
We agreed on it early today.
“She has to know, Sadie,” Saul whispered, stroking his hands through my hair as we lay nakedly in bed together, both of us sweaty and contended and sex-sore.
I’m still sex-sore as I sit here, my center aching nicely, in a way that makes me feel wanted. The sex has me feeling like a different person, wanted in a way that I never dreamed I would be, or even deserved.
“So you had fun, then?” I ask, realizing I’ve just been sitting here like a weirdo.
“Yeah,” Fiona beams. “I networked the shit outta that hotel venue room, honestly.”
“I’m proud,” I smile.
“Me too,” Saul says, genuine affection in his voice.
Fiona leans back, looking between us. Perhaps that’s a giveaway right there, the fact that when we came and sat down, Saul and I sat on the same side out of habit, since we’re so used to being fused together now.
“Um, okay?” she murmurs. “Why so intense, guys?”
“Well, there’s something—”
“Sorry,” I interrupt, panic rising inside of me like a crescendo. “Saul, do you mind? I need to use the bathroom.”
He tilts his head at me. “Sure,” he murmurs, sliding out of the booth and then stepping aside.
I hardly know what I’m doing as I walk through the diner, rounding the corner to the bathrooms and then – on a cowardly whim – head for the exit instead.
I burst out into the cold and place my hands on my hips, sucking in the icy winter air. I walk away from the diner, into the deeper darkness of the parking lot.
I try to get my breathing under control.
This is it. Oh, God, this is where it could all go wrong.
I promised Saul I’d be brave, but it turns out it’s easier to be brave in the bedroom than it is when facing down your best friend.
Facing her down with news that could emotionally scar her for life.
What have we done?
But I wouldn’t take it back.
I know that with an iron certainty.
So what the heck am I supposed to do?
“Look here, fellas,” a voice says from behind me.
I flinch and turn, realizing that in my anxiety I’ve walked right to the edge of the lot, near where it runs down into a ditch and then across some snowy fields. The stars and the moon are hidden tonight, giving the world an eerie quality.
My eyes move to find several men sitting on the hood of a car parked down in the ditch, a big off-roader with the lights turned off. I feel my blood begin to freeze as their eyes turn on me … there’s at least seven of them, big burly men with heavy jackets and boots and jeans. They wear leather jackets, I see as they get closer – like a mass, a single organism – a skull and bones emblem on the breast.
A biker gang.
The man at the head of the group is at least as tall as Saul and just as wide, a big bull of a man with more tattoos and piercings than I can count. His bald head is exposed to the swirling snowfall, but he doesn’t take any notice.
“Didn’t expect you to just come wandering over, darling,” he drawls.
“I don’t want any trouble,” I say, spine-tingling as the men begin to spread out.
“Nah, neither did we,” the bald man says. “We just wanted to rehome some poor doggies and make some money doing it. But then your friend in there got it into his head to be a hero.”
I gasp, remembering the story of how Saul got Jasper.
He freed him from a cage, a cage owned by criminals … are these the men?
“I thought you were in prison,” I gasp.
“Aww, how cute,” the man chuckles. “It seems you know who I am. Don’t matter. I’m sure there’s lots we got to learn about each other yet. Why don’t you come with me, darling? I’ll treat you better than that wannabe white knight in there.”
“Saul’s twice the man you’ll ever be,” I hiss, my hackles flaring at the insult.
The man tilts his head at me appraisingly. “Now hang on a sec, it seems we’ve struck gold here. You haven’t got a crush on the big ugly bastard in there, have you?”
“Ugly?” I snap. “Have you looked in the mirror lately?”
It’s not the world’s best insult, but it’s all I can come up with as fear forces me to back step toward the diner. But the men see what I’m doing and surround me like hyenas, converging in a great mass of intimidation until they’ve got me covered on all sides.
“Nowhere to run, you fucking b—”
“Lay one hand on my woman,” Saul’s voice snarls, “and I’ll take your goddamn head off, Jett.”
The bald man – Jett – smiles broadly and turns to Saul, who stands at the edge of the group with his fists clenched and his eyes narrowed.
“Now it’s a party,” he grins. “So you and this thing, you’re an item, eh?”
“You insult her again and you’ll be picking your teeth up off the concrete,” he growls.
Saul, I want to cry, there are too many of them.
But my throat feels as though it’s closed up with panic, my heartbeat thumping inexorably.
“Like to see you try,” Jett laughs grimly, his hyenas cackling along with him.
“Get away from her,” Saul snaps, stalking closer now, closer.
“Or what?”
“Men like you,” Saul spits. “So brave when you’re in a group. You think numbers are going to keep you safe? I’d die before I let you touch her.”
Jett turns fully now, all the men, aiming their rage at him. Jett reaches into his jacket and comes out with a gleaming blade.
“That ain’t so tough a task,” he snaps. “I’ve cut men for less than what you did to me.”
“What about what you did to those dogs?” Saul snarls. “That’s my lady there, that’s my fucking woman. A little letter opener like that doesn’t change a goddamn thing.”
“No? What about these? Boys.”
All the men draw their knives now, looking like seven glinting shards of ice in the snowy landscape.
Something within me freezes when I spot Fiona walking up behind her dad, her mouth hanging open.
She heard it all.
Saul called me his woman.
Fiona knows.
I came out here to run away from telling her and now she knows and now something terrible might happen.
“Please,” I say, making my voice loud. “Just stop this now. It’s so senseless.”
“Shut up, cunt,” Jett roars, wheeling on me with the knife.
I step back with a cry.
But Saul throws himself into the middle of the men with no regard for his own safety.
They fall on him with their knives, but Saul moves like a shadow, insanely fast and fluid for a man his size. He ducks sideways and then comes up with an uppercut that snaps Jett’s head back, causing him to slip on the ice and land with a bony crack.
Saul spins away, fists raised, judging his timing as three men bulrush him.
He faints to one side, causing one of the men to bring his knife up.
And then he ducks low and slams him in the ribs so hard I’m sure I hear bone crack.
Whish-whish, the knives hiss in the air, just shy of Saul’s face as he ducks backward in a boxing stance.
“Tsk, tsk,” Saul grunts, letting out short puffs of air with each devastating strike.
Each man is big and strong looking, some of them just as tall as Saul, and yet he dances around them like a savage whirl of violence.
He grabs one man’s wrist and snaps it upward.
The knife drops and Saul catches it—only to toss it away, skidding metallically on the concrete.
I back up until I’m standing with Fiona.
She must have walked around the fight to get to me, and now we grip onto each other, too frozen to do anything.
“The cops,” I gasp. “We need to call the cops.”
“Right,” Fiona says, snapping from her daze and taking out her cellphone.
I can’t help but wonder if her daze comes from the fight or from what she just overheard.
She knows, she knows.
Saul has disarmed all the men now, impossibly, his chest rising and falling as he stands over them, fists clenched, face a picture of rage-filled concentration.
“Are we done?” he snarls, staring the men down.
Jett is the first one on his feet, clutching at his face. “Brokemyfuckingjaw,” he whines.
“I’ll do worse if you don’t apologize to my woman,” he snarls.
Even as his words make my chest flutter, I can’t help but feel Fiona tense up beside me.
This isn’t how I wanted you to find out.
Jett laughs, but then Saul takes a step forward, and suddenly the man’s blubbering. It’s hard to make out his exact words through his broken jaw, but the general gist is clear enough as he whines out his apology.
Saul looks at me, as though if I gave the order my man – my warrior – would charge in there and finish him off.
“You better be sorry,” I can’t help but hiss. “Anybody who’d hurt an animal deserves worse than what Flame just gave you.”
Ah, crap. Flame. I called him Flame.
Saul takes a step forward. “Alright, then? We’re fucking done here. And by the way, this diner may be a little rundown, but it’s got security cameras, assholes. You just pulled a deadly weapon in public. And you’ve got criminal records. So, basically, you’re all fucked.”




CHAPTER TWENTY

Saul
We all sit in the main living room, Jasper curled up in front of the crackling fire as our hot cocoas sit ignored on the table, there steam making wisps curl in the air. We’re all tired from the police station, from the long process of giving our statements, and now it’s late and we sit in an uneasy silence.
Fiona knows.
I can tell by the way she glances at us, a pinched expression on her face, that same hurt quality in her eyes I remember so well from when her mother walked out on us.
I exchange a look with Sadie, looking like a Viking queen swaddled in a blanket, only her head poking out of the top, her hair spilling down to her shoulders. But I can see her hands worrying at each other beneath the blanket.
“So,” I say at length, the first word spoken since we all sat down.
“So,” Fiona murmurs.
“I guess we need to talk this out,” I venture.
“Yeah,” Fiona says, glancing up at me briefly, and then at Sadie.
“The first thing I want you to know, Fi, jeez … Just that I’m sorry, okay? I’m so sorry for sneaking around behind your back. I didn’t expect any of this to happen. It just – I know how crazy this sounds – but it just happened. It was like we had no control over it. It was like fate or destiny—God, that sounds cheesy, doesn’t it?” Sadie says.
“But it’s the truth,” I say, unable to hide the passion in my voice. “I felt it the moment I saw her. But I’m sorry too, Fiona. We shouldn’t have gone behind your back.”
“So what happened, exactly?” she murmurs. “I mean, I don’t need all the details, but just the gist of it.”
I take a deep breath, wondering how I can put this into words. Then I tell her, as best I can, about laying eyes on Sadie and knowing that I had to claim her, about the closeness that erupted between us. I keep all the sexual aspects out of it, which does a disservice to the effect Sadie has on me, the potent sexuality that my princess possesses. But I can’t go into that with my daughter.
“And you’re happy?” she says. “Both of you?”
“Yes,” Sadie and I say at the same time, with so much conviction that Jasper snaps his head up, glancing between us.
Fiona laughs, the last thing I expected her to do.
The laughter goes on and on, taking on a shaky quality, almost manic, and for a dread-filled moment, I wonder if this has turned my daughter insane.
“I’m so glad,” she whispers.
“What!” Sadie and I say, again at the same time.
We exchange a glance at each other. She smiles for a beat, before remembering how serious this all is and wipes her expression clean.
“Glad?” I mutter a moment later.
“Well, I thought it might just be a hookup, and that would’ve been weird. I don’t know, maybe it’s crazy. But I think that would be way worse than this. The way you two are looking at each other right now, it’s so cute, it’s so real. I’ve never seen you like this before dad—either of you.”
“Wait a second,” I say.
“You knew?” Sadie says, getting in there before me.
“Sort of,” she says. “Well, I knew that something was going on.”
“When? How?”
“The night I came home drunk,” she says, taking a deep breath and leaning forward. “I didn’t accidentally set the alarm off that night. I found you two in the study. You were sitting in Dad’s lap, Sadie, and you didn’t exactly look like you were hating it, you know? I didn’t know what to do. I acted on instinct. I ran to the door and I put in the wrong code for the alarm a few times, setting it off.”
“Why?” I say, disbelief sizzling.
“Because I wanted you to tell me in your own time,” she says. “Whatever this is … Dad, you’ve spent so long on your own. I’ve never even seen you look at another woman after Mom left. And that’s always seemed weird to me. I mean, no offense, but it’s not like you and Mom had this fairytale relationship. Even when I was a kid I could tell how distant you two were. But when I caught you in the study, you looked so damned focused on Sadie. And afterward, the little looks you were giving each other …”
“You saw those?” Sadie whispers.
“Goldilocks,” Fiona says, rolling her eyes, smiling now in a way that tells me perhaps this is all going to be okay. “It was hard not to see. I did try and give you a chance to tell me in the cab on the way to the airport, remember?”
“I thought I might be imagining it,” Sadie says.
“Pfft,” Fiona laughs. “You know me better than that. When you didn’t tell me, I just thought, hey, she’s going to do it in her own time.”
“I thought you were going to go crazy when you found out,” Sadie says, rising from her chair – the blanket falling away – and walking over to Fiona. She sits down next to her, tentatively taking her hand. “I thought you were going to freak big time, honestly.”
“Me too,” I admit.
Fiona mock glares at us, first Sadie and then me. “Is that really how you see me?”
“Well, yeah,” I smirk, testing the waters.
“I love you both,” Fiona says. “I want you to be happy. Sure, it isn’t exactly conventional. But if you’re both happy if you really want to try and have a relationship, then who am I to get in the way?”
“Jesus, Fiona,” I say. “Do you have any idea how proud of you I am right now? You sound so goddamned grownup.”
“Newsflash, Dad,” she says. “I am grown up. I’m definitely more mature than you little lovebirds, sneaking around like a couple of teenagers.”
“Okay, okay,” I laugh. “I didn’t realize we were at the joking stage already.”
“It’s real, Sadie?” Fiona asks, turning to her friend. “You really feel something for him?”
Sadie bites her lip, nodding. “At first I tried to explain it away. I mean, it’s only been a few days. It makes no sense. But then I realized that something that feels as magical as this doesn’t have to make sense.”
A gust of wind blows against the house, causing it to creak. We all pause as the power of winter passes over us. Jasper cocks his head back and lets out a short howl, but not mournful, more like a celebration. Like he, too, knows that everything is going to be okay.
“Fi, I don’t know how to thank you,” Sadie goes on. “I thought this might be the end of us. I had a whole freaking speech prepared and everything.”
“Well, we’ve got to hear it now,” Fiona says teasingly. “I wouldn’t want you to have wasted all that effort.”
“Nah uh,” Sadie says, her smile causing my own lips to tic upward.
“No, I agree,” I say, leaning forward with a cocky smirk.
Sadie mock pouts at me, a sight that sends another surge of lust straight to the beast within. I have to keep him tamed, though, at least for this evening. My body is still sore from all the times I’ve had the absolutely fucking heavenly privilege of exploring the curvaceous landscape of her body these past couple of days.
“You two are pretty evil, you know that?” she says.
Fiona leans back, folding her arms in an exaggerated I’m-waiting gesture.
“Fine,” Sadie says, but her cheeks are glowing fire red and her smile is inexorable, a gorgeous sight that captivates me afresh each time I look at her. “I was just going to say that ever since Mom and Dad, I never felt like I belonged. Maybe even before that—no, not maybe. Definitely, before that, I’ve always felt like I was on the sidelines of life, watching things happen to other people and wondering why they weren’t happening to me.
“That changed a little the day we met, Fi. When I’m with you, I feel seen. But when I met Saul, when we sank into all this craziness, it really hit me. It hit me hard. It was like a freaking truck just barreled right into me. When I’m with you…”
She turns to me and I cough back a ball of emotion, almost striding across the room and taking her crimson cheeks in my hands.
“When I’m with you,” she goes on, clearing her throat of her own emotion, “I don’t just feel seen. I feel like I’m the only person in the world. I feel like I can do anything. I feel sexy and brave and intelligent and just—oh, just acknowledged. It’s like you see all the things I wished I was.”
“I see you for who you really are,” I growl passionately. “I see how amazing you are. And I’m glad, Sadie, because if somebody had seen it earlier maybe I wouldn’t be the lucky bastard who gets to call you mine.”
We hold our gazes, Sadie’s eyes beginning to sparkle with budding tears.
“Okay,” Fiona yells, giggling, as she leaps to her feet. “You’ve convinced me. You two are the biggest lovebirds in the history of lovebirds.”
She walks over to the table and picks up her cocoa, taking a long sip.
“Yep, thought so,” she says.
“What?” I laugh.
“Even this isn’t as sweet as what you two have got going on.”
“You really don’t mind, Fi?” Sadie murmurs. “You can be honest with us.”
“I am being honest with you, I swear,” she says. “I think it’s awesome, really.”
She carries Sadie’s hot cocoa to her and they sit together, side by side, my daughter and the woman of my dreams.
I feel like hammering my fists against my chest in a sign of animal victory, the sense of relief is so powerful.
“Alright, then, as long as you two aren’t going to tear chunks out of each other, I’ve got some business to handle,” I say, standing up.
“Work, now?” Fiona murmurs, glancing at the clock.
“Yeah, what’s going on?” Sadie asks, eyeing me perceptively.
“No goddamn way. Just because you two are best friends again—”
“We never stopped being best friends,” Fiona corrects.
“Okay, but it doesn’t mean you get to gang up on me. I’m just a defenseless old man.”
“Number one,” Sadie says, “you’re not even remotely old. You’re distinguished. You’re handsome. You’re a freaking silver fox. And number two, I think everybody here knows you’re anything but defenseless, Flame.”
“Flame?” Fiona leaps in. “Now what does that mean?”
“I’ll leave you to explain,” I grin, waving at Sadie as I stride from the room, Jasper walking at my heels.
“What business could you possibly have to handle at midnight?” Fiona calls after me.
It’s not midnight everywhere.
Jasper and I walk through the house, Jasper’s tail wagging when he senses the happiness flurrying through me, the happiness I didn’t dare let myself anticipate after the fight in the parking lot.
She knows.
And she’s happy for us.
“Life’s looking up, eh, boy?” I say, stroking him under the chin as his tail goes into overdrive.
I walk into my office and sit behind my desk, and I guess I shouldn’t be surprised when the big hulk climbs into my lap and attempts to curl up despite his size.
I laugh and work around him, turning on my laptop and going to Skype.
Aaron answers in half a minute. He’s got the same blonde hair as Sadie, worn long with a green bandana tied across his forehead. Stocky and strong looking, he looks every inch the traveling photographer as he sits in a Hanoi café, the image pixelating briefly before settling.
“Mr. Sykes,” he says. “What can I do for you?”
“I’ve got a question to ask you,” I say, my heart suddenly thudding.
What if he says no?




CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Sadie
I feel like I’m in a bubble of warmth and optimism as I sit in the car across from Saul, my manhandling the vehicle with skill despite the ever-present snowfall. The off-roader – bulky and safe – makes a steady passage through the pine forest, the sunlight lancing through the spiky leaves.
When we hit a rut, I squeal and end up with my hand on his thigh.
Saul smirks over at me, devastatingly handsome in his steel-gray suit, his hair swept to the side, his eyes missing nothing.
“You so planned that,” I giggle, keeping my hand there, squeezing him a little when I see the lust exploding in his expression.
“Can you blame me?” he snarls. “What man wouldn’t want your perfect-for-wanking hand on his leg?”
My chest gives a flutter and my sex gives an even deeper one.
We move over the rut and keep driving, the trees starting to grow thinner now, dotted further and further apart.
“Where are you taking us?” I say, delight in my voice.
“You wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise, would you?”
I smile and rest my forehead against the window, watching as nature rolls by.
It’s been a day since we found out that Fiona knew all along, knew, and condoned. Heck, more than condoned.
All yesterday I was waiting for her to change her mind, to reveal that it was a joke or that tiredness messed her head up. I think she noticed that I was acting differently around her at breakfast because before I knew it a strawberry was sailing across the kitchen bar and landed with a plop in my oatmeal.
“Hey,” I laughed. “What the heck was that for?”
“I’m throwing food at you,” she said.
“Um, yes,” I giggled. “I can see that. But why?”
“And I’m going to keep throwing food at you,” she went on, ignoring me as she picked up another strawberry. “Until you get it into your head that I’m thrilled for you and Dad and you stop treating me like I’m made of glass, deal?”
I picked up a croissant and gestured with it. “Don’t start what you can’t finish, Fi,” I taunted.
That was it.
It was all-out war, any awkwardness between us forgotten. Jasper was the real winner of that food fight, though. He managed to get a few bits of bacon before we cleaned it all up.
I smile now as the off-roader breaks through the forest and emerges onto the side of an iced covered lake. The sun has gotten even brighter since we entered the forest, blazing down and bouncing off the surface, making it hard to look at directly.
Maybe that’s why it’s not until we’ve inched our way right to the edge that I see the log cabin that sits right beside the lake, a small sturdy building with medieval hangings draping the walls and a red carpet laid out to the door.
“What’s this?” I ask. “What game are you playing, Saul?”
He turns off the engine and then faces me, a new intensity in his eyes that causes me to almost shiver beneath his gaze. His eyes move over me and he takes in a deep breath, rumbling, oh-so-intense.
“The rest of our lives,” he says heavily.
Could it be? I dare to think.
But then I quickly diffuse the idea, lest it take root in my mind and sprout into something that will need to be felled when I find out the truth.
He could mean anything.
“Okay, cryptic,” I say, trying for a laugh, but it comes out distorted with emotion.
“Don’t worry, my curvy, genius princess,” he snarls. “All will be revealed soon enough.”
He jumps from the car and walks around to my side, opens the door, and then grabs me in those powerful hands. I squeal and laugh as he cradles me to his chest, the snow kissing at my cheeks and then melting as the heat.
He carries me through the snow toward the cabin, down the red carpet, his hands gripping me firmly, possessively.
Like they should. Like they always will.
Oh, God, can this really be it?
He kicks open the door to reveal a gorgeously rustic interior, with wooden beams and thick rugs and a fire already sizzling and crackling. A table sits in the center of the room, the legs ornately carved, and beyond I can see the bedroom and the thick, fur-covered bed.
“What’s all this for?” I whisper as he puts me down.
“Do you like it?” he asks.
“Um, yeah,” I laugh. “Although I don’t know if you should’ve left a fire burning all this time.”
“I had somebody prepare it for just before we arrived,” he assures me.
“Oh,” I smile. “Then yeah, I freaking love it.”
“Good,” he growls, gripping my hips and pulling me close to him. “Because I love you.”
I gasp, feeling tears welling in my eyes, and blink them away.
“I’m sorry. I don’t think I heard you right.”
“No?”
He smirks and then lets me go, striding to the door.
“What are you doing?” I giggle.
I follow him outside as he tosses his head back, roaring into the sky like a madman, like a handsome, perfect freaking madman.
“I love Sadie Gold,” he roars, his voice echoing over the icy lake. “I love Sadie Gold. I fucking love Sadie Gold and she’s mine, mine, all fucking mine!”
“You’re crazy,” I cry, walking over to him and framing his face in my hands, gazing up into his eyes as my tears threaten to whelm afresh again. “And I love you, Saul. God, I love you so much. I don’t care if it’s only been a little while. Because when you know …”
“You know,” he snarls, looping his arms around me and pressing his lips against mine in a carnal frenzy.
We moan and our lust rises to the surface as we sink deeper into the kiss, my hands moving over his shoulders, down his muscled back, savoring every inch of his taut tight flesh.
“I love you more than I knew I was capable of loving,” he breathes, breaking off the kiss so we can gaze at each other, into each other. “But I need to ask you something, the most important question of my life.”
“What?” I whisper, daring to hope, now, daring to dream.
He takes a step back and regards me lovingly, his eyes brimming with the same emotion that punches into me repeatedly.
“Sadie, I’ve lived a long time waiting for the woman that would make me feel what you make me feel, that would make me feel like I had to claim her—to claim you. I was ready to die waiting. But now that I’ve met you, I’m ready to start living. Fully, daringly, I’m ready to stride into our future together and take whatever it has to offer. I’m ready to be the father of your children, because I know I’ll love them just as much as I love you.
“Oh, God, Sadie, I just love you so goddamn much.”
I gasp and bring my hands to my mouth as he falls to one knee, looking up at me with a sparkle in his eyes. The air might be biting cold, but I feel like I’m standing in the center of an inferno, blazing.
He’s my Flame.
“Sadie Gold,” he says, reaching into his pocket and taking out a ring box. He opens it to reveal a ring that screams winter, with its jagged yet sublime diamond set in a snowy white-gold band. “Will you make me the happiest man in the world? Will you marry me?”
“Yes!” I scream, dancing around like a dork and not giving a single damn.
“Yes, yes, yes,” I sing, leaping up and down, feeling my curvy body bouncing and not caring, no, better than that.
I relish the way my body bounces because I know it’s exactly what my Flame wants, what my fiancé wants.
“Come here, then,” he grins, striding over to me with the ring held between his forefinger and thumb.
“It looks so small in your hand,” I laugh. “You handsome freaking giant.”
He takes my hand and brings the ring to my finger, sliding it on softly, the whole world distorting with my tears now.
I hold it up and regard it as the sun lances down, catching it.
“It’s beautiful.”
“No, Sparkplug,” Saul says firmly. “You’re beautiful.”
“Okay, now come here,” I gush, throwing myself at him, literally leaping up and knowing that he’ll catch me.
He does, handling me as though I weigh nothing.
Which is fitting because I feel weightless as he carries me back into the log cabin, kicking the door closed behind us so it’s just us and the crackling flames and the firelight.
“Is that why you were acting so weird last night?” I ask once he’s set me down.
Our hands are all over each other, his firm grip sliding down my hips and palming my ass. He grabs me possessively, owning my flesh like only my man, my fiancé can.
“Well, sort of,” he growls.
“Sort of?” I ask.
“I was a bit nervous,” he admits.
“You? Nervous?”
He nods. “I called your brother in Vietnam. I hope you don’t mind. I had to ask for his blessing.”
“You called Aaron?” I gasp.
“Do you—”
“No, I don’t mind,” I cry, running my hands through the night sky of his hair, black with spots of white. “I’m just so glad he gave you his blessing. This just makes it so much sweeter.”
His smirk turns savage as he leans close to me, our lips almost touching, his breath washing over me with the scent of his muskiness imbuing it.
“I love you,” he says, with another heady breath. “Goddamn, that feels so good to say. I’ve been waiting since I first laid eyes on you.”
“Really?” I whisper.
“Really,” he growls, moving closer, and closer, his hands sliding up my thighs and between my legs, stroking against my sex. “And I’m glad we gave our bodies that little rest. Now I can really show you what being my woman means.”
I feel my sex give a flare of approval, my womb dancing a jig inside of me, fireworks exploding and happiness blossoming.
“I love you,” I sigh.
We collapse into the kiss, enveloping each other, as the wind blows by outside and whistles against the icy lake. Deeper and deeper, we delve into the kiss, consuming each other, becoming each other’s air, all we’ll ever need.
Then I grab his shoulders and break off the kiss, shooting him a sassy look.
Nerves don’t invade.
Anxiety has no say here.
Because I’m finally ready to admit that I’m a sexual, sexy person.
And I won’t let my self-consciousness tell me otherwise.
“You’re wrong about one thing, Flame,” I fire.
“Oh, and what’s that?” he says.
“Now it’s my turn to show you what being my man means.”
He swallows. “Jesus, Sadie, I didn’t think it was possible to be more attracted to you.”
I guide him into the bedroom, my soul soaring, my heart content.




EPILOGUE



THREE WEEKS LATER
Saul
I guide the car around the track, an ear-to-ear grin on my face as I take the corners, remembering the night I brought Sadie down here and our lives changed forever.
I can’t help but let my mind drift over these past few weeks, the way we’ve sunk into bed together every night, exploring each other with hands and teeth and tongues that will never tire of it.
But it’s not just the sexual, I reflect as the car gives a satisfying thrum. It’s the long walks the four of us have taken together, too, Jasper, Fiona, Sadie, and me walking through the forest in our thick winter boots as the world throws more snowflakes down on us. Sometimes Jasper and I will walk behind, and I’ll watch my daughter and my woman talk animatedly together, about a million words per minute it seems at times.
“Can you believe it boy?” I’ll say. “I’m the luckiest man alive.”
I think back to this morning as I begin my tenth lap, pushing the speed now, my reflexes primed and honed at the prospect of being Sadie’s husband.
It’s as though life has taken on a starker, brighter quality, every moment amplified in a way it never was before.
I feel like I want to live more than I ever have before, as though being in love with her is slowing down time, turning each day into a saga.
It makes sense. You fell in love with her in a minute.
That’s the goddamned truth.
People who say, love, at first sight, doesn’t exist don’t know what the hell they’re talking about.
This morning, when she turned to me, her eyes brightened with emotion.
“I’m just going into town,” she murmured. “And then I think – well, maybe – we might have to talk.”
It was the tone she used when she said it, half-hopeful, as though she was—
“Jesus Christ,” I roar when she comes running into the track.
I quickly bring the car to a stop, leaping out and shaking my head at her. She stands in the center of the track with something gripped in her hand, her chest rising and falling frantically, still dressed in her winter gear. A heavy jacket and pants and boots, her hair bundled atop her head, and yet none of it does a damn thing to hide that smoking body beneath.
Her cheeks are flushed as she walks toward me.
“I love you too much for you to take risks like that, Sparkplug,” I say.
“Sorry,” she pants. “I just had to tell you. Right away.”
My heart begins to pound in victory, my mouth going dry, my world spiraling, and awakening into a new beginning.
“Please tell me this is what I think it is,” I whisper, placing my hands on her shoulders and looking into the deep wells of her eyes.
She opens her hand to reveal the pregnancy tests … four of them in a bunch, and each of them positive.
“Oh, God, yes,” I roar, stepping back and punching the air. “Yes, yes, yes.”
I grab Sadie and spin her around, catching her in my arms and kissing her deeply.
“I knew it,” I declare. “You’ve smelled different lately.”
“You are so wonderfully weird, Flame,” she thrills, letting the tears slide down her cheeks. “You’re going to make an amazing father.”
“If I can be half the parent you’re going to be, I’ll count myself a goddamn expert,” I say, leaning down and claiming her lips with mine.
Like I always will.
Every day for the rest of our lives.




EXTENDED EPILOGUE



ONE YEAR LATER
Sadie
I can’t help but smile with heavenly contentment as I watch Aaron cradle, Lacey, to his chest, grinning over her head at me, his eyes widening as though in amazement. He came back from overseas last month, but he still looks downright stunned every time he cradles his niece.
“She’s got Mom’s eyes,” he mutters for about the hundredth time.
Not that I resent him for it.
I could hear that exact same sentence a million times and never tire of it.
We all sit in the living room—our living room.
It’s winter break again, only this time Celina – Saul’s mother – is here with her husband, Raymond. Fiona has brought along her new boyfriend, Kenny, and Lacey seems delighted to have her uncle here. At three months, she’s already one of the most expressive people I’ve ever met.
Every moment, every single millisecond with her is a gift.
“Who wants cocoa?” my husband calls from the door, standing there in his knight’s tabard, a wide grin on his face.
“Oh, Saul,” Celina says with a smile. “It’s been so long since I’ve seen you in that silly old thing.”
“Believe it or not, Mother,” Saul says good-naturedly, carrying the tray into the room and placing it on the table, “this is not the exact same one I used to wear as a kid.”
I giggle and sink into his embrace as he sits next to me. Jasper stays where he is beneath Aaron and Lacey, curling up protectively beneath our daughter. It’s been the same ever since we brought her home from the hospital, Jasper standing vigil, Lacey delighting in pawing at his face and Jasper never begrudging her affection.
“I’m so proud of you,” Saul whispers in my ear as everybody else falls into their own private conversations, Aaron cooing at Lacey, Celina, and Raymond sharing a silent moment, Fiona seeming as love struck as I was last winter.
I can’t help but glow as his words smooth over me, making me feel warm and loved, and like I belong.
I really freaking belong.
“Not only are you the best mother in the world,” he goes on, his breath tickling me temptingly, “but you aced college this semester, just like I knew you would.”
I kiss him on the cheek, feeling the warmth of his skin, forcing myself to only kiss his cheek lest my husband’s heat and passion infects me and I get silly ideas into my head … ideas better left for later when we aren’t surrounded by other people.
He gives me that look, full of intense passion, and I just know he’s ready for later to come.
He looks so strong and sturdy and freaking husbandly as he sits there in the tabard, his thick arms tight in the undershirt, his strong jaw dotted black and silver with a light beard.
All through the pregnancy and after the birth, he’s never stopped giving me that look. I was shocked at first when I ballooned in size and my belly sprouted a watermelon.
“Nothing will ever stop me from being attracted to you,” he growled to me mid-pregnancy, his hand smoothing up between my legs, finding the wetness there. “I love you too much for that.”
Now, I lean across and bring my mouth to his ear, my heart thudding in anticipation for later.
“Saul,” I whisper.
“Hmm?”
“Do you think you could wear that to bed later?”
He smiles. “Just try and stop me, Sparkplug.”




EXTENDED EPILOGUE



TEN YEARS LATER
Saul
“I told you it wasn’t all fun and games,” Sadie says, standing over the children with her arms folded, an expression of pure maternal responsibility on her face.
I watch from the entrance of the enclosure, a big grin on my face as Lacey shovels up the muck, our determined daughter unwilling to let this task faze her. She wears her Sadie-blonde hair in a braid down her back, wearing the Gold Memorial Zoo T-shirt proudly.
I feel the same pride blooming in my chest every time I think about this zoo, built-in memory of her parents, and maintained to a standard that has won more awards than I can count.
Watching my wife grow into her dreams has been one of the greatest pleasures of my life.
“Look, Daddy, I’m a gorilla,” Zack sings gleefully, stomping up and down the enclosure with his hands held high.
Our five year old isn’t putting the same zeal into the task as his older sister, evidently.
“Come on, little man,” I smile, walking over and ruffling his dark hair. “We wouldn’t want to make our taskmaster angry, would we?”
I shoot Sadie a sly look and she gives me one right back, looking beautiful as she always does, even in her baggy T-shirt and working cargo pants and boots. Her hair is peeled back in a no-nonsense ponytail, but that only serves to highlight the cuteness of her face, the spunkiness of her Sparkplug eyes.
I’m glad that the children are here.
Mauling her at work would hardly make the best impression on her employees.
I pick up the shovel and wrap my arms around my son, helping him with the task.
The twins are tossing out fresh bedding, working together like they always do. Yona and Aaron, seven year olds who have grown up as the best of friends and are showing no signs of that fading, both of them with a glint of Sadie in their eyes.
In fact, even though everyone constantly tells me that this or that feature comes from me, when I look at my children I can’t help but see Sadie in their every move, their every gesture, every tiny tic of their expressions.
“See?” Sadie says. “Even Daddy knows how to get his hands dirty.”
Oh, you taunting little minx. As if you don’t know how capable I am of that.
She blows me a kiss and walks toward the enclosure exit.
“In fact, since you’re all doing such a great job, Mommy’s just going to check on Uncle Aaron and Micah real quick.”
We share a smile at the mention of our youngest child. Micah, our nine month old with the habit of melting my heart every time he makes a cooing noise or paws at my hand.
I watch Sadie turn and leave, my eyes lingering on her ass in those cargo pants, the thick fabric showing me an outline of her flesh that makes me want to make another baby all over again.
“Daddy,” Zack says, as together we shovel.
“Yes, son?”
“How come Mommy calls you Flame sometimes?”
“What?” I laugh. “Where did you hear that?”
“It’s because she loves him,” Yona giggles, sounding so much like her bestselling writer aunt another unstoppable smile spreads across my lucky-as-hell face.
“Ew,” Zack laughs. “I’m never gonna be in love.”
“I thought that once,” I murmur.
“Well, what changed?” Lacey says, pausing in her work to look up at me.
I realize that all four of them are looking at me now, even Zack stopping his perpetual can’t-stay-still bobbing to tilt his head up at me patiently.
“Your mother changed me,” I tell them all. “You’ll understand when you’re older, maybe, but sometimes there are people who come into your life and make it so you can’t ever remember a time when they weren’t there.”
“Like you, Daddy,” Zack grins. “I can’t remember when you weren’t there. But when we play hide and seek you’re not there, and, and—but you always come back and what’d you say, Daddy?”
I grin. “I tell you I will always come back, little man. And I mean it.”
A cooing noise causes me to look up, Sadie stands there with Micah cradled in her arms.
I wish I had my cellphone on me to capture this moment, the way she stands there framed by the winter sunlight from outside, her hair shining gold, pure maternal love drenching her features wonderfully.
She looks up and mouths, I love you, Flame.
I smile, blinking.
I love you more.
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