
        
            
                
            
        

    
ONE CHANCE


LOVE ALWAYS FINDS A WAY


DANI WYATT



Copyright © 2024

by Dani Wyatt

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

without the express written permission of the publisher

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places,

events and incidents are either the products

of the author’s imagination

or used in a fictitious manner.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,

is purely coincidental.

www.daniwyatt.com

Editing Nicci Haydon


Contents


DEDICATION
VIP’S
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Three Strikes Next!
Dani’s Other Books
Let’s Stay Connected!
About Dani



DEDICATION
[image: ]


A NOTE TO MY READERS:

I appreciate every one of you.

DEDICATED TO:

Friends who do stupid shit.
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GET exclusive free books

and other bonus epilogues and

short stores by joining the reader’s group!
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NEWSLETTER


Chapter One




Sophia

My stomach knots as my monster-sized brother Tor pulls his monster-sized black Maybach to the curb in front of the terminal doors.

The skycap tips his head toward the tinted windows as he approaches and the tap tap tap of my molars clicking together keeps time with my speeding heartbeat. I know I’ve forgotten something.

Did I put the Dark Opal basil on the produce order?

What if a food critic pops in for a meal, and I’m not there?

I don’t remember if I told the sommelier to watch the thermostat on the upper cooler. It was off by two degrees yesterday…

I swallow and wonder for the hundredth time in the twenty-minute drive to the airport if bailing on my annual trip with friends from my culinary institute days is an option.

I press on a smile as Natalie, Tor’s wife of four years—who has become one of my best friends—turns to look at me from the passenger seat.

“I miss margaritas,” she says, one hand on her eight-month pregnant belly as Tor flashes her a look. “I’m pretty sure this whole situation here was the result of a few too many margaritas, if I remember.”

She winks at me as my brother grunts. Shifting in my seat, the leather makes a loud stuttering squeak as I dig my fingertips into my palms.

I hate being away from my restaurant. It’s like leaving a helpless infant in the care of a gang of psychotic toddlers.

“I don’t need margaritas to knock you up,” my oldest brother grumbles. “My super sperm hit the mark every time.”

“Oh my God. Please.” I squeeze my eyes shut, shaking my head. “Stop. I’m still working on getting the image of you two on my desk four years ago out of my mind. I do not need to hear anything about margaritas and super sperm…”

Natalie chirps on a giggle and shrugs as Tor reaches over and pinches her chin, giving her a look that I know means as soon as I’m inside the airport, he’s going to find a spot to park the car and do some things I don’t want to think about.

“Maybe you’ll find yourself a little ‘knockered’ on vaca,” Natalie says on a smile as Tor presses his fingers over her mouth.

“Don’t say that to her. She’s not getting knockered-anything, not as long as I’m alive.” He clears his throat, drumming the fingers not touching his wife on the steering wheel, his nostrils flaring, then turns to me. “Call if you need anything, anytime. Either me or Cyrus will hop on a plane or make some phone calls…whatever you need. I didn’t like the sound of how things went last year on this trip of yours. Your so-called friends sound like morons.”

My two older brothers are more like stand-in fathers, since mine has never been in the picture. They are monolithically protective, and maybe that’s why I’m still single at twenty-six years old. That, along with my seemingly pathological obsession with cooking and running my restaurants, which takes up what feels like twenty-seven hours a day, twelve days a week.

Tor is my business partner at both my restaurants, and Cyrus takes care of my personal investments, making me a great passive income on the side. He also makes sure my house stays standing and my car gets the oil changed every 3000 miles. They are great, if not somewhat oppressive at times, but I know how lucky I am to have them.

“They’re not morons,” I start as I gather my backpack and tap my phone a few times to bring up my boarding pass. “The chef/restaurant life is tough. They self-medicate a bit too much, maybe. It’s stressful.”

“You’re supposed to be going there to de-stress,” he grumbles, as Natalie offers a sympathetic look, “not babysit a bunch of ‘friends’ who sound like they need a stint in rehab instead of a debauched vacation in…where are you going again? What island?”

“San Phillipe. Between the Keys and the Bahamas. It’s close enough for a three-day trip and great food. Two five-star restaurants, and it’s known for its amazing street food as well.” My mouth waters, thinking of the new culinary experiences that await, and a renewed excitement perks my spirits.

I’d always wanted to be a chef and own a restaurant as far back as I can remember. I cooked with my mother and grandmother since I could stand on a stool at the counter. I love the idea of putting ingredients together to create something magnificent that brings people pleasure and joy.

Watching people enjoy what I cook is like giving love to them, something I am pretty sure I’m never going to find in the traditional sense because work is my life and I can’t see any man putting up with my workaholic tendencies—or my smart mouth and general pain-in-the-ass nature, as my brothers call it.

Besides that, there’s my epically-wary nature when it comes to men. My brothers excluded, I don’t think men actually know how to tell the truth. Having a lying ass, abandoning piece of shit for a father probably has something to do with the sunshine and rainbows prickly cactus I am today.

I hate, hate lying.

Lie to me and that’s a one-way ticket out of my life. Do not pass go. Do not collect $200.

No second chances.

So, saying dreams of white dresses are not on my dance card is an understatement. But, I’m not missing anything.

Food doesn’t lie. Food doesn’t leave. I fucking love food.

Everything about it. Obsessed?

Maybe. After the restaurant closed last night, I should have been packing, but instead an idea popped into my head and everything else was forgotten.

That thought turned into the combination of goat cheese and beets, lamb and a Greek spice mix of my own made from oregano, basil, dill and a few other spices, all wrapped in a phyllo-dough crust with a balsamic honey reduction glaze on top.

By 3 am I had the third and final version perfected, and it will be on the menu when I get back from my trip.

“Don’t have that baby before I get back.” I lean forward and give Natalie the best hug possible over the back of the seat, then land a soft punch into Tor’s shoulder. “Try not to be too much of an asshole to my staff while I’m gone. If I come back to find they’ve all quit, I’m going to kick your ass all over the walk in. Just let Yiorgos run things. Only step in if there’s blood, fire or police involved, then before you do anything, call me. Got it?”

“I’m not calling you. Try to relax,” he says with a look of exasperation.

I huff. “Relax. Sure.”

“Yeah, you, relax.” Tor is using his big bad brother tone now. “Google it. It’s something humans do to enjoy life.”

“You should talk.” Natalie smirks, tipping her head his way, aiming her eyes back to mine. “He worries so much about me and the kids…the only time I see him relax is when I’m giving him—"

I cut her right the fuck off. “Jesus. Okay, I gotta go.” I flap my hand between us in the universal gesture for shut the hell up, then open the back door and slide out as the skycap stands ready and smiling with a cart. I lean into the open door, my fingers curled around the door frame. “You guys need to learn some boundaries.”

I sling my backpack over my shoulder and close the car door, the fall air chilling my exposed legs as I stuff my hands into the pockets of my Hell’s Kitchen hoodie.

I never made it onto the show, but they sent me the sweatshirt as a consolation prize with my rejection letter. Although, I do wish I’d made it, if only to meet Gordon Ramsay.

He’s as close to a crush as I’ve ever had.

“Have fun.” Natalie rolls down her window and waves. “Send pictures. I want to see you in that new bikini on the beach or in a pool relaxing.”

I spin on the toe of my black work clog, waving over my head as the skycap finishes loading my four stuffed suitcases on the cart, and we head toward the terminal doors.

In four hours, I’ll be in San Phillipe, and I’ll probably be the only one of my friends who won’t be relaxing.
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Ten hours and one migraine later, I’ve thrown my luggage in my room, changed out of my dirty feeling travel clothes and punched the down button on the elevator. After packing what felt like nearly everything I own, somehow, I managed to bring one pair of shoes outside of my clunky work shoes.

Flip-flops.

And they don’t even match.

My connecting flight was delayed by four hours in a tiny airport with no restaurant or bar and air conditioning that needed some recharging.

When I landed, my phone was full of messages from my friends who went to town for a fabulous dinner at Ethos. Besides being tired and cranky in general, I’m extra salty I missed the meal because that restaurant is one of the reasons we picked San Phillipe for this trip. Instead, I ate corn nuts and beef jerky from the duty-free store before settling into a stuffy cab and heading for the hotel.

I take a deep, shaky breath as the elevator dings and the doors whoosh open. Stepping inside, I’m relieved to see it’s empty, because making small talk or eye contact with a stranger right now seems like an epic feat.

Goosebumps rise on my skin in the cool air conditioning, and I consider going back to my room and snuggling into the huge white robe in the bathroom after a bubble bath and room service.

But, I’m here for some fun and adventure, so I sally forward wearing my new bikini and lacy black cover up. Natalie helped me pick them out after seeing my sad three-year-old chlorine faded boy shorts and swim t-shirt combo.

I’ve never had a bikini before and especially not one that is no more than two sets of varying-size beige triangles, held together with matching shoelaces.

But she said, go big or go home, and something about less is more. She loves her cliches, even when they make almost no sense, but I love her anyway. She’s the sister I never thought I’d have.

My hair is tangled in a messy bun and the bit of makeup I threw on this morning has long worn off. I did manage a new swipe of deodorant along with what should have been a spritz of my favorite perfume before heading out of my room and down the hall.

Instead, the little sprayer on my perfume bottle malfunctioned and delivered a firehose gush that dripped down my neck, soaking into the fabric of my bathing suit and cover-up before I could grab a towel and mop up the excess.

I’m sure I smell like I bathed in the stuff, but there’s no time for a shower, so off I go.

The elevator dings with each floor as the metal box vibrates under my feet and I find myself humming along to the generic instrumental music piping in from the speaker in the ceiling.

As the numbers descend into single digits, my text notification goes off.

I dig my phone from my backpack, leaning a shoulder against the cool wall of the elevator as I read the incoming texts from our group chat.

Ruby: Where are you? We’re all half in the bag already. GET DOWN HERE! We’re at the swim up bar.

Me: I know, you told me. I’m on the elevator now.

Harold: There some prime cuts of beef down here. I got first dibs. 🍆

Me: Have at it. I’ve got all the prime beef I need back at the restaurant.

The restaurant. God, I should have called my chef de cuisine when I landed to see how the night went. He would have been awake. Restaurant people never sleep, but I was trying to relax.

All relaxing is doing for me is making me anxious.

Ruby: Prime beef and some juicy looking sausages too. I’ll order you a Strong Island. It’s like a Long Island but…STRONGER!

Harold: I’m on my thrid allm bready.

Me: It’s okay, I don’t really want a drink.

Ruby: Get down here.

Harold: Order her too. to. 2. TWO.

The elevator settles with a soft bump and a ding on the main floor. The doors swoosh open, and I look at the sign in front of me with arrows and directions to the different parts of the hotel. I hear music and happy voices as I follow the arrow that indicates the Party Pool & Swim-Up Bar. As the voices get louder, I remember Tor’s commentary on my friends, and I’m honestly a bit relieved this trip is only two nights and the first one is already partially over.

I check my phone one last time before slipping it into my purse. I’ve already let my family know I’ve arrived safe and sound, otherwise they would be blowing me up all night or hopping on a plane and heading down here to check on me.

The battery is only one tiny slice of red, but I forget all about that when I step onto the pool deck. The warm humidity sweeps around me as I come face to face with a wall of a man wearing a black t-shirt with the word ‘security’ in yellow over his left pec.

It’s a party atmosphere, people are dancing and drinking out of coconuts and pineapples with little umbrellas. A group is cheering as they down shots at the massive swim-up bar along one side of a pool as big as a lagoon and just as blue.

A Jimmy Buffet song blares on the surround-sound speakers, and my resolve to sally forward through this evening quickly starts to dissolve.

But all the noise and revelry is sucked into the abyss as I stand gape-mouthed, looking at the man-god in front of me. He’s a devastating combo of Dwayne Johnson’s body and some dangerous tattooed outlaw but with way better hair. His skin is tanned to a warm toasty-brown, paired with these wild, almost reddish-black eyes, and I wonder for a second if he’s real.

He’s standing so still he could very well be a statue, except there’s a hardening of his jaw muscle as he regards me and I drop my eyes to the pool deck as I hear my name called from near the bar.

I shift by him with a muttered, ‘s’cuz me’, daring one more look and an awkward smile. I know I must look like a crazy woman with my wild twisted hair and mismatched flip-flops, not to mention the cloud of perfume that’s likely setting fire to his eyes and his lungs.

I nod, adding a weird two-fingered wave when his gaze catches mine. He’s got a scent like trouble and lust, and it feels like every inch of my skin flickers to life.

There’s a warmth down between my legs that starts to pulse, and if I didn’t know better I’d swear my pheromones were sending up smoke signals, because his eyes dart to my crotch and I think I hear him groan.

“Excuse me,” I hear as a trio that looks like they could be from the Real Housewives of Beverly Hills shuffle up between us.

I’m barely breathing, sucked into his wild, penetrating eyes as one of the women pushes by, spinning on her stiletto sandals to get a better look at him, and I get a solid smack from her enhanced triple-D’s right in my face.

“Jesus,” I mutter. “A little too much cement in that silicone, you practically gave me a black eye.”

“What?” She turns, narrowing her eyes, false lashes brushing her eyebrows with her overly-plumped lips pursed in a dismissive smirk. “Did you say something?”

“Yes,” a low rumble comes from Mr. tall dark and tropical, “she said something.” His eyes shift to me. “You want to file an assault report?”

He leans around her, looking beyond her blonde extensions, aiming his gaze at me with a twinkle in those burgundy-rimmed black eyes.

“Assault?” I ask, as the Barbie Doll trio tries to piece together enough brain cells to figure out what’s going on.

“She hit you, didn’t she?” he says, brushing his fingers over his sexy as hell lips, trying to cover a smirk.

“I didn’t hit her.” Cement boobs scrunches up her face as her friends stare me down.

“I think your eye is starting to swell.” Sexy man brushes his thumb under my eye, and God, he smells so good. Even over my own thick layer of perfume, my mouth starts to water.

“Ouch!” I feign a wince as he touches me, lightning bolts of desire darting outward from below my belly button all the way into my toes.

“You want to press charges?” Security man gives me a wink.

All three of them gasp, their attention back on me.

I don’t bother fighting off my own smirk, shaking my head as I answer, “No. As long as she can control…those. I’ll let it go.”

“Maybe time for you three to go find another pool. I think we’re at capacity here anyway.” He nods toward the exit doors. “Move along.”

The Botox, silicone trio hiss and shoot me ten kinds of dirty looks before they work their way back through the doors, leaving me standing there wondering what just happened.

“Thanks,” I manage as I hear my name called again and look over to see Harold making lewd hip thrusts toward the hulking man in front of me. “I should go. My friends…”

He snaps his tongue along his sexy white teeth as his eyes narrow. “I’ll be here. Waiting.”


Chapter Two




Chance

Well, the night is looking up. There’s a twitch down low in my belly and my senses are on high alert.

“What the hell was all that?” I hear the redhead that called her over ask as I lean against the side of the bar, eavesdropping.

Her friend sucks on the straw of some fruity-ass tropical overpriced drink, as the little dark-haired beauty sits on the edge of the pool by the swim-up bar, kicking her feet in the water.

I imagine her naked as my eyes stay pinned on her and her group, ready to stomp over and drag her away at the first sign of anything I don’t like.

And right now, it wouldn’t take much.

I see every size, shape and color here. Plenty of stunning women pass through, but none of them have ever sent my dick into full-on fuck mode with a single look.

She’s a tiny fucking thing but even under that cover up, I can tell her tits are life changing. Full and womanly if a little out of proportion to the rest of her, but in truth, so fucking perfect.

If I fucked her, she’d probably end up in the ER, but my cock doesn’t seem to care. I’m flagpole-hard and weeping cum into my jeans, trying to figure out how a wisp of a woman like her has turned me into a lust-crazed predator with only a handful of words.

“Just tropical shenanigans.” Her delicate voice rumbles through me like thunder. “Boob jobs in the wild tend to get a little out of control.”

She’s funny. Irreverent. Confident. Yet sweet, with an innocence that makes me want to scoop her up and put myself between her and the world.

Her dark green eyes snap my way for just a split second, with a hint of embarrassment that I caught her looking. It only feeds the rising beast inside me. In my head, I’m strapping her to the back of my bike and heading to my place, where no one would come looking, and I could take my time exploring every inch of that little body with my tongue before pumping every drop of my seed into her ripe little womb.

Fuck.

I shake my head, pressing my fingers into my eye sockets, wondering if I’ve been bitten by a tropical insect whose venom induces psychosis, because I’ve never had thoughts like this.

“Out of control? Just like us!” The redhead she hugged when she walked over screams to the rest of their group, and a cheer goes up from the small crowd.

Besides the little dark-haired doll, they all came down together a few hours ago and have been hittin’ up the bar hard ever since.

They’re idiots, most of them anyway. That’s nothing new here, though. You take a little sunburn and some booze at an adults-only resort, and you have the perfect cocktail for stupidity. I never understood getting hammered as a form of entertainment.

And what’s more, getting hammered and hooking up, then waking up the next morning with two kinds of hangovers. One from the alcohol and one from the ‘what the fuck did I do and who are you?’.

I spent too many years looking down the sight of a sniper rifle in hundred and twenty degree heat to understand fun, I guess. It’s been baked out of me. At least that’s what my buddy Reed, who owns this resort, always tells me. He’s right, in a way. There’s shit you see when you’re deployed and trying to survive.

And trying to help your friends survive as well.

I’ve seen parents hold their kids out in front of them as shields. I’ve seen men throw their wives into the line of fire so they could run dead at us, strapped with enough C4 to put a crater the size of a bus in the dirt.

I’ve seen too much to let me understand there is still fun to be had. So here I stand, the fun police, ready to shut down anything that gets out of hand.

Only problem is, my renegade hard-on seems to have changed its tune about what might constitute fun.

I scan the pool and the deck, picking out a few patrons that will likely need to be escorted out of the area soon, but that doesn’t seem very important right now. I help out here on weekends mainly because Reed asked, and I don’t have any fucking thing else to do really, so bouncing a few dumb assholes in oversized swim trunks and backwards ball caps on Friday night is as much entertainment as I usually get.

Until now.

I can’t keep my fucking eyes off her. She’s making my temples pound as my heart knocks against my chest wall.

There’s no sense in it. No woman has ever had this effect on me.

I don’t need this job. Not for the money, anyway. I’ve saved practically every nickel I’ve made my entire life, from the time I was seven and got my first paper route and ran a little gambling ring at recess at Dwight D. Eisenhower Elementary school back in Philly, where I grew up.

From there, I mowed lawns, babysat all the brats in the neighborhood no one else would, and took any odd job that got tossed my way.

I’d do anything to not be home back then.

My parents were the poster-couple for break up and make up. They were obsessed with each other and somewhere in that mix, I came along, but outside of making sure I had food and clothes and a roof over my head, there wasn’t much parenting going on.

Fast-forward to after I got out of the service, my best friend from high school, Reed, told me to come here for a visit. Take some time. Breathe some air.

He’d taken over some run-down little resort on some island I’d never heard of, and within a few years had turned it into a high-end destination hotel with a boutique vibe. He’d expanded it and was making huge bank.

Nowhere else was home, and moving back to Philly, where my parents were still in their endless cycle of dysfunction, was a big fucking no. So, I ended up buying a place way out on the other side of the island, where tourists never visit and my only neighbors are palm trees and a few monk parakeets.

No internet, no fucking TV. Just me and my garage, where I work on my bike and weld sculptures for some shops in town. I also take some pricey as fuck sculpture commissions, thanks to Reed and the unauthorized website he set up showing off my metal work.

Another fucking Jimmy Buffet song comes on, and for once, I don’t want to punch the fucking wall. Instead, I work my way closer, her pull getting stronger by the minute as a couple of her friends tug on her arms, urging her into the pool.

She grudgingly capitulates, and what happens next seals her fate.

“Fine. Fine.” She snaps at the two women pulling her arms, then unwraps the little black cover up and tosses it on the pool deck beside her, the colored lights strung around the pool cascading down over everything God gave her.

Holy fuck.

She’s wearing floss and a couple scraps of beige fabric, which for me, fucking heaven. But for all the other swinging dicks that are looking her way, I want to kill them all.

She’s the perfect size for me to carry around on my hip or over my shoulder. Walk her around piggyback for the rest of her life. Turn her over my knee, then bounce her on my cock. She barely came up to my chest when she stood next to me earlier, and she’s the perfect blend of curves and tight turns.

“Hey!” I roar as some douchey guy with enough hair gel to fuck up the pool chemical balance for the next week, gives her a thumbs up, flicking his fucking tongue out. “You! Get the fuck out of the pool.” I jerk my thumb over my shoulder.

“Why? I’ve been here all evening, I’m not doing anything,” he says in a dipshit Jersey Shore accent, smacking his chest with one hand then taking a sip of some shitty light beer in a clear Solo cup he’s holding in the other. “I’m paying to be here, man. Step down.”

He’s lucky he takes heed and steps away, turning his back on her as she hits me again with her green eyes, then her lips curl in an apologetic smile. She adds a shrug as I growl and settle in next to the edge of the bar, my fingers curling into my palms.

“Don’t put your fucking head in the pool,” I yell to the guy. “Your hair will melt and fuck up the filter.”

He screws up his face, but my little pocket-sized princess snickers. One of her friends passes her a pink foamy drink and her lips wrap around the straw. This girl’s mouth is so fucking sexy, my heart is pumping like I’ve run a marathon.

She’s classy, smart, funny, and over the next thirty minutes I barely take my eyes off of her, intent on every word that falls from those magical plump lips.

The rest of the guests could be drowning for all I care right now.

A half hour later, my dick could pound nails. She’s had two drinks, and the music has gone from Jimmy Buffet to some new Drake song, while the vibe in the pool and around the bar ramps up as the sun goes down.

I’m so hard I’m seeing double as the swell of her tits spills out from every side of her bikini top, little hard nipples pressing against the fabric. Blood pounds at my temples and I can tell she’s self-conscious in that nothing bathing suit. I want to cover her up and take her away.

Her dark lashes flutter as we exchange glances, and I swear her cheeks burst with two cherry-red spots when I reach down and adjust my dick, knowing full well she’s watching.

A few of her friends lean over and whisper something to her. They point toward the doors where she came in, then nod to me, then go back to some hush-hush conversation that ends with the redhead handing her a shot of what looks like tequila.

She refuses, but her friend persists.

“You have two days to have fun,” I overhear. “The other three-hundred and sixty-two days of the year you won’t, so do it. For me.”

“Three-hundred and sixty-three,” she corrects. The redhead gives her a confused look as she clarifies, “If I have two more days here, that leaves three-hundred and sixty-three days in the year.”

“Who cares, just drink it. You need some liquid courage.” She holds the little glass to my girl’s lips, and I hear her soft expulsion of breath as she leans her head back and downs the golden liquid.

Her group of friends go nuts, ordering another round as my raven-haired angel and her copper-haired cohort go back to whispering back and forth before they both settle their eyes on me.

Another shot, then a nod and a push later, her wide eyes are pinned on me and I ball my hands into fists as she climbs out of the pool. She starts to tiptoe my way, the wet bikini clinging to what looks like the most perfect fucking clamshell between her legs as water drips down her creamy flesh.

I see a couple of her crew snickering and watching, but all my attention is focused on her. I don’t fucking think I’ll ever be able to focus on anything else.

The world disappears in a haze around her. Her nipples are hard and clear through the thin bathing suit, her tiny frame showing the perfect amount of softness and jiggle to fucking change a man’s trajectory in life. I want to mount her tiny body on my face, bite into her flesh and let every motherfucker on this planet know she’s off limits.

“Hi.” She sidles up about three steps from me and worries her bottom lip, her knees pressed together. “I’m Sophia.”

“Chance,” I answer, barely able to breathe.

All I can do is stare. Say something, dumb ass.

I’m a man of few words, but with her, apparently, I’m a man of no words. My throat closes, and I feel the pounding of each heartbeat in my ears, my temples and down into my balls.

“Okay, Chance.” She looks uncomfortable, and I hate that I can’t think of a single fucking word to tell her everything I’m feeling right now. “So, I just wanted to thank you. For earlier. For playing into that with me with those other ladies. You didn’t have to do that.”

“Yes, I did.” I manage to unwedge the words from my throat.

“You did? I mean, most security or bouncers or whatever don’t have a sense of humor. Especially a quick, dry one. Sort of made my day. It was a shitty day. Until you.”

It was a shitty day…until you.

The plates of the Earth just shifted.

“Same,” I grunt, watching her eyes widen. They are the deepest emerald green with golden centers, unlike any eyes I’ve ever seen.

“I have a hard time believing that. I mean, you work in paradise surrounded by half-naked bodies.”

A rumble shakes in my chest as she shifts her weight from one foot to the other, and my eyes cascade down her tight little frame, landing on the sweet V between her legs. Her skin is flawless. No tattoos, piercings or scars. Only one little dark freckle, just to the left of her belly button, which I want to reach out and touch so badly my fingers twitch.

Tell her she’s beautiful. Ask her where she’s from. Anything, motherfucker, say anything.

Making conversation shouldn’t be this fucking hard.

The silence hangs between us until she flutters a hand over her chest in a little cute wave.

“Okay, sorry to bother you. I just wanted to say thank you—” She turns to go, and my hand darts out, grabbing her wrist.

“Don’t go.”

She screws up her face. “You’re confusing. Before, you were funny, and now I feel like some annoying groupie, then you say ‘don’t go’. I’m not good at this, my friends made me come over. Well, them and the tequila—”

I cut her off again, that fucking mouth driving me crazy as I pull her through the endless space between us, dragging the knuckles of my other hand up and down her cheek.

“I’ll thank your friends later.”

She smells like heaven and peonies with a cherry on top, and I want to eat her alive.

Her nipples harden against my chest as I look down, sizing her up like she’s the prey and I’m the starving, stalking predator.

Words start flowing from her mouth in a sweet cascade. She starts talking about everything and nothing, and I soak up every word. She tells me how she’s here for her annual three-day vacation with friends from culinary school. How her plane was delayed and she missed dinner. Things about her restaurant and her family. I commit it all to memory, then feel the pressure in the air change.

She flattens her hands on the sides of her head. “Man, that tequila has done something to me, because I never talk this much. Especially to a stranger.”

My pathetic, loveless life flashes through my lust-addled mind when her fingers graze her lips and she giggles. My vision blurs and I want to hear her laugh like that every fucking day. I look down at the nape of her neck, drinking in the way it slopes down to her collarbone, her chest.

As my hand moves up her arm, she shifts and leans away, but I need this right now. Her flesh on my fingers is just the beginning. I want it all. Every part of her will belong to me.

She’s making a little giggling, gasping sound as I hold her steady against me. There’s the distant sound of whoops and yelps, but none of it means anything right now.

“Any of those fucks your boyfriend? Girlfriend? No ring, so…”

“Why do you want to know?” she stammers. “Maybe they are all my boy and girlfriends. It’s a group thing. That’s all the rage right now, right? Poly-whatever.”

“No,” I snap.

Just the thought of her with anyone else, let alone a group, has a rage boiling inside me.

“No? No, what? You don’t know what poly is?”

What’s wrong with me? All I can think about is getting her naked underneath me and driving into her like I’m drilling for oil. I’m raw and losing control, I need to let her go, but I don’t think I can…

“I’m going to kiss you,” I rumble, and her mouth drops open.

As I lean down, lightning flashes in the sky, raindrops starting to fall as thunder rolls, but before I can get my lips on hers, there’s a wild ‘yee haw’ from my left. One of her friends, some guy who has been way overserved, comes up behind her, his hands moving in a flash, then the crowd in the pool screams and claps in unison.

The moment is broken as he races away on a high-pitched hoot, jumping in the pool, twirling her bikini top over his head.

Fuck. Someone is going to die.


Chapter Three




Sophia

“Wait!” I yell as I’m spun around.

A black t-shirt is popped over my head and my damp hair falls around my face as my feet lose contact with the ground.

The mood and the weather changes in an instant.

Wind whips around my wet skin, rain covering me in huge, cooling droplets as I feel my belly mounted on Chance’s shoulder. He’s moving fast, and I’m dizzy from the tequila and the way my head is hanging down over his now bare back.

The music and voices fade as he moves us away from the crowd, his hand gripping tightly on my nearly-bare ass. Everything is suddenly chaos as I try to breathe and puzzle together what’s happening.

Harold took off my bathing suit top, which seemed to ignite the sky’s rage. Lightning flashed, rain came down in sheets, thunder boomed, and the bubbling fury of the dark man who was about to kiss me culminated with him battling between getting me covered up and killing Harold.

Thankfully for Harold, he opted for covering me first, then tossing me over his shoulder.

“Hey, I’m fine! You can put me down now. I’m not some damsel in distress. They’re just tits.”

“They are not just tits.”

He grunts, his fingertips digging into my ass, then there are more stomping footsteps before I’m mounted onto the rain-slick seat of an enormous motorcycle and a helmet is popped onto my head. My soaking hair masks my eyes as I splutter and try to scrape the strands away so I can see what the heck is going on.

“You’re down. Now, hold on.”

A crack of thunder above my head makes me wince and scream. My shoulders hunch as my head tries to turtle into my chest. I hate storms. I always have. I usually hide in the bathroom or in the kitchen at the restaurant whenever there is lightning or thunder.

My protests stall as Chance swings one long leg over the bike, settling in front of me, and I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out the white flashes in the black sky.

“Hold on.” His thick voice rumbles through the rain and thunder, strong hands tugging at mine, wrapping them around his slick center as I thread my fingers together, pressing my cheek into the hard, bare muscle of his back.

“Where are we going?” I half yell as his left leg jerks upward, then down, and the bike roars to life.

“Somewhere safe,” he answers, and against all logic, I believe him.

The next second, I’m hurtling through the rain and darkness with a stranger, but somehow he feels like a port in this storm. I’m comforted by the feel of him against me, even as the storm rages around us and I wonder how he can see anything or keep the bike steady with the force of the wind coming off the ocean.

I have no idea how long we ride like that, with me clinging to him as he barrels through the chaotic pitch-black night.

I manage to peek through the rain, and the longer we ride, the darker it gets. The road turns from pavement to dirt. Mud splatters up around us, clinging to his torso and my arms as we hit more and more bumps, the bike slipping and spinning.

There are no more lights. No more homes or businesses along the route.

I yelp against the hardness of Chance’s back, my butt bouncing off the seat as the bike rumbles over more bumps in the muddy road, my arms a tight noose around his mid-section, even as a warmth gathers in my center and my heart does a tap dance inside my chest.

It’s fear, but it’s something else as well.

The bike races up a steep incline, forcing me to lean harder into his back as I think of his unusual dark eyes with their hint of red. They remind me of my guilty pleasure, the Twilight movies. I like to watch them when I’m exhausted and unable to sleep. There is something comforting about knowing how things will work out. Some people like the surprise of a new book or a movie, but I much prefer the security of going on an adventure with a sure and happy outcome.

Unlike what’s happening right now.

For some reason I feel like I know this man, but every logical molecule in my body is telling me otherwise.

He’s thick and hard and delicious, sure. That works great in a movie or a magazine, but in real life? Plenty of dangerous men are just as sexy, but somehow, right now, none of that matters.

I feel like a child behind him. My petite, four foot eleven and a half inches makes me feel snack-sized compared to his lumbering, towering presence. He’s bigger than either of my brothers, and that’s saying something.

My thighs are spread wide, the tendons at their apex straining as I straddle his hips, and there’s an unyielding warmth still growing down deep in my center.

I hear the bike downshift, feel the movement of Chance’s legs as he works the gears, and we start to slow down. The rain is in sheets now. I hear the angry ocean to my left and see the white-capped waves as a white flash of lightning fills the sky.

The outline of a house comes into view in front of us, as Chance eases the bike into an overhang next to a structure obscured by trees and plants and the darkness of the night. His feet splash to the wet ground, steadying the bike as he brings it to a stop.

“Come on.” He reaches around and grabs me around the waist, not waiting for me to comply with his order before mounting me on his hip like a child and barreling up a few steps, across a porch, then through a doorway as the weight of the helmet bobbles on my head.

Everything about this is reckless. Even more so when he settles my feet to the floor, pops the helmet from my head, then moves around the room, lighting a few candles that throw out the barest low light.

His body is soaking wet and splattered with mud, water dripping from his dark hair into the valleys and cuts of his chest and abs. Words and dark, intricate ink decorate his chest and down his arms. His jeans are drenched and clinging to every ridge and shape of what God gave him.

“Stay here. I’ll go turn on the generator. The power is flaky here, even in good weather. With this wind…might not be back on for days.”

He disappears through a neat kitchen and I hear the sound of a door opening, then a gust of wind flows through the house, making me shiver as I stand dripping onto the rough stone floor, my arms clutching around my center.

I take in the details of the open space in the low, flickering glow. This place is deceptively large.

It’s open and decorated in clean lines and tasteful artwork. What looks like bamboo timbers make sort of dividers between a living room type space, then a long rough table surrounded by mismatched chairs and a kitchen.

Holy moly, the kitchen.

It rivals mine at home, and I put a year of planning into it and another year of having it built. He’s got gleaming stainless appliances. Top dollar, with an expanse of an island topped with what looks like a finished mahogany butcher block.

The rest of the kitchen is warm, light cabinets, some with glass doors, and I take note there is nothing in any of them. How he would have managed to get those massive appliances delivered out here, down this muddy, bumpy path into the jungle, I have no idea.

There’s a loud click and a hum, and lights in the ceiling flash to life. I hear his footsteps coming back inside, the slam of a door, then he’s back.

And even bigger than before, if that’s possible.

Who is this guy? This place isn’t exactly a mansion, but it’s damn big. It’s on San Phillipe, and I can hear the ocean crashing from here, so why is he working security and living like a millionaire?

“Is this your place?” I analyze his body language as I ask, and see nothing but calm in his demeanor.

I’m still woozy from the alcohol, but the chill of the rain and the terrifying ride through the jungle have sobered me up.

“Yep. Two years now. Grabbed it from a couple that built it as their dream home but got divorced before the dream happened. Came fully-furnished.” He steps my way, his hands cupping under my jaw, thumbs stroking the water off my face. “Turn key. You approve?”

“Uhhhh…” I nod. “Yeah. It’s amazing.”

Lightning flashes again through the expansive windows, lighting up the entire space, so close I can feel the air split. The crash from the bolt touching down drowns out my scream as I drop to the floor in a crouch, slapping my hands over my ears.

Chance is next to me in an instant, his long, heavy arms tugging me into a ball next to him, brushing my wet hair out of my face.

“Nothing’s going to happen to you here. That storm has to come through me first, and even a storm knows better than to do that when I’m protecting what’s mine.”

My shivers turn to warmth as his lips brush my ear.

“This is home. I’m glad you like it, because I’m never letting you leave.”

My lips part as I try to determine if my fear of the storm is misplaced.

Am I being kidnapped? Am I going to end up chained to a palm tree out back?

“My purse, I had it back… at…” I stutter, the overwhelming need to find my phone in case this turns weird overshadowing everything else.

“I grabbed it on our way out. It’s in the storage compartment on the bike. Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you.” His words are thick and dark, and I believe him, but I know I shouldn’t.

Driving rain ticks against the windows as he gathers me into his arms. That childlike feeling overtakes me again, and I want to believe him about not hurting me. I want to believe there’s one man in this world who won’t lie to me, about anything.

God, I do.

His body is hard as his lips move to mine. I start to protest, but who am I kidding? My body is sending out every sort of silent mating call, and the slickness between my legs is not from the rain.

A ball of fire rolls in my belly as he pulls me tight, his lips warm and soft as his tongue swipes along mine, and I give in, forgetting all about my phone and being kidnapped and the storm raging outside.

I moan as a wave of blistering heat bursts from my center, traveling outward as my hands press over his chest and I feel his heart thumping through the thick muscle.

The heat blasting from my body turns my scant, wet clothing steamy, and for the first time in my life, I want someone. Him. This.

Kissing and touching, and all the other things I’ve heard friends talk about for so long. Things I never cared about before.

Twenty-six years of all work and no play have made Sophia want to be a very bad girl, and I think I’ve found the bad boy to make all my dirty dreams come true.


Chapter Four




Chance

There’s no undoing what’s been done.

That thing about a kiss is just a kiss?

Bull-fucking-shit.

One taste and there’s no back to go to. It’s a straight shot upward from here, and I’m done questioning what’s going on.

I drag my lips from hers, only because I want to look in those fucking amazing golden-green eyes and see that she understands her fate has been sealed.

Her lips stay parted, wet and plump, and my blood pumps harder down into my already-painful erection. A jolt of pain tears through me as my dick battles against my wet jeans, trying to find enough space for its ever-expanding size.

I half expect her to dart for the door, but instead her hands wrap around my neck, fingers digging in like she’s clinging to me in this storm. I’ve never felt more at peace in my life.

She’s washing away all the tension I’ve held onto since my first memories.

How is that possible? I don’t know her, but I do.

She’s all the dreams I never dared to dream. All the hopes I never dared to hope.

I reach down and twine my fingers with hers. They are so small against mine. So soft to my rough. This spitfire girl no bigger than a minute is perfect, like I didn’t know what that word meant before her.

“I hate storms,” she says, then a clap of thunder shakes the windows and her little hands release mine, snapping up to cover her ears again. “Do you have a bathroom or a room with no windows where I can go? Please?”

She’s shaking, her voice breaking along with my heart.

“I can do something better. Sit tight.”

I push to stand, but her hand darts out, gripping my forearm. “Please, don’t leave me here. I can do battle any day with almost anything, but thunderstorms wreck me.”

“Baby, I’m never leaving you,” I say, my voice hard with truth, and I’m not sure if she’s too scared or preoccupied with the storm to understand what that means, but she will soon enough. “See that box on the wall over there?” I point to the side wall between the kitchen and the back hallway. “That’s as far as I’m going, then I’m coming right back.”

“But, what about a room without windows?”

“Just trust me, baby. Trust me for thirty seconds.”

I see the hint of a nod as her teeth bite into her bottom lip. She curls back into a ball, her arms wrapped around her bent knees as she releases my arm and I make it quick-time over to the box, open it, tap in my code and punch a few buttons.

She jumps at the sound of the metal storm covers lowering over every window and door in the house. This storm is really a non-threat, but that doesn’t matter. If she’s scared, it’s my fucking job to fix it, no matter the cost or effort involved.

I’m back next to her, running my hand down her cheeks as the gears grind until finally there’s a solid bang as all the metal covers find their spot, and the sound of the storm becomes a muffled roar.

“Wow.” She looks around, and I can already sense her angst lifting. “That’s amazing. And a little scary. Like The Purge. Keeping things out or keeping things in…”

“You don’t live here on the coast of San Phillipe and not have storm shutters. At least not if you can afford it, and you’re smart.”

“Well, I guess you’re smart and…” She stops short, giving me that conflicted look from earlier. I get it, there’s an edge to my appearance. Part biker, with my penchant for indigo under my skin and my generally surly manner, but I’m no caricature. My looks and personality keep people away. I’ve always wanted to be left alone, and I’ve honed my skills at making that happen.

But, I don’t want her to leave me alone. Ever. So I unlock a few of my little boxes, and before I know it, I’m giving her the Cliff Notes version of my past and my life, and how I ended up here. She looks sad when I touch on my parents, the military life as a trained sniper, then happy again when I tell her I retired from the service and decided to take up here in this little paradise.

“I don’t think I’ve ever told anybody that much about me,” I finish, a little breathless, as I look over and see genuine interest in her eyes. “I don’t know that I’ve ever said that many words in a row to anyone, either.”

“Well, first time for everything.”

She looks so fucking cute, sitting there in my damp t-shirt ten sizes too big, cross-legged, hair a messy disaster around her fresh face. I’m coming undone around her, and to my own shock, I’m okay with it.

My dick jumps thinking about what she said about a first time for everything. Wondering about her first time. My cock aches, harder, harder, harder, until I can’t stand it anymore.

I’m a lion staring down the gazelle. My hunger gnashes its teeth, unwilling to let this moment go.

I don’t understand the sudden pounding urge to paint her womb with my cum, but it’s unyielding, and I know there will be no peace inside me again until she’s pregnant with our child.

Bound to me forever.

Only then will I breathe free and calm again. Only then will all the torment of my past truly be vanquished.

I’ve been as happy here in this magnificent ocean-front home as ever, but still, a real happiness and contentment eluded me until she walked through that door. I battled my silent demons and guilt in the dark of the night. Hoped for a tiny speck of calm during the days. Now, I can’t imagine not having her here. Not having her in my sight every second of every day. I need her here forever, and I have to figure out how to make that happen.

All I can think about is how her kiss tasted. Sweet and sultry. I focus on her lips and all the filthy things I want to do with them. I imagine what that velvety tongue of hers would feel like lapping at my balls. Running around the tip of my dick, down the thick vein that is throbbing and pulsing right now, desperate for contact with her.

I feel the warm, sticky cum seeping into my damp jeans, and I wonder if her sweet pussy is spreading the same warmth through her little bikini bottoms.

I release a feral growl as I grip the back of her neck and pull our foreheads together.

“Remember what I said earlier?”

I hear her swallow, her breath coming faster. “No, what?”

“At the pool. I said I was going to kiss you, but Mother Nature cock-blocked me.”

She giggles. “She can be a bitch.”

I crush my lips to hers as a whimpering moan seeps into our kiss and lust pounds through my body.

I think she’s going to pull away, as my tongue moves against hers, and she shifts on the floor. But she does the opposite, her hands pressing against my chest and moving me from my crouched position next to her, back onto my ass, leaning against the front of the sofa as she climbs onto my lap and my balls nearly explode.

I slide my hands down and grip that fantastic ass, the damp slip of fabric wetting my palm.

I pull her against my aching cock. She’s so small, and again that raging fear of hurting her makes me pause, but when she presses her tits against my chest I’m back to fast-forward.

My hands want to be everywhere. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to stop touching her now that I’ve started. She’s barely a wisp as I shift, grabbing her ass cheeks with both hands and lifting her onto me, backing myself off the floor and onto the soft cushions of the massive velvet sofa I’ve used maybe a handful of times since I moved in.

I leave her mouth, only because I want to taste the rest of her. I kiss and lick her neck, her earlobe, then back to where her nape slopes to her shoulder, and listen to her making this amazing fucking sound that seals her fate.

I’m growling and panting, licking, lost in pleasure of it all. She’s sweeping through my senses like a tidal wave. I’m drawn under, drowning and drenched in her. Something that’s never happened to me before.

On a hard exhale, I pull my mouth from the softness of her skin, gathering her glazed eyes to mine, letting her know what’s happening here.

“I’m going to claim you. Those fucking noises you make are killing me. I’ll never be able to live without hearing that for the rest of my life.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever made noises like this before.” Her words are breathy and stuttered as though her brain is struggling with the simplest of tasks.

The pin pricks of her pupils are surrounded by the masterpiece of textured green and gold. Her irises expand and contract with her breathing, and I want to wake up to these eyes every day for the rest of my life.

“And you won’t ever again unless you are with me,” I groan into her ear. “You want that, don’t you? To make those noises for me, and only for me, because you’re mine.”

I half expect her to push off and grab a knife from the kitchen, because I realize I sound like a psycho. But instead, she pulls at my wrist, taking my hand and sliding it up under the damp t-shirt covering her bare breasts.

I take the luscious weight of her round tit in my palm, my fingers twirling around the cool hard nipple, and see her eyes glaze with lust.

“You should know…” she says, her lids growing heavy, head falling back.

“What?”

“If this is going where I think it is, I know I’m not an eighteen-year-old naïve flower…” Her words take on a self-deprecating tone, and I reach up to grip her chin.

“I don’t want or care about any eighteen-year-old any kind of flower. I care about you.”

“I’m twenty-six. I own two restaurants. I live a big life in so many ways, but in others.” She presses her lips together as her irises undulate, trying to focus. “Small life. No boyfriends, no relationships, and definitely no—” She looks down where our bodies are touching, the heat from her pussy tearing through me like a comet across a dark sky. “Sex. Like, any sex. Maybe I was overly driven to make my own way and I didn’t trust getting derailed by emotion or,” she rolls her eyes, “an unwanted pregnancy. Maybe it was not trusting men to stick around. Maybe it was my overbearing brothers, scaring every possible suitor away.”

“When I meet them, I’ll buy them both a beer. And I have a secret for you, one no one knows. No one.”

“What?” Her eyes widen, lips pressed together, anticipating, and I can’t believe I’m going to say it. But it spills out like perfect water over a cliff.

“I’m thirty-seven… I’ve fought in two wars. Killed more men than I want to admit. Lived all over the world, but never felt at home. Not in a place and not with a person. Until now.” I swallow and force myself to finish. “Baby, my dick is as chaste as your little honeypot there. The only fuck it’s had is my own hand.”

“No.” She gasps, her little fingers pressing into her gaping lips. Disbelief tenses her shoulders as her eyes narrow, inspecting me for a hint of dishonesty. “Really?”

“Really. Maybe it was a self-torture thing. Maybe it was self-control, or denial of anything that felt good, but whatever the fuck it was, now I know it was because I was waiting. For you.”

She lets out that sweet, life-changing giggle again and my heart races.

“You want to belong to me, don’t you?”

I do everything in my power to influence her answer by going to work on that magical spot on her neck again, and she melts against me, breathing out a low, “Yes”.

The storm outside is a low hum with the occasional muffled crack of thunder vibrating the structure as I battle back the possessive animal inside me clawing its way out.

I take her hips, grinding her warmth down on my cock. “You wore that little bathing suit just to drive me crazy, didn’t you?”

“Mmmhmmm,” she agrees as I control her hips, humping her against my greedy length. “Well, I didn’t know you’d be there. I didn’t know you at all, so…”

“If you think you’re ever going to prance around other men in something like that without me around, I’ll spank your ass until you realize the error of your ways.” The words are harsh, but there’s a deep truth in them, and the idea of my hand warming her ass only makes my ravenous hunger for more painful.

Her thighs open to their limit as we rock back and forth, her head lolling back now, giving in as I roll and pinch her hard nipple in my fingers, and she winces on a hiss.

“Little pain for my baby. I think you need that, don’t you?”

Her answer is a moan of agreement, coupled with her hips flexing and moving faster, faster. She’s taking point now, grinding against me, and I’m in fucking heaven with this girl.

“You know I’m taking what’s mine, don’t you, little girl? The way your fingernails are digging into my shoulders, you never want to fucking let go.”

She answers with more fervent motion, going for broke as my hands find the hem of my long t-shirt that’s covering her and peel the wet fabric upward, her hands leaving my body just long enough for me to release it from hers, then she’s right back to riding me like a proper little cowgirl.

The sight of her big round tits bouncing in my face have me mesmerized. The nipples are dark and pulled tight. Her skin is cool and soft as my blood boils in my veins.

Looking at her is heaven and hell. Pleasure and torture. I know her sweet cherry is going to be mine, but I’ll only have one time to take it, and I want it to be perfect.

I need to pace myself. Hold back the lust rage she’s whipped up inside of me until that virgin pussy of hers is weeping and begging for every inch it’s going to take from me.

Her eyes dance with mine, lids wavering between open and closed as her movements turn frantic, like she’s chasing the elusive brass ring hanging just out of reach. I smooth my hands down her back, feeling the tension in her muscles, then lean in and take a full mouth of her tit, sucking that sweet nipple down deep.

Her body shudders under my hands and I can’t remember ever wanting to be inside anyone before now.

I mean, yeah, I understood fucking from a technical standpoint. I knew I was an outlier in that I was indifferent to the act itself. The rare occasion when desire twisted inside me, my hand was enough. The pressure release was a blip on the radar, then it was back to flatline for me.

But with her? This fucking girl. I want to ravish that innocent cunt and take up permanent residence until she swells with what’s ours and every motherfucker in the world knows to stay the hell away from my family.

Family.

Fuck.

Never thought I’d be this guy, but whatever spell she’s cast on me, it’s rooted itself deep into my core and I don’t foresee that ever changing.

“Shhh,” I hiss into her neck. “Don’t fight for it. It’s right there and I’m right here. All that sweet juice you’re making is going to spill all over my tongue. Then you’re going to give me more. Then…”

I work my hips into a slow rhythm, her little swipe of bathing suit doing nothing to hold back the silky faucet she’s running, soaking right through my jeans.

Her muscles twitch, her thighs tightening against mine, and I finish off what she needs to hear.

“Then, I’m going to fuck you like a dog. You’re my bitch in heat, and I’m done sniffing around. I’m taking you bareback, little one. I’m coming for you. I’m coming in you.”

That pushes her over the edge. Her body spasms and bucks as I gather it quivering against me.

I bury my face in her softness. Her tits on my cheeks, my mouth, pushing against my nose, one nipple poking into my eye as she bucks and comes undone, making it start to tear, but who the fuck cares? My perfect little babygirl is having the first of a lifetime of orgasms on my lap, and this is only the beginning.

I draw a nipple that’s glancing over my lips into my mouth, my other greedy hand untying the little strings on her hips, then tugging the bikini bottom from between us, because next her pussy is going to ride my face until I make her scream my name and she’s ripe and ready for her cherry to be destroyed.

She’s whining and shaking as I release her hard nipple, watching the pleasure wash over her face.

“All of you belongs to me now. This pussy…” I reach down, slip two fingers into the juicy honey pot, making her gasp. “I’ll touch it whenever I want. Lick it whenever I want. Fuck it whenever I want. You catching on?”

She nods on a needy moan as she licks her plump, dark pink lips.

“Good girl.” I wrap my arms under her ass and carry her sweet naked body down the hall into my expansive bedroom. It’s dark, with just the low few lights powered by the generator illuminating the space. “I’ve never believed I’d have anyone in my bed with me before. Never even had a woman in my house.”

I ease her down onto the bed and work the button on my jeans as she watches.

“Lie back,” I say, working down my zipper. “I want to see that pretty little virgin prize. Open your legs, show me.”

“You show me yours first.” She tucks her knees together as the possessive primal coil inside me nearly snaps.

“Spread your fucking legs. You just rode me like your life depended on it, and I told you not thirty seconds ago that pussy is mine, and you know it’s true. I’ll do what I want with it and you. So spread your legs and give me a show. I don’t want to just see it, I want you to play with that wet little kitty before I put my hungry mouth all over it.”

“I don’t have to do whatever you say,” she bites back, but there’s a fire in her eyes that tells me she’s testing. What she doesn’t understand is, I’ve been tested my whole fucking life.

I leave my jeans open, the tip of my dick poking out as I see her glance down. I close the space between us, pinch her chin and pin my eyes on hers.

“You don’t get to look at your king’s cock until you do as you’re told, little pet. That mouth of yours is going to need some training, I can see that already.”

I can see the sticky wetness on the insides of her thighs and the hint of pink glistening between them. She freezes for a moment as I stand at the edge of the bed, holding her chin. Her chest rises and falls as she dances on the line between compliance and defiance.

I can almost hear her thoughts…

Do I give in to this man I barely know? Or dig in and risk whatever he has under that seething, calm exterior?

“Spread. Your. Legs.” I grit out between clenched teeth.

I get it. She’s a powerful woman. She has responsibilities. She’s in charge. She juggles her restaurants and her busy life. I won’t diminish any of that, but right now, I’m in fucking charge, and we are having a little standoff while she lets it sink in how this is going to roll from now on.

Her eyes narrow, she swallows, swallows again, and I feel her jaw muscle tighten.

“Show me yours first,” she repeats, digging in, and I let her face go on a shrug.

“Alright.” I stand in front of her as she presses her lips together on a satisfied smirk, thinking she’s just won the hand.

But before she can take her next breath, my hands command her hips, spinning her smart-ass around as I drop the first whack on her ripe flesh.

She yelps and squirms, but I’ve got her held easily with one arm around her little waist, with her ass cheeks right where I need them.

I draw back and deliver another slap as she twists and wiggles, but she’s not telling me to stop.

She’s not screaming the roof off.

Her flesh turns pink almost immediately, and my possessive, protective thoughts multiply by thousands. This was never in my program, but it feels exactly right, and I bring my palm down again, again, until her yelps turn to whimpers and the tension leaves her body

I alternate where I’m spanking her on each cheek, higher, lower, until she’s arching her back and pushing up into my hand, begging for more.

I have no doubt this wasn’t what Sophia expected, and no doubt either of us knew when we met today this was just what she needed.

“Now.” I halt, listening to her keening whimpers as I settle her onto her back again, her cheeks the same ripe pink as her ass. I reach forward and grip her knees, shoving them wide. “Enough of the brat act. Play with that pussy like I told you to and no back-talk. Then, maybe you’ll get to look at my cock. But do it right, show me what that greedy little pink pussy likes. I’ll be taking notes.”

I watch as she does as she’s told on sharp, quick breaths. I’m in awe as she twists her clit between her thumb and forefinger, then rubs it in circles, dipping her fingers down into her dripping opening, then back up until her eyes close and she presses her head back into the bed, tits pushing toward the ceiling.

I drop my pants and climb on the bed, tugging her hand away, taking a deep inhale of her scent.

“Enough. Sit on my face,” I order. My need to have my mouth on her pussy is the center of my universe right now.

I’m overwhelmed with heat and lust as I watch her crawl up my body, unsure, but I help things along. I reach out and grab her waist, my fingers nearly touching around her back, and I lift her up and mount her pretty little pussy on my mouth.

She’s drenched already, and I savor the first rush of her flavor over my tongue. I take a long inhale, like I’ve never breathed before. Her scent is life changing, but it’s nothing compared to how she tastes.

I take my thumbs and pull her soft bare lips wide, exposing that hard nub, and start to lap at her with my tongue. Then I dive down to take a taste of her little cherry opening.

Her nectar runs down my throat and my cock pounds for her. I tongue fuck her, feeling that tight barrier while she keens and starts to rock on my mouth.

“That’s my girl. Greedy for what you need,” I say, then go right back to eating her out, feeling her clit swell as I lick and pinch it between my teeth. I speed up, then slow down, back and forth, taking her whole pussy in my mouth, then doubling down on her clit. Then it’s back to tongue fucking her, feeling that virginity teasing me.

I’m going to get her pregnant tonight. I can feel it. My balls are heavy and ready to unload. But first, she needs to be soft and ready.

I’ll never get enough of her sweet, honey flavor. I drag my tongue up and down until she starts to shiver as she calls out for God.

Her thighs squeeze over my ears, muffling her moans as I suction my lips over her clit, pulling it between them and working it hard with the tip of my tongue until I feel her body tense, and she releases a gush of warm wonder into my mouth.

She spasms and rides my face, her body quivering, and I’m in heaven. No five-star meal can top this. Her juicy pleasure will win every star I ever have to give, and the thought that it will be me and only me to ever have this honor only ignites more of my primal beast.

While she’s still riding the waves of her climax, I reach up and grab her by the throat, easing out from under her and tugging her on hands and knees off the side of the bed onto the floor.

“That’s a beautiful sight. Seeing you kneeling in front of me. Now, open your mouth, stick out your tongue.” I growl, looking down at her lust-glazed eyes and tight nipples.

I know I don’t have long. Cum is already racing up from my balls, ready to unload. The muscles in my back spasm as she does as I ask, mouth wide, tongue out, and I give my dick one quick stroke and that’s all it takes.

Ropes of thick white jizz paint her face, mouth, hair. The intensity is so strong, I lock my knees and brace one hand on top of her head.

“You’re mine. You understand?”

She nods as the last of my spend lashes another spurt onto her tongue as her eyes flare.

“Good girl. Now, swallow what I gave you. What didn’t go in your mouth, rub it in. It’s my mark. I’ll do that whenever I want, baby. You’re going to wear my scent everywhere so all the other fucking dicks know to stay away. You. Are. Taken.”

“Okay.” She smiles through the mess on her face, her little fingers rubbing the white cream into her cheeks.

“Now, I’m going to fuck you, but first I want to see what you look like in my kitchen. Show me your other magic, baby. I want to see you cook for me.”

“Cook?” She throws a puzzled look up at me.

“You want to please me, right?”

“Yes.” She nods, a genuine smile curving her plump lips as she rubs some of my spend on them.

“Good girl.”


Chapter Five




Sophia

Ithought I loved cooking.

But, I love cooking for Chance a million times more.

He has an amazing set-up here, but hardly any ingredients. Still, I manage to dance around and create two amazing small dishes for him. The generator is still on, so there’s minimal lighting, but all the essentials still work.

The storm has passed, and the shutters are open, and everywhere I look there is a view out to the dark ocean or the greenery surrounding the house. It’s paradise, even in the dark of night.

I wiggled my ass and teased him while I cooked, and I love the way he looks at me. I’m still sticky with his cum, and my own, but I’ve never felt more beautiful.

“It’s ready,” I announce, prouder and more nervous about what I cooked today than anything I’ve cooked for critics.

It’s like I can see us like this, years in the future. Me cooking as he watches, making a home together.

He’s rough and demanding, but also more aware than I would have ever expected. When I barely nick my finger cutting up a lime, it’s like he’s about to have LifeFlight choppered in.

“That’s blood!” he yells, grabbing my wrist and yanking me toward the sink, whisking the knife away from my other hand like he’s disarming a hitman.

I roll my eyes as he shoves my hand under the running water, tossing the knife on the counter as he pulls open a cupboard and starts rummaging. “Chance, it’s barely even a cut. You don’t think I’ve cut myself before? I’m a chef for God’s sake. Losing a finger is practically a right of passage--”

“When? How many times? I want dates and times and the names of anyone—”

“It’s a hazard of the job.” I’m trying to pull my hand out from under the water, but I’m also giggling as he brings out a first aid kit from the cupboard and slams in on the counter so hard it pops open, releasing bandages and Neosporin all over the place. “Honestly, I’m fine. Look, it’s not even bleeding anymore.”

I finally get my hand out from under the water, and sure, there’s a little bead of red forming in the tiny cut, but it’s embarrassingly small.

Chance shakes his head. “Unacceptable,” is all he says as he man-handles me into staying still while he applies peroxide, antibacterial cream and finally a band-aid, then watches my finger intently. For what, I’m not sure. In case it’s been severed and is about to fall off or something, I guess? “From here on, you tell me what to do and I do it. You don’t touch that knife.”

“You’re serious?”

“Dead serious.” He picks up the knife, and I’m not actually sure if he’s ever used one before. At least not for cooking. He’s holding it like we’re on some secret mission.

I reach out to take it back. “Okay, this isn’t going to work, I can’t—”

“Tell me what to do, baby,” he says, snatching his hand out of my reach. “Instruct me and I’ll do it.”

So I do.

Somehow, we figure out a way, and I’ve gotta say it’s probably the most intimate I’ve been with anyone, ever. I’m literally such a control freak in the kitchen that anyone who’s worked for me for more than a month develops a nervous twitch whenever I look over their shoulder. But with Chance, I figure that shit out. I instruct, and he follows, not questioning why I’m asking him to do what he’s doing, or what the dishes are that he’s preparing.

It’s like we’re one. He’s the hands and eyes, and I’m the brain. And it comes together, until finally I order him out of the kitchen while I plate up and add the finishing touches, promising that there is no more knife work to be done.

And when I walk through, carrying the meal we prepared together, nothing could be more perfect.

“Bring it here, baby.” He points to the long table in front of where he sits at the head. “I want you to feed me.”

“Really? Feed you?” I crinkle up my nose as I head toward him, holding a plate in each hand.

“You need another spanking to convince you to do as I say?”

I shake my head, but a tingle down low and a rush of warmth says otherwise.

“Sit.” He takes the plates from my hands and nods again to the table in front of him. “You, there, legs open.”

I open my mouth to question and protest, but he shuts it down with just a look. My heart patters around in my chest as I swallow and climb onto the top of the wooden table as he watches.

“Back up a little more. I want a better view.”

I wiggle my ass back and the flesh makes a little squeaking sound on the hard wood as my cheeks burn and I open my legs, sitting up straight, feeling a mixture of silly and seductive.

“Good girl,” he says, and those words go straight to my center, melting me.

He sets the plates down, side by side between my open legs, then runs his hands up my calves.

“What do we have here?” he asks, looking down at the plates, then at my crotch, licking his lips.

“Well, we made a glazed orange chicken breast with sherried almonds and a white wine reduction. Then, here,” I point to the other plate, “I braised the pears from your tree outside with butter, lemon, some spices, and then in the centers, there is a mango chutney, again from your mango tree outside. Sweet and savory.”

He nods, his bare chest so beautiful it’s almost hard to look at. He hasn’t put a shirt on since he gave me his back at the hotel. Not that I mind.

At all.

“Sounds amazing, but you left something out.”

“What?” I look down at the plates.

“What else is here?”

I twist up my lips, trying to figure out what I missed when I look at his eyes, and they are locked on my spread open pussy lips.

“Oh, that?” I tease on a shrug. “Just something I saved for you.”

He groans. “Fucking right you saved it for me, and what else? Who does it belong to?”

“You,” I answer, a sureness in my voice that startles me. “All yours.”

“Good girl. Now feed me. And I’ll feed you. You’re going to need your strength because I’m going to fuck you so deep, you’re not going to walk right for a week.”


Chapter Six




Chance

Fuck. I’m losing control.

My dick is hard and ready for what’s next when I loop my arms under her and carry her over to the thick rug in front of the fire I made after she fed me the most amazing meal of my life.

I’ve been waiting for this my entire life.

“You liked wiggling your ass and teasing me all around while you cooked, didn’t you?”

“Of course. I like knowing I’m the reason you get that look on your face.”

“Um hmm.” I nod, laying her down as I waste no time shedding my shorts.

“You know, I’m pretty nervous about that.” She nods toward my already rock-hard dick.

“Baby, don’t be nervous. It’s going to hurt, I’m sure of that, but your hot little pussy is good and wet already, isn’t it?”

She reaches down and runs two fingers through her bare lips, making me groan.

“Very.”

“Fuck,” I seethe. “You’re going to make me cum before I’m where I need to be. Hard and thick right up against that baby maker of yours.”

“Really, I mean, isn’t it more adult for us to use something?”

“I’m never using anything with you. Ever,” I snap. “I’m going to paint those walls of yours with my cum. Cork you with my cock so none of it drips out.”

Her eyes drag up and down my body, darting then from my eyes to my dick as she moves her dark hair over her shoulder.

“And no one will ever see you again like what happened today. All I wanted to do was mark you with my teeth, bend you over and fill you with every drop of seed I’ve saved my entire life. To breed you like an animal. Your cherry is all mine, and any other man that looks at you will know that from now on, even if I have to fuck you right in front of them to prove it.”

I bury my face between her legs to get her nice and soft and ready. I have to rub my cock on the rug while I do to calm myself, realizing I’m going to be fucking her hot and hard until her womb is growing with what’s mine.

When she lets go with a rager of an orgasm, I flip her over, still panting, onto her hands and knees.

“Remember what I said about you being a bitch in heat, and I’m done sniffing around?”

She nods an affirmative.

“Get ready, this dog is claiming what’s his.”

“God, that is so hot. I can’t believe you talk to me like that and I just…”

“Drip,” I finish, pulling her ass cheeks apart and looking at her tight little pink pucker. “Soon I’ll be taking this ass as well. But first, baby factory’s in business.”

I’m delirious with lust and need as I drag the tip of my cock through her folds, pressing my thumb against her asshole for a second until she gasps and starts to beg.

“Please, God, just please fuck me. I feel like I’m dying here.”

Her body is quivering as I take hold of the base of my dick and aim it home.

“I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to fuck that little attitude out of you whenever you need it. Spank this ass,” I accentuate my words with a sharp smack as she pushes back against the swollen tip of my cock.

I ease forward as her body stiffens, her cherry already making her wince, so I hold steady.

“Let me in, baby.”

“How? What else should I do…just do it. Fuck me. Please!”

I want to, I really do, but I’ll hurt her if I go full on in one stroke, and I care for her. I fucking love her, I know that already, so I ease the tip forward on a grunt and my sanity hangs by a thread, she feels so fucking good.

I grit my teeth. I imagined my whole life what this moment would feel like, but my imagination has nothing on the reality. It’s beyond amazing. Beyond reason.

Her tight pussy gushes around me, letting me another inch inside as she pushes back.

“More.”

“I’m trying, baby, believe me, I’m trying.”

She hisses as I stretch her opening, her cherry giving way as I take what’s mine now and forever.

“This is it. You belong to me,” I snap, pushing through her barrier in a hard thrust as my muscles lock down, and I slide halfway inside.

“So tight. So perfect.”

“So good,” she counters, as I feel her warm walls wrap around me.

“Ready for more then, you say?”

She nods on a moan.

“Good, because the worst is over, but it’s time for you to get fucked now.”

I speed up, long even strokes, then faster, faster until I see her hands gripping the rug and I break her in with every thrust.

I’m pumping my hips now, harder, faster, and I swear I’m fucking blind with how good she feels. Tight, yes, but fucking perfect. My balls are ready to unload already, but I grit my teeth and hold steady.

I rut into her like the dog I am, only for her.

She’s crying out, calling my name as I hold back my climax.

“It’s tingling.” She squirms under me as I slow for a second. “No, don’t stop. Please, I want you to come inside me. I want to feel it.”

“Don’t worry about that, my little horny pet. You’re going to be full of me. I’m going to empty my balls inside you, baby. Over and over.”

That’s all I need. I’m on a rampage to breed her now. I reach under her body, find her clit, and go to town. The thought of her walking around here with her belly full of me has me on fire.

“I’m coming,” she shrieks, but I already know because her pussy is jacking me off from the inside. Pulsing and squeezing, milking my load out of my balls.

White spots pepper my vision as I drive one last deep thrust right up against her womb and let it all go. She cinches up around me, and we go off into paradise together.

There will never be another day she’s not satisfied.

I’m going to take care of her until my dying breath. Body, mind, spirit, bank account, everything.

Whatever she needs, I’m going to give it to her.

Even when she doesn’t know what it is.


Chapter Seven




Sophia

This is starting to feel like my own personal Blue Lagoon movie.

Except the hulking man in this story could eat the curly blond man-boy from that movie as an amuse-bouche.

“I want to know about your restaurant. When did you open it? What’s on the menu?” Chance pulls the straw from my lips, lowering the glass of water he’s made me drink so I don’t pass out from dehydration.

Orgasms with him are an entire sensory experience and my body rewards the fireworks with a dousing shower every time.

Who knew? I’m a squirter.

He leans back on the other end of the hammock, keeping one foot on the sandy ground while the ocean waves loll onto the sand a few feet away.

God, he’s perfection. So much better in the daylight.

I consider his questions for a long moment, admiring how his abdominal muscles move under his inked skin as his core tightens in an effort to keep our weight centered on the woven fabric of the hammock.

“Are you sure you want to open that box?” I grin, running my toes up his chest from my place at the opposite end of the hammock. “Asking about my restaurant is like asking about my children. I’m going to take you from birth to college graduation with as much boring detail as you can handle.”

His Adam’s apple moves as he swallows, his dark hair dappled with the sunlight breaking through the palm leaves above. He runs his tongue along his top teeth, blinking slowly before he nods and says, “I want it all, princess. If it’s important to you, I want you to take me through it, so I feel like I was there. I hate that I wasn’t.”

This guy. I consider him for a long moment. He says the craziest things. Things that shouldn’t feel right and hit me directly in the feels, but they do.

I sense no game with him. No play or deception. If I did, I would have walked back to the hotel if necessary.

In a way, I’ve been sort of kidnapped by this sexy beast, but as freaky as that should be, it’s not. I’m so fucking relaxed here, with him, Tor would be so proud.

After he knocked him out.

His meaty, rough fingers curl around my foot as he starts to rub, making it hard to think, but he’s staring at me with those eyes that seem to be waiting for me to start talking. So I do.

“It’s called Amalfi’s, and it’s three years old. That’s like twenty in human years.” I chuckle. “And it’s aged me a hundred.”

“You don’t look a day over eighty-five,” he offers as he digs his thumbs into that magical spot on the bottom of my foot, making me sigh and my eyes flutter back.

“I’ll let that slide only because you are giving me multiple foot-gasms right now, so I can’t be mad at you.”

“Good. I want to give you all the ‘gasms I can. With whatever body part is available.”

I look through the foliage above, letting the breeze and the moment flow over me before I continue.

“It was a rough start though. My oldest brother, Tor, was my financial backer, since I’d just graduated from culinary school. But I insisted on doing all the business stuff myself. I thought I was ready for anything, but turns out, learning how to keep a sauce from breaking and a soufflé from falling are not the most difficult parts of running your own restaurant.”

I take a break, making sure his eyes haven’t glazed over. They haven’t. He looks like he’s having the time of his life, listening to me and rubbing my foot in lazy circles that have things below my belly button starting to quiver.

“Keep going. I can sit here all day listening to you.”

“Well, first lesson was read the fine print on any contract and do not take anyone’s word for what it says.” I clear my throat, weaving my fingers together and settling them over my stomach.

I’m wearing my bikini bottoms, and Chance tore up one of his white t-shirts to fashion this sort of crude halter top, which makes me feel a little like we’re in a modern retelling of Tarzan and Jane.

“Anyway, so, I signed my first lease. The broker told me the monthly cost and that there were no other fees I’d have to pay.” I make a low, horn blowing sound which makes him smile, then finish, “He lied. There were a ton of other costs. Basically, the monthly rent was half of what it ended up costing. I fucking hate liars. Did I mention that? Hate them. There’s nothing lower than someone that can’t just tell the truth. I mean, you learn that in fucking kindergarten, right?”

He nods, releasing one hand from my foot and running the pads of his fingers up the side of my calf, leaving goosebumps in a trail wherever he touches.

“What’s his name?” His voice lowers, there’s a new tension in his brow.

“Who? The broker guy?”

“Yeah, the broker guy.” He growls. “ What’s his name. I want to look him up.”

“He’s…” I screw up my lips, wondering how to explain. “He’s sort of not alive anymore. I’m not sure what happened. A month after I signed the lease, I found out he was under investigation for fraud and a week later, they found him in an alley. He’d jumped from a five-story window. Landed on a dumpster, then face down on the pavement.”

“I see.” He seems satisfied with that, so I leave off the part about the building where he jumped being the location of one of my brother Cyrus’s weekly poker games.

Coincidence? Probably not. But when it comes to Tor and Cyrus’s protective instincts, I’ve learned not to ask about things I don’t really want to know.

Chance goes back to asking all about my business. Over the next two hours, he coaxes so many details about Amalfi’s out of me, even I’m sick of talking about it.

He’s worked both my feet, and my calves, and it’s been more than incredible, but watching his hard-on grow and strain against the fabric of his boxers has been more than distracting.

I turn things around and ask him about his life. It’s strange how sad it makes me to learn he has no real family. Mine is so loud and incestuously involved in my life, it’s hard to imagine what it would be like if they weren’t around.

He shows little emotion about it all, though. Even the parts that make me wince when I ask about his time in the service. I know he barely scrapes the top of the iceberg in what he shares, but listening to him talk about his past helps me see beyond the rough exterior. It makes sense of the things he said about why he’d never pursued romance or sex before.

Good feelings made him uncomfortable.

If his hard-on and the smile on his face are any indication, things have changed.

Same, big man.

Same.


Chapter Eight




Chance

Iwatch Sophia pacing around the corners of the room, holding her phone as high in the air as it will go and teasing me with glimpses up beneath the hem of the shirt I lent her as she tries to get a decent signal.

It’s our second morning together, and the soft gray light fills the room. The muffled chattering of the birds and the rush of the surf is our symphony outside.

We’ve christened every surface in the house and most of the walls. I’ve bathed her in my seed and slept with my cock inside her, waking her every few hours to fill her again until she passed out from exhaustion.

We swam and talked. Ate and fucked. She sucked my cock like I gave her a tutorial, and her pussy owns me already. I’ve never felt as at home with anyone, anywhere, as I do with her. She’s magic, and I can never let her leave.

The time has gone too fast, and I know reality is going to come calling.

Her face is creased with concern, and I get it, she thinks her friends will be worried about her. Normally I get good signal here, but the storm must have knocked out the mast the phone company put in at the top of the hill, and who knows when they’ll get to this remote area to fix it.

I can still taste her on my tongue from earlier, her scent drifting to my nostrils, driving me wild.

“Nothing,” she says, sounding frustrated. “Any second I’m going to… Damn it!” She huffs, her shoulders slumping as she looks defeated. “That’s it, the battery’s dead.”

She looks over at me with those pleading eyes, and shit, yeah, I feel guilty. But it’s this or let her leave. Let her go back to her friends, probably out of my life, thinking this was nothing more than a holiday fucking fling.

“Are you on anything?” I blurt out, realizing I forgot to confirm that important detail.

I love you is what I should be saying, but somehow, this is more important right now.

“What?” She twists her lips, squinting one eye. “Like, birth control?”

“Yeah, like birth control.” I grit out the words, irrationally angry just hearing myself say them.

She shakes her head. “No. I said we should use something that first time…” Her mood darkens as she closes her eyes and asks, “Are you sure there’s no way to get back to the hotel? I’m really worried. They’ll think you kidnapped me. My flight is this evening.”

I shake my head as my heart speeds, knowing my baby could be growing inside her right now. “The road’s washed out, baby.”

And they’d be right about that kidnapping part. At least a little.

I’m lying to her. I’m holding her here against her will, knowing that there’s another route out. The back road is hidden from the house, but it leads up over the hill, through the denser trees, and comes out on the main road to the other side of the island. It’s never great, but it’s always passable, even in the worst of storms.

Only, she doesn’t know it’s there, and I’m not going to tell her. Because if I told her, she’d leave, and that’s fucking unacceptable.

“Could you just please go check the road?” she asks, and my stomach lurches with guilt. “Just check. Maybe it’s not that bad? Maybe we could walk some of the way and then—”

“Okay, baby,” I say, reaching out and caressing her face. “I’ll check. You stay here and fix us something amazing to eat. No promises though, okay?”

“Thank you. That’s all I’m asking.”

And I can tell you right now, that road is impassable.


Chapter Nine




Sophia

It’s half an hour since I watched Chance go trudging down the dirt path in his boots and jeans, shirt flapping around his wide chest in the breeze. The fact he hasn’t come back yet isn’t any cause to believe the road is passable. He said it gets washed out further down, in a dip, and from there on there’s no way we’re getting through until the province finally gets the bulldozers out here and fixes it.

And part of me hopes he’s right.

Part of me wants nothing more than to stay here in this amazing house and cook for us both and listen to the sound of the ocean, and yes, have mind-blowing sex in positions I didn’t know were possible with a literal god of a man on the regular.

But I have responsibilities. Sometime, I have to go back to work. People will be worried about where I’ve gone, especially given the circumstances of our departure from the hotel the other night.

Ugh, I just wish there was some way I could resolve this without having to lose either the life I’ve built or the one I could have with Chance. The soreness in my core reminds me that my usually responsible, non-adventurous nature was washed away with the road in the storm.

A noise at the door makes me almost fall over with fright.

Chance. It has to be him. He’s back.

With a squeal of delight that takes even me by surprise, I break into a run.

I don’t care that I’m only dressed in one of his shirts. He’s seen me in less than this, and there’s nobody for miles around. I could go running naked down to the water, and it would only be between me and the birds squawking in the trees.

It doesn’t even occur to me how weird it is that he hasn’t just come inside, until I pull the door open and nearly fall over on my ass.

“Sis?”

My eyes are wide, my head shaking back and forth as I try to form a coherent thought. “What are you two doing here?”

Tor and Cyrus look angrier than the storm the other night. Tor starts to feel my shoulders as if I’m injured. I shrug away from his touch, starting to glare now, and move to block their path.

“I’m fine. When did you get here?”

“He here?” Cyrus asks on a sniff, glancing around behind me.

“Oh, what are you? My dad?”

Tor glares. “Don’t bullshit me. Some guy kidnaps you out of a hotel, and we’re not supposed to be concerned? Get real, Sophia.”

“Nobody kidnapped me,” I protest with a huff, although my back straightens at the word. What would I call what Chance did, if not kidnapping? He didn’t exactly give me a choice when he carried me out of there, did he?

Although, if he had given me a choice, would I have said no?

“Like I said, I’m fine. There was no need for you two to come all the way out—” I pause, and their eyes narrow as I feel my brain go into overdrive. It doesn’t make sense, but that would mean… No, I can’t, I won’t believe that Chance would do that. “Wait, how did you two get here?”

Cyrus snorts. “How do you think? Booked a flight as soon as your friend Ruby called us up in a panic when she hadn’t heard from you. Threatened people at the hotel, made a few enemies, and found out where this scumbag lives.”

Cyrus has always been the darker sibling. He rolls with some less than savory crowds, but always manages to keep his own head above water. But, I know, if I ever needed someone to take care of something or someone, Cyrus would be my choice.

I grit my teeth. “Chance isn’t a scumbag, asshole. But that’s not what I meant. I mean, how did you get here. The road is washed out. It’s impassable.”

Tor shakes his head. “The guy at the hotel gave us directions.”

“Yeah, after we threatened to break his fingers,” Cyrus says with a grin.

My brother is such an asshole.

“He said to keep on the paved road until we got to a huge red rock, then turn up the hill,” Tor says. “It’s a long route up some windy fucking dirt path, but it’s fine. No difficulties.”

Suddenly there’s no air.

Tor’s voice fades away as I try to breathe, backing away down the corridor. I don’t care that there’s another way out. I don’t care that he was trying to keep me here. I wanted to be here. But he lied to me.

And there I was, thinking he was different. That I’d found the one honest man in this damned world.

It’s not the lie, it’s what it means. That I’ve been taken for a fool. How can I ever trust a man that would lie to me about something like this?

He saw how worried I was, how I wanted to contact my friends and tell them that I was okay. And instead of telling me that we could get out of here and back to the hotel, he kept it from me. Truth is, that’s not even what’s breaking my heart right now.

The dream is over. The fantasy washing away.

I have a huge life back home. He lives like a hermit crab in this island paradise. Vacation flings feel great until the vacation is over.

He asked about birth control…he regrets it too. It went so fast. He probably was glad to get away from me…

This is the crash. The hangover. The morning after where you realize all the dumb shit you did and how you could have thought otherwise.

All the color drains away leaving me in my black and white world again.

I can’t live with lies. Irrational, maybe. But come on, is any of this rational?

No. No, girl, it’s not.

I got lost in vacation lust, that’s all. I’m glad he got the first lie out before I was in any deeper. Now, I just have to pray, I’m not…

I don’t even realize I’m crying until Tor is holding me up, staring into my face.

“Sis? What is it? What did that fucker do to you?” Cyrus growls. “I’ll fucking kill him.”

I bat his hand away and pull back. “I’m… I’m fine. I’m…”

Not fine at all.

My whole world feels like it’s crashing down. The life I’d imagined I could have, the love, it’s all just been ripped out of my chest, leaving a gaping wound that I don’t think will ever heal. I’m terrified that maybe this could have worked, but more terrified to find out it never would.

“Get me out of here,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper. If I see Chance again, I know I won’t think straight. I’m horrible for leaving, but he shouldn’t have lied. “Just get me out of here, please. Take me…” The word sticks in my throat as I take one more look around the house that a few minutes ago I thought I might want to live in forever. And then I force it out. “Take me home.”


Chapter Ten




Chance

What the actual fuck?

I mean it, what the fuck? Even as I tear the house apart looking for her, throwing furniture, ripping doors off their hinges, tossing beds and tables, I can tell she’s gone.

It’s emptier than it was when I left.

And it’s not a lack of things, it’s a lack of…her.

“Sophia?”

Part of me wonders if she could have gone out for a walk, but I know that’s not the case. Don’t ask me how I know, I just know. It’s like there’s some invisible thread binding me to her, and right now it’s stretched long. So long it might just break.

I could lose her.

Fuck. I can’t lose her. I’ll die, maybe not physically, not for a while, but there won’t be any more of me left inside the hollow shell that’s left behind. Any hope I had of finding happiness is gone without her.

“Sophia? Where the fuck are you?”

My voice is hoarse with emotions I had no idea I knew how to feel. All those combat tours, I thought they’d numbed me. Apparently not.

Fuck. I need to get a hold of myself. I need to figure this out. She’s gone, and not gone out but gone away. Which means…

She knows about the other road. Fuck! Why did I keep it from her? Why did I think I could get away with that and she’d never find out? Of course she’s fucking pissed, I would be in her position.

But did she find it herself, or…?

Without finishing the thought, I’m out and heading for the garage where I keep my bike. If she left by herself, she took my bike or she left on foot. Either way, I know where she’s headed, and I have to get there right now.

The fucking hotel.

Slamming the shutters on the garage open, I see my bike still sitting there and my heart surges with both relief and fear. If she’s on foot, I have a chance of catching her and making all this right. But I don’t like the idea of her being out there alone, scrambling up that dirt path, scared and feeling betrayed.

Hold on, baby, I’m coming.


Chapter Eleven




Sophia

“Nothing before then?” Tor leans on the counter, making the salesclerk pull back.

“N—no. Sorry. The earlier flight the young lady was originally booked on is filled.” He visibly gulps, and I’m surprised he doesn’t add please don’t hurt me. “The only one available is in ninety-minutes and I have three seats. That’s it until tomorrow.”

Poor guy. This is hardly his fault.

“You two really are a couple of cavemen, aren’t you? Just pay the guy and we’ll wait for our flight. Jeez.” I lock eyes with the man behind the counter. “Sorry about these two.”

He nods like I’m offering him a lifeline, but before he can thank me I’m already turning away, heading for the departure lounge. None of this even means anything to me. I’m numb, like I no longer have any emotions left to give besides irritation.

We stopped by the hotel on our way, and I had my purse, but I couldn’t find my room key so it took a while to get into my room. We picked up my luggage, and I changed before heading to the airport, so at least I’m half decent, dressed in a pair of shorts and a strappy top. The thoughts of Chance, all the things we did, that I could be pregnant right now…my heart breaks and my belly twists.

I’m so conflicted about everything in my entire life right now.

I can’t decide whether I’m ashamed I gave myself so easily to a man who may or may not care about me, or whether I’m glad I shared that moment with him. After all, was what he did so bad? Wanting to keep me there? It’s not like I didn’t want to stay.

It’s just… The lie. I can’t seem to get past the fact that he’s like that. Like my father.

“We’re going to go grab a bite to eat. You wanna join?” Cyrus’s voice comes from beside me, but I don’t even turn.

“You two go ahead. I’m not hungry.”

“We’ll bring you something,” Tor says.

“I said I’m not hungry.”

“I don’t care. You’ve got to eat. We’ll bring you something. You want Cyrus to stay with you?”

“No. Just go eat if you’re going to.” I huff out a breath and turn in my seat, facing the window, away from them. And a few seconds later I hear them start to walk away, arguing over who should have had to stay with me anyway.

And again I’m alone with my thoughts of Chance. The way he took care of me. The way he cared enough to whisk me out of that hotel when Harold yanked my top off.

Chance is a good man. I’m sure of it.

I’m hurting over the way he lied to me, but if I’m hurting I’m pretty sure he is too, about me leaving like that. Not even a note, not even a word of goodbye. He must have returned to the house by now and found me missing. Did he worry that something had happened to me? Or did he just know that I found out the truth?

If my heart is breaking, how is his feeling?

I glance back at the service counter, the salesclerk now chatting away to another customer, his altercation with my brothers hopefully forgotten. They’re nowhere to be seen, and even if they’re coming back here with food for me, they’ll be gone a while.

Finally, I come to a decision and grab my purse, then head for the exit.

The airport on this island is tiny, but my luck must be in because there’s a taxi right outside, dropping off a man and a woman who are screaming at each other about how this is the worst vacation they’ve ever had. Before the driver can get out of there, I’m already sliding onto the back seat, fishing through my purse for cash.

“Where to, lady?”

“I’ll direct you. Just get out of here. Please.”
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The cab comes to a stop outside the house, but I can already see that the shutters on the garage have been left open. It doesn’t look like Chance’s bike is here, so he’s probably gone. I’ll check inside, but then I might need to head for the hotel to find him.

I shove a few bills into the driver’s hand. “Can you wait here for me? I’ll only be a few minutes, then I might need you to take me somewhere else if that’s okay?”

“Sure thing, lady,” he says, already grinning. I guess I paid him too much, but I’m grateful for his silence during the drive, and I’m pretty sure he’ll wait here the rest of the day if I don’t come back out.

A few minutes later, my mouth is agape as I stare at the destruction inside the house.

It’s like a hurricane blew through here while I was gone. Everything is in disarray. Furniture needs righting, some of it needs fixing. I have to mind where I tread to avoid broken glass and splintered wood. There are paintings lying on the floor with boot-sized holes right through the center of them.

Chance did this.

A chill runs up my spine. I’ve never seen this kind of violence before. If he was mad enough to do this, what would he have done to me if he was still here right now?

He was mad because you weren’t here, a little voice inside my head says with interest. All this shows is how broken he was when you were gone. If he was here, he’d make you regret leaving him, and it would be the best moment of your life.

I shake my head.

No.

I don’t need this kind of chaos in my life. This disorder. I can’t trust him. He’s lied to me and now this? No. No no no.

Turning on my heel, I head back for the door, but then pause. There’s a pad of paper and a pencil, miraculously untouched by the devastation around it, balanced precariously on the edge of a table that’s still upright.

I don’t want any regrets.

I pick up the pad, and write out a quick note. Sorry things didn’t work out between us. I hope you have a good life. That kind of thing. Make a clean break of it. Sign my name at the bottom.

Then I pause.

And add: Don’t try to find me.


Chapter Twelve




Sophia

Tor and Cyrus drop me off at home, bitching at me because I still haven’t eaten anything, then get back in the car and head out.

They weren’t happy about leaving me, especially after we almost missed our flight because of my decision to go AWOL. They tried to persuade me to spend the evening with them, but I’ve told them I’m fine.

And right now, all I need is to be alone.

My house feels cold and empty, and I wrap my arms around my body as I head in through the door. Home. Is it though, really? What makes this a home to me? Sure, it’s the place I come to sleep, but without someone to share it with…without him…it’s just a building where I keep my stuff.

I’m not sure I’m ever going to be the same again. As much as I’ve tried to persuade myself that it was, this wasn’t just a vacation fling. It meant more than that. To me, and I’m pretty sure to him, too.

I don’t even care that he lied.

That thought makes me draw a quick breath. “I don’t even care that he lied?”

My words sound hollow in the emptiness as I flick on a light and drop onto the couch, still hugging myself for warmth.

It’s true. I don’t care that he lied. I don’t care that he trashed his place. I don’t care about any of it.

I still want him. And I’ve ruined it.

The tears start to flow before I can stop them, and once they’ve started that’s it. I’m sniffling away, barely able to see as I plug my phone into the outlet. Tor made me promise I would, that he’d be checking up on me every hour to make sure I’m okay and if he couldn’t get through…

I told him he could go stalk his wife, and to leave me alone, but I don’t think it went down too well.

The phone starts dinging with messages from my friends, but I ignore them as I collapse onto the floor, unable to even make it back to the couch.

Why did I leave with them? Why didn’t I stay and talk to Chance like a grown up? Why did I have to ruin something I never thought I’d find?

A sudden scent hits my nose, and I take a deep breath, almost comforted by it. God, it’s like I’m being haunted by him, by his trouble and lust scent. It must be coming in from outside somewhere, one of the neighboring houses or someone nearby. The wind has just caught it at the right angle.

I laugh when there’s a creak from the hall. What is this? A Daphne du Maurier novel? My house is going to remind me of him for the rest of my life?

“Baby, don’t cry.”

I shriek, on my feet in a second, facing the doorway. Blinking through the tears, I see the massive figure framed in the darkness. I wipe at my eyes, fear and hope colliding inside my chest, making my heart race and my breath stall.

“Chance...” I choke out the words as I stare. “You can’t be here. This isn’t real.”

“It’s me, baby. I’d go anywhere for you. I got a ticket on the flight you said you were going to be on. Then you weren’t there. I practically lost my mind. So, I came here to wait for you.” He sounds so calm, so strong, and despite it all I’m on my feet, running to him, wrapping my arms around his middle. If this is some sort of hallucination, I want it to stay. “Hey, shhh. Don’t. I told you I was never letting you get away from me, and I meant it.”

“But how is this possible? How did you know where to find me?”

He chuckles softly as he rubs my back, nestling his nose into my hair and inhaling deeply. “Let’s just say, you could sue the hotel for breaking confidentiality if you wanted to. I’m hoping you don’t want to.”

I laugh, not sure whether to be annoyed or delighted. “I’m not going to sue anyone. But you said you can’t be around lots of people. I live in the city, Chance, I can’t give all this up—”

His finger is pressed against my lips, and he leans in, taking my mouth in a strong, firm kiss that promises me the world and everything in it. “We’ll work it out, baby. I’ll live here if that’s what you want, then when the crowds get too much for me or when I need a break we’ll go to the island. But we’re going to have to work out your staffing situation because I can’t not have you with me. No negotiating. We stay together.”

Staring into his eyes, he makes it sound so easy. Could it really be that simple? Find someone to take over the work at the restaurants when I’m on the island?

“Wait, what if I—”

“Opened a restaurant on the island,” Chance finishes for me, grinning and nodding. “Fucking awesome idea, baby girl. I’ll invest. I need somewhere safe for my money.”

“The restaurant business isn’t exactly safe…”

“With you at the helm? What could be safer?” He wipes my face, brushing away a tear, and I giggle, wrapping my arms around his neck, hardly able to believe all that’s changed in the last few minutes.

Then I hear them.

“Hey, fucker, get your hands off my sister, you—”

“I’m Chance,” Chance says, turning with a grin and thrusting his hand into Cyrus’s, shaking it firmly. “You’ve got to be Cyrus.” He turns his head as Tor comes in through the doorway behind, carrying a takeout bag. “And Tor, right?”

Tor nods. “And you’ve got some explaining to do. Like what the fuck you’re doing breaking in here.”

“I didn’t break in, the door was unlocked. Or, maybe I sort of unlocked the door.”

“Potato, potahto.”

I grunt, stepping in between them all. “Potato, potahto, my ass! You two are not going to ruin this for me and scare him off.”

“Nobody is scaring me off. Ever,” Chance says behind me. “And speaking of your ass.” I feel his hands settle on my behind, and a grin spreads over my face.

“I think that’s the cue for you two to get the halibut out of my house! I don’t need you muscling in here, okay? I’m fine. Better than fine. And unless you want to see your sister getting her freak on, I suggest you make your way to the exit.” I point at the doorway as I watch both Tor’s and Cyrus’s faces drop at the mention of what’s about to happen.

They exchange a glance, close their eyes like they are trying to forget what I just said, then back away.

“You’re sure you’re okay?” Tor asks as he gets to the door.

“Out!” I shout. “Both of you, out of my house, this second!”

I watch them leave, a little grin playing on my lips.

“Alone at last,” Chance whispers, echoing my thoughts right in my ear, making me tense, he’s so close. I squeal when his lips connect with the back of my neck, and I feel just the slightest pinch of his teeth.

Turning, I’m wrapped in his arms, and there’s no more waiting left in either of us.

As I sink down onto my knees, eyes on his face the whole time, I can’t help but wonder how I ended up so lucky. One night of throwing caution to the wind, and now I have everything I could ever want.

Right here.

And for the rest of my life.


Chapter Thirteen




Sophia

Two months later

“God will forgive you.” My grandmother makes the sign of the cross, then raises the gold and diamond crucifix hanging on a thick woven gold chain around her neck, brings it to her red pencil-lined lips, and gives it a kiss. “She just got things out of order,” she whispers to the ceiling as I sigh.

The savory scent of my wedding meal dances in the air, making my mouth water. The menu for our reception dinner is eight courses, and I’ve been riding my staff like Zorro for weeks to make sure they have every detail covered, so I can enjoy my day and not have to go all Gordon Ramsay on them in the middle of my reception.

“God is happy I’m in love and I have a husband that will protect his family to his last breath. God doesn’t care that we did the baby making before the ring exchange, Gran. It’s all semantics.”

She fusses her hand in the hair, then pokes at the twisted gray bun on top of her head. “You shush. Let me deal with God.”

I snort, looking over my shoulder as Mom fusses with the bustle on my dress, as three generations of the women in our family share a quiet moment before we all sit down for our first dinner as a family that includes my husband.

I look ahead to the framed photograph of all of us, less Chance and Natalie, that sits on the corner of my desk. Without a father to count on, my mother did a great job raising us, especially considering none of us were easy.

“The ceremony was perfect,” my mom says as she fluffs the layers of silk and lace until she’s satisfied, then marches around in front of me, hands on her hips. “I think Chance and your brothers cleaned out every white rose and lily on the East Coast.”

“Ivory,” my grandmother chimes in as we both whip our heads around to give her a look. Her bony fingers turn upward. “I’m just old-fashioned. She’s wearing ivory and the flowers are ivory.”

“Oh, Jesus, Mom.” My mother throws her hands up with an exasperated scoff.

Gran points at her daughter, eyes narrow, brow cinched. “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain.”

“Okay!” I throw my hat in the ring. “This is my wedding and I wore what I wanted and got the flowers I wanted, and I do not give forty winks that I’m knocked up before I signed some paper and had some old man in a robe pronounce that Chance and I are man and wife. Husband and wife, he should have said, but I digress.” Heat boils up from my center, bleeding in splotches over my chest. “Can we just drop it and have fun? There is food and wine, and I shut down my restaurant for this, so let’s go have fun.”

They both stare at me, lips in tight frowns, but their matching eyes sparkle with humor.

A knock at the door thankfully breaks the tense silence. “Come in, whoever you are, please,” I shout, pinching the front of my dress and spinning on my white chef’s clogs, making my gran roll her eyes yet again.

“It’s the rest of the family!” Natalie leads the way, her belly looking ready to pop, with Chance, Tor and Cyrus trailing behind looking like the three grumpy musketeers. “Oh, you are so beautiful, my sister!”

She starts sobbing again, like she did through the entire morning, helping me get ready and then get through the ceremony. I thought Tor was going to tear down the church. He would pay any price and kill anyone to keep his wife from crying, but on this occasion he had to gut it out.

“Baby,” he says, shoving his way past my new husband and Cyrus to get to Natalie. “Stop fucking crying. I can’t take any more.”

He gives her a soft smack on her rear, making her gasp, but it has the intended effect, and her sobs soften to sniffles as he tugs her next to him, securing her with his arm around her shoulders.

“No one cared when I cried,” Chance says, giving Cyrus a shove on his shoulder. “Your brother stood right there next to me, my best man, ignoring my tears.”

Cyrus raises a glass of champagne to his mouth and drains it, setting the empty glass on the edge of my desk, reminding me of the day I walked in to see my oldest brother on his knees in front of his future wife.

I shake the thought away as Chance gathers me in a hug and I slip my arms around his waist, breathing in his spicy scent.

He puts his lips next to my ear as the rest of the group is jabbering away around us, fighting about the color of air or whatever other ridiculous thing they can disagree on.

His voice is a low growl. “My dick is crying too. Cum tears are dripping out, soaking in my boxers. Such a waste. I want you to lick away my tears, wife.”

I swat his shoulder, peeking out from where he has my face against his chest to see my gran shaking her head.

“Behave.”

Cyrus is staring at his phone. More distracted than usual, but after our honeymoon, Mom, Gran and I will put our detectives hats on and come up with what’s been going on with him. He says nothing, but we know better.

“Let’s eat,” Tor says, leading Natalie toward the door. “My wife is hungry. My baby needs nourishment.”

Just as I open my mouth, one of the kitchen staff knocks, poking her head through the door. “We are five minutes from service.” Her eyes dart around the room, then lock on me as she bites her lip.

“Sounds like it’s time,” I say, and Chance lowers his hand to the small of my back as I smile, looking at the biggest of the men in the room, my husband, wearing a black tuxedo jacket with a white shirt, the collar two buttons open now.

We made a deal. He would wear the bow tie for the service, then he could take it off. He’s not a suit and tie guy, and never will be, and that is not a problem for me. I want us to be us. Unique, ourselves. No lies. No hiding things.

He presses his other hand to my belly, eyes closing as the others file out of the office toward the dining room, leaving us alone for a precious moment.

“How do you feel, wife?” Chance has been all over me like white on rice since we found out I was pregnant.

“I feel lucky.”

His lips press warm on the top of my head, his hands holding me from the front and back, and I get that overwhelming sense again of being completely enveloped by this enormous man.

“I’m the lucky one, baby. But I’d be luckier if—” He spins me around as I yelp, walking over to kick the door shut, flipping the deadbolt with a clunk. “If my dick was ten inches inside that sweet honey pot of yours.”

He’s working his cock free as he steps back my way, turning me toward my desk, placing my hands on the surface and bending me into position as I feel the cool air of the room hit the heat between my legs. He shoves my feet apart, and the pressure from his cock finds my ready opening.

“Say, I do,” he grunts as the first thrust takes my breath away.

“I do,” I manage as the air is expelled from my lungs, my husband drawing back then driving the entirety of his length into me in one painful, lovely thrust.

His hips start to churn. Gentle is not the order of the day apparently, but I like his rough, possessive, entitled manner when the time is right.

I want to give up being the one in charge. I want to give myself to him and let him take all my choices away.

At least sometimes.

Like. Now.

We’re both panting and making wonderful, horrible noises as the sound of wet flesh smacking against wet flesh fills the room, and we consummate our vows in a lusty, rushed but ecstasy-filled moment.

The tension breaks as we peak in unison, Chance holding himself deep as I take off, calling to the Gods and my husband in broken moans as my body cinches around his girth.

Chance covers my back with his torso, his fingertips digging into my hips, holding us bound together as we come down, finding our breath and our sight again when a pounding on the door brings us back down to earth.

“I don’t want to ever know what you are doing in there, but you should know, Natalie’s water just broke.” It’s Cyrus, his voice sounds like he doesn’t know whether to laugh or hurt someone. “So, Tor is losing his mind and all Natalie wants to do is eat, so you two love birds better get out here before he tears the fucking restaurant down.”

Chance shakes his head as his lips work the nape of my neck, then he takes charge. “Tell the staff to get the food on the table. All eight courses, as fast as they can.”

“Wait—” I start, but Chance covers my mouth.

“Just this once. Let go and have fun. There’s a baby coming, does it really matter if each course is served on your schedule? Because this baby isn’t going to care.”

I take a breath as he slips out of me, warmth streaming down the insides of my thighs as I hear him zip his fly and I call toward the door. “I’ll tell them myself. All eight courses as fast as they can.”

“Got it. Hurry the fuck up,” Cyrus says as Chance works my dress down over my ass, pulls me up and around, his fingers weaving with mine as we head toward the door.

“I have something for you,” Chance says, putting one hand flat on the door as I grab the knob.

“What?”

He reaches into his back pocket, gathering something in his hand, fingers closed, then holds his hand out to me.

“Something I’ve wanted to give you since we met.”

Butterfly wings flap all around inside me when he looks at me like that. I hope I never lose this feeling.

“What is it?” I nibble my bottom lip as I pry his strong fingers open, looking at the beige fabric in a ball with the matching strings attached, and realization spreads through me. “My bathing suit top?”

He nods. “Yes. It’s the reason we had that first night together. And I wanted to make sure that guy knew, touching what’s mine was a mistake.”

“What did you do?” I gasp, trying to remember if I’ve heard from Harold since the night he took off my bathing suit top.

“He’s okay. He just learned an expensive lesson. Moved to…” He scratches his head. “Alaska, I think?” He shrugs. “Doesn’t matter. I wanted to have this. I don’t want to ever forget that night. It changed my life.”

“I love you.” I start to tear up, and he takes the balled up fabric and dabs at my eyes.

“I love you too, baby. I have since the second I saw you. And now, you’re mine, and you’ve shown me a life I never believed I could have.”

There’s a shout from down the hall. “COME ON! She’s having a contraction!”

Chance sweeps me into his arms, marching us down the hall and into our forever.


Chapter Fourteen




Chance

Epilogue – Five Years Later

I’m out in the shop with our oldest, Max, welding the last piece of metal onto the enormous horse sculpture I’m making for a client.

It’s been five years and Sophia and I are as happy as pigs in shit still.

We have two kiddos. Max, who will turn five here shortly, and Emma, who is three.

We live between our second home in San Phillipe and here in South Carolina, where we still have two restaurants, but my wife is not as obsessed with work as she was.

I support her completely, but she started running herself ragged trying to be super mom and restaurant Wonder Woman, and I had to step in.

I laid down some rules, because her well-being and health outweighs everything else.

I see the light flash as the door to the shop opens and the silhouette of my incredibly sexy wife is standing there.

“I’m ready.” She twirls, showing off the new white sundress I bought her yesterday. “Emma is already buckled in the car, she wouldn’t wait.”

“Okay.” I shut off my torch and throw off my helmet, nodding to Max. “Let’s go, buddy.”

He gives me a salute and races toward Sophia, grabbing her around the legs.

“I love the Phillipe house. I want to live there forever,” Max says to Sophia, who pats his dark hair.

“I know, buddy. But, we are so lucky to have both places. We are blessed.”

He rushes out the door toward the car as I lean down and kiss my little dark-haired spitfire of a wife.

“You take your vitamins?” I ask as she rolls her eyes. “Is that a yes?”

“I forgot.”

“I’m going to remind you. Turn around.” I spin her shoulder and flip up her dress, yanking down her pink panties and giving her a hard smack on each butt cheek.

“Ouch. Meanie.”

I drive my fingers down, then upward into her sopping wet hole. “Your pussy likes it mean.” I finger fuck her a few strokes until she’s bracing her arms on the doorway.

She’s panting as I give her a hot, fast finger bang, and she’s gushing into my palm when we hear Max yelling for us to hurry up.

“Go take your vitamins.” I put her dress back in place and kiss her hard. “Hurry up. No missing our flight.”

“Mean and bossy.”

“Go.” I point toward the house and give her a soft push in that direction. “I’ll be in the car, I’ll do battle with Max.”

Our boy hates his car seat, and sometimes he bucks so hard, it takes all my willpower to be patient and get him strapped in. He’s strong. Stubborn too. I know he gets that from both of us.

Life is nothing like I imagined it would be. But, it’s so much better.

After a bumpy start, I’m like a brother to Tor and Cyrus. Natalie, Tor’s wife, is popping out babies like Tic-Tacs and we both think Cyrus has found his one, but he’s keeping her a secret for the moment. But, leave it to all the women in this family to figure it out, because they unravel secrets like some CIA operatives when they put their minds to it.

Sophia’s mom and grandmother think I hung the moon, and I’m thankful every second of every day that I had another opportunity in life to know what having a good, healthy family is like.

I visited my parents the month after I met my one and only. Nothing had really changed there, and I told them, I was sorry, but I wouldn’t be visiting anymore. Not unless they put in the effort to make their own changes.

Things were quiet for a year, then I got a call. They had both been in therapy and since then, I’ve allowed them slowly back into my life. They’ve met my family, but my guard is always up. My purpose is their safety and happiness, so we will see.

I’ll never fail my wife or my children. They are my reason for getting up in the morning and my life would be lost without them.

My little sculpture business has turned into a damn good livelihood. I love the creative process and the hot, hard work. We have great investments as well, thanks to Cyrus, and the restaurants are thriving even with Sophia taking less of a day-to-day role in the operations.

I never thought I’d have one chance to grab the brass ring in this life, but when it came along, I didn’t hesitate. I knew it from the first moment.

I got a ring on her finger and a baby in her belly as soon as I could. She’s mine.

For life.

Forever.

Fuck me. I’m finally happy.


Three Strikes Next!


Love Always Finds A Way…next

‘ONE CHANCE’

Tor and Sophia’s brother Cyrus is batting a thousand

when he signs up for a charity softball game.

What he doesn’t know, is he’s going to meet his one and only.

But she’s not making it easy to hit his homerun.
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THREE STRIKES – GRAB IT HERE!


Dani’s Other Books


FIND ALL MY OTHER BOOKS

HERE
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Let’s Stay Connected!


FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

FACEBOOK FRIENDS

GOODREADS: Dani Wyatt

PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches

Dani Wyatt on Amazon

dani@daniwyatt.com

www.daniwyatt.com
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About Dani


Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place.

She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing, she is probably laughing about some irony (like the fact that A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.

Thank you.

I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

…you guys remind me every day that when we support each other, everyone wins.

xoxoxo
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