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Sara knows she should regret having sex with Jared, her
former brother-in-law. But their erotic encounter is the best thing that’s
happened to her all year. Thanks to his heady kisses and clever fingers, he’s
made her feel alive again, and she can’t help but yearn for more.


Jared has been waiting for this moment for months. Finally
Sara sees him as more than a former in-law. He’s a man in love and not afraid
to show it, determined to give her everything she needs, in and out of the
bedroom.


Their blossoming relationship isn’t to everybody’s liking.
With insecurities rising and tempers igniting, Sara and Jared will have to
decide what’s more important, making everyone else happy…or making each other
happy.
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Chapter One


 


Sara knew something was off as soon as she
woke up. Her limbs felt heavy, her eyelids even more so, but it was nothing
compared to the way her thighs cramped when she tried to move the duvet off
her.


I shouldn’t have gone to the gym, she groaned inwardly. Hold on… I never go to the gym.


That’s when it hit her. This time she
groaned out loud. “Nooo!” She grabbed her head in both hands and winced.


What did I do? Images flashed in front of her closed eyes. Her resolute walk
across the bar’s parking lot the night before, her hesitation when Jared had
called out her name and then…his lips on hers, his arms pulling her close, his
fingers digging into her flesh. “Oh God. I had sex with my brother-in-law!”


She forced herself to get up, and moments
later, stood under the shower spray, looking down at her body and the marks
Jared had left on it. She had whisker burns on her neck and chest.


She could also see the faint traces his
fingertips had left on her hips, when he’d pulled her down so hard she’d
clamped around his cock and hadn’t let go. She’d screamed his name and held on
to him as her orgasm roared through her, loving the way he’d cursed under his
breath and accelerated his movements.


“Jared…” she whispered his name. She might
still be shocked they’d had sex in his truck the night before, but she couldn’t
lie to herself. She’d loved it.


Crap. Was
she even supposed to have enjoyed it? It was the first time she’d done
something like this since Mike’s death, and to do so with his own brother…
“Stupid hormones.”


She grabbed the shower gel and started
lathering it over her wet skin, valiantly trying not to remember the way
Jared’s hands had felt on her. He’d been an amazing lover, making her come not
only once but twice. For someone who hadn’t had anything other than a
self-induced orgasm in more than a year, it had felt as if she’d hit the
jackpot.


No. No. No.
She had to forget about it. She was certain he was going to act today as if
nothing had happened, and that was fine with her. She didn’t need her life to
become even more complicated, and a relationship with Jared would be just that.
But damn, those eyes… That mouth… Those thighs… She turned the faucet and
yelped at the sudden burst of cold water.


She held on to her control for two more
hours. When the doorbell rang, however, she knew without a doubt who’d be
standing on her front porch. She opened the door and stared at the man who’d
become her best friend over the past few months. He stood at ease, with his
hands stuck in his jeans’ back pockets, a smile on his rugged face. She licked
her lips and finally said, “Hey.”


“Hey, hon. How are you feeling?”


She blinked. What was he asking exactly? If
she’d recovered from having sex with him in a rickety truck? Surely not? “Hmm,
I’m fine. You?”


“Great.” He bent down and pressed a quick
kiss on her cheek, his usual welcome gesture. Then he pushed past her and
walked to the kitchen, already sliding his coat off. Sara knew he’d go straight
for the coffeepot she always kept on. He’d been here so often lately she could
picture him perfectly even if she was in another room altogether.


She closed the door and stood there for a second
before taking a deep breath and going to join him. Silence greeted her arrival,
and as she watched him take a sip, she wondered what she was supposed to do
now.


Apparently nothing.


Minutes ticked by. She’d obviously been
right earlier. He wasn’t going to talk about last night. At all. And that irked
her, damn it! Sure, she’d decided to let it go, but faced with his apparent
nonchalance, she was slowly going crazy here.


She’d spent the past year crying herself to
sleep, but it was high time she pulled herself together. She was only in her
mid-thirties, after all. Life should be more than just going to work and seeing
her family on the weekends.


She’d decided she ought to go out there and
find herself another man, someone completely different from Mike, but who would
love her just as much. She shouldn’t have told Jared about her idea.


She should have guessed he’d come after
her. He’d said he wanted to stop her from making a big mistake, so how had she
ended up in his arms instead? He’d kissed her and lust had taken over and… She
felt her cheeks redden at the memories.


She frowned at the dishtowel slowly
becoming twisted in her hands, hoping he wouldn’t turn around right at that
moment. And because karma really was a bitch, he did just that. She sighed when
she heard him ask, “Are you okay, Sara?”


“I’m fine.”


“You sure? You look kinda flushed.”


She looked up and stared at him over her
kitchen table. He was wearing his usual jeans and chambray shirt, hiking boots
topping off his outfit. His hair was windblown, his green eyes sparkling. Why
did he have to look so normal?


Couldn’t he see she wanted to talk about
what happened? Couldn’t he see she’d changed in the space of a few hours? It
was his damn fault too! He’d had sex with her in his truck, in the back of a
freaking parking lot, and it’d been amazing. But no, now he had to go and be
Mr. Perfect, as always.


She took a deep breath and replied, “I was
thinking of what happened last night.” His eyes widened and she nearly smiled
in triumph. Ha ha! Take that, Mr. Let’s-Forget-About-It.


“I don’t think we should talk about this.
It’s best if we—”


She cut him off, “I don’t think so. You
can’t just push it under the rug and act as if nothing’s happened. We had sex.
Good sex too, for that matter.”


“Let’s not have this conversation,” he
said, his voice stern.


She watched him grab his coat and tug it on
and she saw red. The damn man thought he could just leave? Well, she wouldn’t
accept that. Oh no. He’d made his bed and now he was damn well going to sleep
in it! “You started it,” she snapped. She sent the dishtowel flying toward his
head, but it merely bounced off his chest.


He didn’t react, simply kept on watching
her silently. She grabbed the neck of her top and lowered it. “See this? You
gave me this hickey, Jared!” His jaw twitched, but he still didn’t respond.
Exasperated beyond belief, she opened her shirt’s buttons and pointed to the
top of her breasts, laid bare by her black lace bra. “See that red skin? That’s
what your whiskers did to me when you were sucking on my nipple.” He rocked
back on his heels at her last word. Good, at least I’m getting
through to him…


Of course, she was standing there
half-naked and the damn guy still hadn’t moved. “Look at me!” she snapped.


“What do you want, Sara?” he finally said,
his eyes now a darker green.


“I want you to acknowledge what happened
last night.”


Instead, he said, “You’re not ready for a
relationship.”


She gasped. “Who says I want a
relationship? I need to start having fun again. You know that. You told me
that!”


“I have. I did. I didn’t think you’d go to
the nearest bar and proposition the first man you stumbled upon.”


“Oh for pity’s sake! I’m a grown woman,
Jared. You’re not my brother-in-law anymore. If I want to fuck nameless guys, I
have the right to! I need a new life, don’t you see?”


“I see perfectly well.” His eyes traced her
body, from her polished toes to her barely covered breasts.


She felt herself heat up at the lust
suddenly clearly displayed on his face. “Jared?”


“If we do this, baby, it won’t change anything. I don’t mind being your lover so you get this out of your system,
but then we’ll go back to normal. All right?”


What was he talking about? Had he really
just said he wanted to be her lover? Oh God. She nearly liquefied at the
thought. She knew his reputation. He’d probably done every sex act under the
sun, and he wanted to do them to her now? Realizing she still hadn’t given him
an answer, she nodded. “Sure. Sex with no strings and then we go back to being
friends.”


“Fine.” He made his knuckles crack. “In
that case, baby, come here. And remember, I’m in charge of this thing.”


Say what?
She stopped thinking and did as ordered. She went to him.


This felt so weird. Last night it’d
happened so fast, she’d just hung on for the ride. Sure, she’d come a couple of
times, all thanks to his amazing fingers and cock… It suddenly hit her. The man
had to be a freaking genius. He’d made her come twice in his truck of all
places, during a quickie no less! Damn. How much better would he be when
they had all the time in the world?


She gulped and tried to relax in his
embrace. All they’d done so far was share a prolonged hug. It felt nice; that
wasn’t the problem. It just felt a tiny bit odd to be nearly naked in her
brother-in-law’s arms. “Stupid,” she muttered to herself, her face tucked
against his hard chest.


“What did you say, sweetheart?” He clasped
his hand around her ponytail and tugged, forcing her head up.


“Nothing,” she immediately replied. She
should have known better. He wasn’t a stranger; he could see when she was
lying.


“Try again.” His lips curved into a small
smile.


“Huh… I was just calling myself stupid.”


“Why?” His arms tightened around her,
trapping her against his powerful frame as if he didn’t want to let go.


“I… It’s just odd, that’s all.”


“What is odd? Us?” She nodded. “You wanted
this, Sara.”


“I know! I do, I do. That’s not it. It’s
just… Do you think we could move this elsewhere?”


She watched his face as he seemed to
realize where they were standing. “Your bedroom?” he finally asked.


Sara fought a frown. She hadn’t had a man
in there since Mike’s death a year ago. “Huh. Right.”


“The guest room?” he suggested, his gaze
catching hers.


Trust him to realize what was going on in
her head. “I don’t know. I… What do you think?”


“It’s your house, sweetheart. I don’t want
you to do something you don’t want to.”


His message was clear. She thought about it
some more, then squared her shoulders when her decision was made. Today would
mean a new chapter in her life. No more tears, no more regrets. She’d start
this with a bang…or die trying anyway. “My bedroom,” she announced before
detangling herself from him.


She led the way.


 


Jared watched his sister-in-law’s curvy ass
disappear down the hallway and fought the urge to run after her. He needed to
stay in control or else everything he’d carefully built over the past months
would crumble. He couldn’t believe she’d said she wanted to have sex with him.
Again.


He’d been so sure she’d try to forget
what’d happened the night before. It had been too good to be true. That’s what
he’d told himself when he’d woken up that morning, anyway. He might have bedded
a lot of women in his time, but nothing had ever felt that way.


They’d been in his favorite bar’s parking
lot, but he hadn’t once thought of stopping. He’d prayed for this, after all,
for that chance to have her in his arms, and as soon as they’d kissed, he’d let
go.


She’d been so hot, so damn soft too. He’d
made her come a first time and hadn’t believed how amazing that had felt. His
cock had been ready to drill its way out of his pants, but he hadn’t cared, too
caught up in the way she’d felt, in the way she’d made him feel. She’d been his
fantasy, his perfect imaginary lover for months now, but things were different
today.


Today, she would become his.


He’d make sure of it.


With that decided, he followed her and
found her standing in the middle of her bedroom, the one she used to share with
his brother. His heart pinched inside his chest, but he ignored it. He’d come
to terms with the fact he was in love with his sister-in-law months before,
when just the thought of spending a day with her had made him smile.


He’d always liked her, had gladly approved
when Mike had come to see him to say he’d asked her to be his wife. She was the
nicest person he knew. She was also the sexiest, he thought as he traced her
curves with his eyes.


“Take your bra off,” he said, his voice
gruff.


She visibly jerked. “Now?”


He nodded and waited to see what she would
do. She didn’t disappoint.


 


She wouldn’t let him see how scared she
was. She hadn’t done this in so long. She just had to get used to it again,
right? She unclasped her bra and let it slide down her arms. She wasn’t some
young nubile thing. She wasn’t perky or cellulite-free. She had round hips and
an even rounder butt, and usually she didn’t mind them. His brother had loved
them…


She shook her head, forcing the thoughts of
Mike away. She wouldn’t think of him, not now when she was about to do
something so revolutionary she still couldn’t quite believe Jared was really in
front of her. “Okay?” she found herself asking, her voice shaky.


“You look great, baby,” he replied with a
smile.


That smile… God, she’d had dreams about
that smile. As an accomplished flirt, he knew what it did to women. That tilt
of his lips, the look in his eyes that clearly said how happy he was to look at
you. He was made to love women. “Your turn,” she finally remembered to say.
“Strip.” He rocked back on his heels and it was her turn to smile. She’d
managed to catch him off guard! Sara—two points.


He slid his coat off, then his shirt. She
watched his chest appear in her line of sight. She’d seen it before, of course.
They’d been in his parents’ pool only a couple months ago. But this time, she
was going to be able to touch it. Unable to stop herself, she crossed the room
and stopped in front of him.


He stared back at her, his eyes almost
daring as he unzipped his jeans and let them fall down his legs. He wasn’t
wearing underwear, his cock springing free to point toward her. It was as if it
was calling out to her…


It only took her seconds to kneel at his
feet and grab his erection in her right hand. A few more seconds to lean up and
taste him. He growled above her, his hands finding her hair. “Sara!” he called
out, but she was too far gone to listen.


He tasted good. Really good. She hadn’t
done that in a long time—pleasuring a man in such a way—and God but she’d
missed it. Having a man at her mercy, being the one in control, hearing his
groans and whispered comments. She opened her mouth wider and sucked on his
head, her fingers playing with his sac at the same time.


Jared growled once again, his hands pulling
on her ponytail holder until her hair cascaded down her back. His fingers
wrapped in it and held her tight against him, almost as if he was afraid she’d
leave.


If she could have talked, she’d have told
him there was no way in hell she was going to move before this was over. She’d
wanted this and she was going to enjoy it and herself. Damn right!
Pre-cum slithered down her throat and she gulped. Yum. So damn good. She
pulled back, his cock popping out of her mouth with a wet sound before she
started licking her way down to his balls. She tongued one, then the other,
earning herself some more growls.


She laughed.


“Sara! Dammit, you’re gonna make me come.”


“I thought that was the point?” She stared
up at him, amazed to see how different he looked. His jaw was clenched, his
eyes dark. He appeared almost out of control. “No?” she teased, licking his tip
once again.


“Baby, please. I wanted to pleasure you
first. I want to come inside you.”


“You did that last night. Now it’s my
turn.” She didn’t give him a choice. She took him inside her mouth once again
and forced herself to relax. She’d never deep-throated anyone before, but she’d
watched adult movies in the past year and she’d seen it done countless of
times. Surely it couldn’t be that complicated?


“Oh fuck,” Jared groaned somewhere above
her.


His nails dug into her scalp when she
managed to take a few more inches of his cock inside her mouth. She pulled back
before having completely mastered it, but she was happy with the results when
she felt him harden even more. He was close to his release, she was sure of it.
One more time, she told herself, and she did just that.


When the head of his cock pressed against
her tongue once more, he gave out a warning grunt and erupted. She grabbed onto
his thighs and held on, drinking him dry just because she could. Maybe it was
to thank him for the night before. Maybe it was because he was being so damn
nice, humoring her and letting her be free.


It didn’t really matter in the end,
however. What mattered was that he was enjoying it. And so was she.


* * * * *


“You’re a menace.”


Sara looked at the man sprawled on her bed
and replied, “What? Why?”


“Who knew you had a mouth like that?” He
grinned before taking her hand and pulling her up beside him. “That was great,”
he added, bending down to nuzzle her neck. “But it seems we forgot a few things
along the way.”


“Like what?” she asked, arching her back in
a vain effort to press herself closer to him. He felt so hot like that. She was
only wearing panties and he was completely naked, but he was the one who burnt
like a furnace.


“This,” he said, his face suddenly in front
of hers. He pressed his lips on hers, her mouth opening almost automatically.
His tongue surged forward, tangling around hers, drawing a surprised moan from
somewhere deep in her chest.


She wrapped her arms around his neck and
pulled him down on top of her, needing to feel more of him, all of him even. It
still was a shock when his body settled between her legs. He felt so heavy, his
cock not yet as hard as it’d been before, but not soft either.


His kiss turned rough then, his right hand
moving up to cup her breast. She jerked a little bit at the unexpected caress,
jerked a lot more when he pinched her nipple into hardened submission.


He pulled back and stared down at her.


 


He loved her tits. They weren’t too big,
but they were soft and exactly like tits should be. Lowering his head, he
traced her areola with the tip of his tongue, making sure not to caress too
close to the nipple that was already begging for attention. Her fingers raked
through his hair as if she didn’t know what to do with her hands. He had a few
suggestions for her if she wanted.


No! It was
his turn. She’d pleasured him so well earlier, he needed to reciprocate. It’d
been a complete surprise to find her on her knees, so intent on giving him head
he hadn’t been able to say no.


He snorted inwardly at his thoughts. She’d
been so fucking good at it too, he’d let her do whatever she wanted. It’d been
clear she wasn’t used to deep-throating, but she’d done it anyway, and… Fuck,
he was turning himself on again. His cock rose between them, pressing into the
soft lace of her panties.


Deciding he needed to kick it up a notch or
two, Jared switched sides and laved her left nipple. It rose, the taut nub
wrinkly under his tongue. He bit on it, loving the way her back arched at the
harsh caress. “Like that?” he murmured against her skin.


When she moaned a husky “Yes”, he did it
all over again. And again. And again. Until she tugged him off her, declaring
throatily that she couldn’t take any more.


He moved to lay on his side, shocked to see
her pull her panties down her legs before letting them fall to the floor beside
the bed. She was naked when she turned back toward him and leaned up for a
quick kiss.


Unable to resist that sweet temptation, he
went straight to where she was hot and so damn wet, parting her thighs with his
hand, diving into her folds with the tips of his fingers. He found her clit
almost straight away, just like the night before.


“Right there!” she muttered, spreading her
legs wide.


He understood the message and moved down
the bed. Holding himself up on his elbows, he stared at her sex and licked his
lips. This was going to be good.


Oh yeah.


 


By the third pass of his tongue, she was
squealing. “Jared!”


“Hold on, baby. I’m not done with you yet.”


“God.” She grabbed the pillow beneath her
head with both hands and started rocking her hips in time with his licks. She
was so damn close already. “One more, one more,” she chanted under her breath.


He stopped.


“Hey!” She pushed herself up and glared
down at him. “I was nearly there!”


“I know.” He smirked. “Like I said, I’m far
from over. Why don’t you lie back down? I’m going to make you feel good, Sara.”


“You were already doing that!” She pouted,
but it didn’t work one iota.


He just waited for her to move back to her
erstwhile position before sliding back down. His mouth found her inner thigh
seconds later. He sucked on her skin, hard enough she was pretty sure it’d
leave a hickey, and stopped. He did the same to her other thigh, obviously
getting a kick out of marking her.


Why would he want to do that if this
thing between them is just temporary anyway? Before
she could think more on this, his lips moved up to her hip. He traced the line
on her body that went straight to her sex, licking there for one hot moment
before retracing his steps.


“Please, Jared,” she begged. She wanted him
to touch her where it felt good. Not that this wasn’t nice, because it was, but
she was ready for the next level now. So she told him.


“Not yet,” he replied. “Not yet.”


“But…” She snapped her mouth shut when she
realized there was no point in begging him further. It seemed like he had a
plan and wouldn’t be deterred from it.


She was rewarded for her patience when his
fingers found her pussy again. He slipped one long finger inside her, and even
as she was remembering how it’d felt when he’d done that the night before, he
said, “You were so fucking tight last night. Did I hurt you?”


Sara shook her head. “No. I mean, sure, it
hurt a little at first, but it didn’t last. I had fun.” In case he hadn’t
realized when she’d screamed her head off… God, it was a good thing they’d been
in his truck and no one had seen them.


“Me too. You felt amazing. Just like you do
now.” He sent her a quick smile before diving back down.


She squealed again.


The tip of his finger was pressing against
that spot inside of her, the one she’d told Mike about, the one he’d never
found. Turns out his brother didn’t have the same problem. He kept on rubbing
and touching and caressing until the most amazing sensation blossomed inside
her. She bucked, her legs tensing at the rush of pleasure.


When he encircled her clit with his lips
and sucked at the same time, she went crazy. She grabbed onto his head and
didn’t let go.


He didn’t stop until she was shouting his
name to the ceiling, her body bowed under the strain of her release. She came
back down to earth moments later, but she was still racked by aftershocks, that
long-ago sensation so missed she felt her eyes mist over.


And because it was Jared, he immediately
saw her reaction and wrapped his arms around her. She started crying as he
pulled her close, hugging her to
him, sharing his warmth, his everything.


She cried for what she’d lost, for whom
she’d lost. Because she was scared too of what the future entailed.


At least, though, she wasn’t on her own.
Not now. Not today. She pressed her face against his chest and closed her eyes,
hoping this unexpected interlude wouldn’t hurt their friendship. He meant too
much to her.


She would never let him leave her life, not
without a fight anyway.


* * * * *


“Are you sure?”


She sighed. “Jared, how many times are we
going to have this conversation? Get over here already!” He was standing on the
other side of the room, his ass to her in all its naked glory. Damn, but she
wouldn’t mind taking a bite…


He’d been searching in his wallet for a
condom when she’d reminded him she had an IUD anyway. She knew him; it wasn’t
as if she was afraid he’d give her something. “Please?” she finally added.


He swore as he let go of his wallet and
retraced his steps to the bed. “Are you sure?” he repeated, but she didn’t give
him time to say anything else.


She grabbed his cock with her right hand
and pulled him toward her. Led by the dick, she thought with a grin. “I
want you inside me. Now.”


“Let’s take this slow,” he suggested as he
moved on top of her once more. “I don’t want you to hurt. We only did this a
few hours ago and you might still be tender.”


“Babe, I love you, but seriously, less
talking, more fucking.”


He drew himself up on his hands and stared
down at her. “Who are you and what did you do with my Sara?”


She grinned. “I’m the one you’ve teased for
the past hour. Come on!” Still holding on to his cock, she wiggled down the
mattress and positioned herself exactly right.


“I didn’t know you could be so impatient.”


“You’ve never been in my bed before.
Please, Jared, just fuck me already.” He slid inside her just as the words left
her mouth. “Oh yes, just like that.”


 


So tight. She was so fucking tight. He
gritted his teeth and remembered what’d happened the night before, when he’d
thrust inside her and had stopped because she’d looked in shock. Not right now
though.


He’d been afraid he’d pushed her too hard
earlier. He’d hated seeing her cry. Oh he’d understood it. Even he, after
months of daydreaming about being with her, had been in awe at finding himself
in his brother’s place. He still missed Mike like crazy and he knew she did
too, but they had to move on with their lives and he wanted her to move on with
him. Only him.


He slid another inch inside her, something
loosening in his chest. Nearly there. Nearly there…


Another inch, and another one, and… Yes.
He was deep inside her, her walls stretching around his invasion. He hadn’t had
sex without a condom in forever, the sensations nearly overwhelming in their
intensity. It was so warm and wet inside her. God, he’d never be able to last
long at this rate!


“Okay?” he asked, looking down at her.


Her eyes opened and she smiled, a soft
smile that slashed right through him. “Perfect.”


He couldn’t help himself; he lowered his
head and took her lips for another kiss. He was where he’d wanted to be for so
long…so deep inside her he wasn’t sure where he ended and she began.


 


Oh. This was
entirely different than the night before. Sure, they’d had sex then too. But
this was in her bed, with him lying on top of her, her legs tangled with his as
he thrust in and out of her. She shivered and grabbed hold of his biceps,
hanging on for the ride. She looked up to find him staring at her, his gaze
intense and unblinking. “Jared?”


“Shhh.” He bent down and pressed his lips
on hers, the soft kiss so completely opposite to what else was happening it
made her gasp. When he drew back, something had changed in his eyes.


There was too much emotion there, she
thought. This was just supposed to be some fun sex, a different way for her to
get back into the groove. Yes, he’d been her brother-in-law for years, but he
was still a man. A damn sexy man at that.


He started speeding up his movements then,
his thrusts becoming a lot more erratic, a lot rougher too. She stopped
thinking and instead focused on the way he felt inside her. She’d missed this.
That whole feeling of intimacy, of having someone deep in her, of trusting
someone enough to share herself like that.


She dug her nails into his arms and pushed
back against him, countering his thrusts with her own, rocking her hips so his
pubic bone hit her clit on every downward push. Her lips parted and she let out
a moan.


“Come for me, baby. I want to feel you
clamp tight around my cock.”


She gasped at his whispered words. Dirty
talk had never been something she’d done with Mike, but this was arousing as
hell. He pressed down on her until her breasts were crushed under his chest,
his face tucked into the crook of her neck. She felt that sweet tension spread
throughout her and opened her mouth to tell him, but he already knew.


He bit that spot where her shoulder met her
neck and she reared up, clamping her inner walls around his pounding length at
the same time.


She came and shouted his name once again,
only feeling complete when he let go too and exploded deep inside her. She
wrapped her arms around his back and held on to him. She didn’t want to let go;
he felt too good like that. So she told him.


He chuckled against her shoulder, then
moved up to drop a soft kiss on her cheek. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I’m far
from over.”


“Really?” she asked. What does he mean by
that?


“Really,” he answered. “I’m planning on
spending the weekend with you. Right here in your bed. Probably naked, except
if we have to open the door to the pizza delivery guy.”


“Oh.” She licked her lips. That sounded
perfect!


“Is that okay?” he asked, his eyebrows
inching together as if he was suddenly worried he’d overstepped some invisible
line.


“Yes. Hell yes!” She pulled his head down
for another kiss, too happy to see what was happening.









Chapter Two


 


“Is there anything you’ve always wanted to
try but never had the courage to ask for?”


Sara turned her head away from the TV.
“Like what?”


“Sex stuff, darling.” Jared pointed the
remote toward her. “Remember what we’re doing here?”


She stuck her tongue out at him. They’d
spent a great day, laughing and having fun together as only two old friends
could. Well, okay, maybe old friends didn’t spend half that time in bed,
rolling around and making each other come just for the sake of it.


They’d ordered pizzas as they usually did
when Jared spent an evening with her. But this time, they were sitting on her
sofa barely dressed. She thought of his question and felt herself start to
blush.


“Ha ha! Sar-aaaa,” he drawled out her name.
“I can see you thinking of something.”


“Nope.” She ignored him and focused once more
on the action movie he’d picked.


“Yes, you are.”


His voice was suddenly a lot closer than
before. When she felt his breath on her face, she realized he’d slid along the
sofa so he was pressed tight against her. “Jared, go away!”


“Nope,” he imitated her. “Not until you
answer my question.”


“I don’t want to try anything,” she
belatedly replied.


“I don’t believe you. You thought of
something. You blushed, baby. I saw you.”


“Whatever.” His hands found her waist and
she cried out, already moving away, but he was too damn fast. He started
tickling her, finding the spots that always made her kick him. “Get off! Get
off!”


“Not until I get my answer.” He laughed.
“So?”


“Jared! Damn it!” His palms slid around her
back, finding her butt, cupping it in a strong hold. She stilled. “What are you
doing?”


“Is that it?” he asked, his voice husky.


“Is that what?” She’d seriously lost the
plot. What is he going on about?


His fingertips pressed into her cleft,
separating her butt cheeks in a shocking move. “This,” he announced, staring
down at her intently.


Oh no.
Understanding welled inside her and she blurted out, “He told you.”


He grimaced as he drew back, his hands
leaving her body. He settled back farther down the sofa and exhaled loudly.
“Shit. I’m sorry, Sara. Yes. Yes, he did tell me.”


“Why?” She tugged her nightie down her
thighs, putting herself back to rights even if he’d seen her naked all day. It
was the only thing she was wearing though, probably because it was the only
seductive piece of clothing she owned. She’d bought it years ago, eager to
tempt her husband into playing with her for Valentine’s Day.


It hadn’t really worked, she thought with a
frown. Well, it had, but she couldn’t remember coming that evening. Mike had
though. Speaking of Mike… She looked at his brother and repeated, “Why did he
tell you about that? He had no right!”


“He was my brother,” Jared reminded her as
if she’d ever forget such a thing! “He wanted…guidance, I guess.”


“About that?” she squeaked. He’s
kidding, right?


“He knew I’d done it before and he asked me
for pointers.”


Her mouth opened, then shut. Of all the
things… Mike had been dead for a year now, but he still managed to surprise
her. “Really?”


“Yeah.” Jared nodded. “He told me you’d
asked about it, that…you wanted to try it.”


“He said no,” she whispered, remembering
that spectacular failure of an evening. “He told me he couldn’t understand
women who wanted to do that. He thought it was degrading or something.”


“I know, he told me. I tried to explain how
it could feel. I also…” he let his voice trail off, spiking her interest.


“You also what?”


He licked his lips, his gaze catching hers.
“I made him realize how sexy you were, asking for something like this. I told
him he was crazy to have said no when you were offering it to him on a platter.”


“You told him I was sexy?”


He smiled. “Sure. If it’d have been me, I’d
have been on you in a nanosecond.”


His words hung between them for long
seconds, both staring at one another as if they didn’t know what to say or do.
Jared seemed to realize what he’d implied and grew fidgety, his fingers tapping
his denim-covered knee, his foot bouncing on the hardwood floor.


It was only when she stood up and grabbed
the empty pizza box before asking, “Want anything else?” that he seemed to
shake himself out of his self-induced torpor.


“No, I’m fine. Thanks.”


She nodded and left for the kitchen. She
was back on the sofa moments later, still unsure of how to act. He didn’t give
her a choice.


He grabbed her hand and pulled her close to
him, draping his arm over her shoulders and squeezing tight. “So?” he finally
said.


“So?” she repeated. What does he want to
talk about now?


“Do you still want to try it?”


Oh. Shit! “Hmm. I don’t know.”


“Baby, it’s me you’re talking to. Don’t be
shy.” He nudged her face up and covered her mouth with his, deepening the kiss
when he felt her respond. By the time they broke apart, they were both panting
and his cock was tenting his pants. He exhaled and added, “I’m here for you
this weekend. Anything you want to try, we’ll do, remember?”


She remembered. She just hadn’t expected
him to know about that. She looked into his eyes and realized he
wouldn’t make fun of her. He was being so damn nice, but then Jared as a rule
always was. He could be abrupt, but he was never unfair.


And she was sure that whatever she told him
she wanted to do, he’d go get everything that was needed and would meet her in
the middle of her bed, ready to entertain her and please her and make her
scream. She gulped at the thought. All right. If he could do this, so could
she. “I bought toys.”


He jumped a little at her unexpected
confession. “You bought toys?”


“Yes. I’ve been, hmm, a bit restless these
past few months, so I went online and ordered some toys. For myself.”


“Oh.” He licked his lips. “Have you tried
them out?”


“Yes.” Something moved in her line of
vision and she realized it was his cock twitching inside his jeans. Wow,
she mouthed to herself. Looked like someone was aroused as hell.


“All of them?”


“Yup.”


“And? Did you enjoy yourself?”


She nodded. “They were all right. I mean,
they’re not, you know, real, but they’re fun to play with. I get, huh, horny,
you know?”


He smiled at her hesitant words. “I
understand, baby. There’s nothing wrong with making yourself come.” He tucked a
strand of hair behind her ear and asked, “Can I see them?”


Be brave, she reminded herself. They were
here for this, after all. “Sure.” She stood up and went to get her special box
from under the bed.


 


He stared at the sex toys in his lap and
tried very hard—but mostly unsuccessfully—not to come on the spot. Pre-cum soon
stained the crotch of his pants and he knew, without a doubt, that he was going
to have her naked under him ASAP. “That’s for G-spot stimulation, right?” He
fingered a purple wand and its rounded head.


“Yeah.” Sara snuggled against his side.
“It’s not bad, but it didn’t work as well as when you caressed me earlier.”


“That’s good to know.” He dropped a kiss on
her hair before focusing once more on the toys she’d bought herself. The
little minx, he thought. If he’d known she was getting so desperate, he’d
have made his move a lot earlier. “Anal beads?”


Her cheeks reddened. “Yes. I… I wanted to
see how it would feel.”


“Did you try them?” She nodded. “Really?”


“Yes,” she answered, her voice barely
audible.


She was obviously embarrassed, but this
would never do. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he reminded her. “I’d never have
guessed you’d do something like this.”


“Why not?” She looked up, interested.


“You’re shy around strangers, I guess.
You’re not in-your-face. You’re… You’re a lady. And yet you decided you wanted
to try new things and you went and got them for yourself. That takes guts,
baby.”


“I just ordered them online.”


“And you also tried them out. You wanted to
see what all the fuss was about, didn’t you?”


She grew animated all of a sudden. “Yes! I
keep watching all these adult movies and they always show the same thing! I
mean, I don’t mind giving blowjobs, but I wouldn’t do that for an hour. Not
even yours, babe, and it’s very nice.”


He grunted, but she wasn’t finished. “Every
single one of those movies had anal. I know Mike was against it, but I wanted
to try it, so I bought the beads, but I couldn’t really do it properly.”


“What do you mean?”


“I don’t have hands behind my back,” she
replied with a funny grimace.


He chuckled. “That you don’t. Want me to
try?”


“Oh.” She stilled. “Could you?”


His cock hardened so much it was an amazing
feat he didn’t blow right there and then.


* * * * *


They were once again back on her bed, but
this time she was lying on her stomach, pillows under her to raise her ass high
up in the air. It was such a submissive position, she realized then how much
she trusted Jared.


She’d loved his brother with all her heart,
but their married life hadn’t been all poems and roses. They’d argued, of
course, on different topics, including sex. She’d wanted it more often than him
and it had bugged him. He hadn’t been able to understand and she hadn’t been
able to explain it to him.


She’d stopped reading romance novels
because the sex scenes made her horny and he was always too tired or too
stressed at work. Oh God, I have to stop thinking about him!


“All right, honey?” Jared’s whiskers
scraped the sensitive skin of her lower back.


“Yeah.” She gulped. “It’s not gonna hurt,
is it?”


“I’ll do my very best not to hurt you, Sara.”


“But?”


He chuckled. “If you want to take this to
the next level, it will probably hurt, yes. The beads shouldn’t though. Okay?”


“Okay.” She could do this. She’d wanted to
try this for so long, after all. “I’m ready.”


“No, you’re not,” he replied straight away.
“Not by a long mile.”


If she could have turned around, she would
have, because his tone was almost gleeful and she really wanted to see the look
in his eyes. Instead, she pressed her face against the smooth coverlet and
closed her eyes. She’d let him do his thing for now. He was the expert here,
wasn’t he?


“Relax, honey. I won’t bite. Much.”


“Not helpful, Jared!”


He laughed, the sound still echoing in the
room when his hands landed on her ass. He spread her cheeks open, just like
earlier, but this time he could see it all. She frowned at the thought of the
view he now had, shame and embarrassment warring inside her. “So lovely,” she
heard him mutter, and just like that she was back in the moment.


When his tongue flicked across her clit,
she yelped, but still widened her thighs. She knew what he was doing. She could
almost hear him think ahead. He was going to make her come a few times, all
this to relax her and ready her for his first tentative touches. And then he’d
up the ante and start playing with her rose. He’d slide one finger in, another,
getting her used to that strange pressure before grabbing the beads and
inserting them inside her.


“Fuck,” she mumbled against the covers. She
was turning herself on!


She did congratulate herself minutes later,
however, when he did exactly what she’d thought he would. It felt strange to
have something inside her there, but he’d been right, it didn’t hurt.


Considering this had been a fantasy of hers
for years, she should have been grateful. And she was, sure, but when he pushed
the first bead inside her, she grasped the covers with tense fingers and
focused on her breathing instead.


She was scared. She nearly hit herself
upside the head at the realization. She’d been the one to ask for it! How
stupid could she be?


She was so busy inwardly insulting herself
that she missed the last bead entering her. It was only when he dropped a soft
kiss on her right butt cheek and said, “Now, for the fun part…” that she
noticed.


And notice she did. Probably because he did
something completely unexpected. He slid her other toy inside her pussy, the
dual stimulation so intense she cried out. “Jared!”


“I did say I would make it good for you,
sweetheart.”


“Oh God.” Her voice broke. Her hips rocked
up when he slid the curved wand out of her. Then he was pressing it inside her
once more, rotating the silky head against that spot, the one he’d found
earlier. The one that always made her see stars. Yes, just like that,
she thought as she groaned.


“Good?” he asked, his tone almost amused.


“Ye-yes.”


“Want more?”


“Please!”


“More of the toy or more of me?” As if he
wasn’t certain she wasn’t too far gone to understand his meaning, he pressed
his erection against her hip. His cock felt blazing hot, almost branding her
sensitive skin. “What do you want, Sara?”


It wasn’t even a question. She thought of
having him inside her, him and the beads together inside her, and grew faint.
“You!” Always you, she added inwardly.


Seconds later the toy slid out of her and
she heard it land softly on the carpeted floor. Then Jared was there, the head
of his cock pushing against her entrance as he forced himself inside her, again
and again, until the whole length of him pulsed against her overstretched
walls.


He growled something unintelligible, his
hands on her hips pulling her higher, the plastic end of the beads pressed
tight between their bodies.


“Ohh,” she moaned when he started
thrusting. She’d missed him, even though it’d only been hours at most since
she’d felt him inside her. It was crazy that he would feel so perfect. Why
him? she asked herself, her head hanging down, long strands of hair
slapping her face when his rhythm accelerated.


When he pulled on the beads and one popped
out, she screamed. He didn’t stop, however, focused on his task. What was even more
incredible was that he was still rocking inside her, the sensations familiar
and strange at the same time. A second bead popped out of her. Her rose burnt,
but it felt good. Amazing even.


“Again?” she asked him, her voice shaky.


“Like it?”


“Yes. Yes!” She understood then why people
did that, what Mike had never figured out. The pleasure was overwhelming and
she knew it was all thanks to Jared and his clever body. Clever ideas too.


When his cock rammed into her and bumped
into her spot on its upward move, it started a conflagration inside her. Heat,
so much heat, everywhere. Inside and out. In her pussy, her ass, everywhere. It
was all encompassing, making her lose sight of reality as her orgasm carried
her somewhere she’d never been before.


She let go and fell on the bed, her body
weightless even as it still shot sparks. Her limbs jerked every few seconds,
but neither noticed, especially not Jared, who shouted her name then and spent
himself deep inside her.


 


He’d bitten her neck, he thought as he
finally moved off her minutes later. He had no energy left, his breath still
coming out in sharp pants. He couldn’t believe they’d done that. He could still
feel her pussy clenched tight around his pounding cock, hear her screams when
he’d pulled on the beads and had watched her rose widen. She’d been so fucking
hot, unlike any woman he’d ever bedded before.


She was Sara, his ex-sister-in-law. She was
his fantasy and now his reality.


She was his.


He wouldn’t give her a choice, not in this.
He’d make her understand because, he told himself, there was no way he could
ever live without her. No, he amended inwardly. There was no way they
could ever go back to being friends or family. She was his lover now and soon
she’d be more. A whole lot more.


* * * * *


It was the morning after the morning after.
This time, however, Jared was inside her kitchen and he was cooking her
breakfast…wearing only jeans. His bare feet peeked out from the frayed cuffs
and she couldn’t help but admire them. They looked somewhat incongruous on the
old tiled floor, but they were his and they were damn cute.


“What’cha looking at?”


She looked up to find him openly smirking
at her. “Your feet,” she replied.


“What’s wrong with them?”


Sara almost giggled when he stared down at
his toes and wiggled them. “They’re cute, that’s all.”


“I have cute feet?”


“Yup. To be fair, you have cute
everything.” Her tone was matter-of-fact as she rounded the table and grabbed
her usual chair. She sat down and smiled when he slid a red-peppers-and-ham
omelette onto her plate. “Thanks.”


“Cute everything. That’s nice. What you’re
really saying, though, is that I’m hot, right?”


This time she laughed out loud. “Yes,
Jared, you’re really hot. Now eat.”


“Yes ma’am. Just checking, you know. I
wouldn’t like you to feel short-changed or something.”


“I don’t think I’d ever feel like that
because of you.”


Her voice had been low, but he’d heard her.
Grabbing her hand, he squeezed her fingers and said, “Thank you. Sara, I—” The
doorbell rang, cutting him off.


She groaned, “What now?” and stood up.
Tugging her long t-shirt down and making sure it more or less covered her, she
opened her front door and froze. “Tom, hi.”


“Good morning, dear neighbor. I thought maybe you’d like a ride to church later. What do you
say?”


She thought of what everyone would say if
she turned up in Tom the farmer’s truck. He was a very nice man, but she’d been
trying to make him understand for months now that she wasn’t interested…and
never would be. “Hmm, that’s nice of you. Very, huh, neighborly, but I’m fine.”


She hadn’t planned on going to church
today. To be exact, she hadn’t been there in a year, not since God had failed
her and taken Mike away from her. She bit her lower lip at the thought and
forced a smile on her face. “Have a good Sunday, Tom.” She grabbed the door and
took a step back, but he didn’t take the hint.


Instead he moved forward, almost as if he
was going to kiss her.


“Eek,” she squealed.


A tanned arm shot from behind her and
tugged her against a hard chest. “Sorry, Tommy, but as you can see, we’re a bit
busy here.”


Sara watched the farmer’s eyes almost pop
out of their sockets at the sight of a half-naked Jared. “Oh, oh. I didn’t… I
never… I just thought, you know, she opened the door only wearing this and, you
know. Oh damn. I, huh, I should go.”


“Have a good day!” Jared called out over
her head and they both watched Tom hurry to his truck and peel out of her
driveway.


“That wasn’t very nice.” She turned around
and looked up.


His hands found her hips, anchoring her
into his embrace, almost as if he was afraid she was going to push him away. “I
wasn’t in the mood to play nice. He was going to plant one on you!”


“I… I guess so.”


“Has he been harassing you?”


“No.” She shook her head. “He’s just not
good at taking hints. He’s nice though.”


“How nice?” She rolled her eyes and neatly
side-stepped him. Hearing the door bang shut behind her, she walked back to the
kitchen and took her earlier seat. “You didn’t answer me,” he growled, his
palms finding her shoulders this time.


“Come on, Jared, you know me. Stop being
stupid.”


“I’m stupid?” He sat down opposite her,
pushing her plate closer to her. “Eat. You need sustainment.”


“I do?” She cocked an eyebrow at him.


“We used a lot of calories last night…and I
have big plans for today too.”


“Oh.” She swore her face turned bright red.
Even though they’d done incredible things over the past hours, even though he’d
seen her naked, had touched and caressed and licked every single inch of her
body, he still managed to make her blush. Damn, the man is good.


“Wanna know what those plans are?” he
teased, his gaze finding hers. Lust and something else were there, but before
she could discern what it was, her doorbell rang again.


Jared roared, “I’m going to fucking kill
him!”


She watched as he left the room, calling
out after him that he couldn’t open the door like this, that it was her house.
She arrived in the front hall just in time to hear the end of his tirade,
“Don’t you understand what being busy means? Do I need to make myself clearer?
We’re having sex here. Good sex! So take your fucking truck and never come
back.” A pause, then, “Mom?”


What? Sara
pushed past him and looked into her former mother-in-law’s widened eyes. Shit!


She watched as Shirley hooked her purse
higher on her shoulder and said, “I don’t drive a truck, dear. You should know
that, as you bought me my car.”


“Mom, shit. I mean, sorry. This wasn’t
meant for you. I thought you were Sara’s neighbor.”


“Which one?”


“Huh, Tommy Dean.”


“Oh. He’s been after Sara for months now.”


“Yes, she just told me that.”


“So I guess I should leave and come back
later.” Shirley’s gaze took in their half-undressed states. “I… I just wanted
to make sure you were doing all right, Sara. I mean, I knew how difficult this
weekend would be. For all of us.”


Oh no. Sara leaned forward and took the
older woman’s hands in hers. “Thank you. I… Do you want to come in?”


“I wouldn’t want to intrude.”


“It’s okay.”


“If you’re sure.” Shirley followed her
inside, but only after looking at her son and seeing him nod. They all walked
to the kitchen, the atmosphere completely different from what it had been only
minutes earlier.


 


Mike’s ghost was back. Jared could feel it,
almost as if his brother still lived in this house, still lived, for that
matter. He quickly excused himself and went to put a shirt on, avoiding his
reflection in the bedroom mirror. He didn’t want to look at himself. He didn’t
want to acknowledge what had happened, or rather, what could have happened.


Now that his mother was here, he would have
to leave. They’d want to talk about his brother and grieve together and he
wouldn’t be comfortable, so he’d leave. And the next time he and Sara would
meet up, she’d act as if nothing had happened. As if he hadn’t fucked her to
heaven and back, as if she hadn’t felt it, that spark between them that told
him there could be more.


There was more.


He wanted her, damn it. He wanted to wake
up beside her every morning. He wanted to come back from work in the evenings
and be greeted by her smiling face and welcoming arms.


He was in love with her and she didn’t even
know it.


Sighing, he rubbed his palm over his face
and forced his feet toward the kitchen. Before he could cross the threshold,
however, his mother’s voice stopped him.


“He’s been in love with you for months, you
know. I’ve seen it happen. He was watching you with different eyes, not like a
brother-in-law should.”


Sara spoke up. “He’s not my brother-in-law
anymore.”


“I know, darling.” His mom again. “I guess
that’s that then. I’m happy he’s finally told you his feelings. I know it won’t
be easy, that people won’t probably understand at first. But I’m very happy and
you should know that. I’ve always thought of you as the daughter I never had.”


Sniffles. Shit, who was crying? His mother?
Sara? Both? Fear crawled inside him at the thought.


“This… This isn’t what it looks like,
Shirley. We’ve just, hmm, spent time together. In bed, I mean. Jared doesn’t do
relationships, you know that.”


“He hasn’t before, true, but you’re
different. This is different.”


How could he not have seen that his mother
had noticed? What if other people had too? He’d thought he was clever, watching
Sara from the corner of his eye, admiring her curves from afar even if he was
salivating inside. He’d gone on with his life, going to clubs and partying like
usual.


Only one thing had differed; he hadn’t
brought anyone home ever since it’d hit him. From the day he’d realized he was
in love with his former sister-in-law, he hadn’t had sex with anyone else. No
one else could have compared anyway, so what was the point?


Sara’s voice rang sharp. “You’re mistaken.
I know Jared. He doesn’t do love. He just… He was doing me a favor.”


His eyebrows shot up. A favor? A fucking favor? Affronted, he stormed
into the room and was rewarded by two sets of eyes focusing on him, one
regretful, one hopeful. “Mom’s right,” he said without thinking.


Sara gasped, her hand trembling around the
handle of the coffee pot she was holding. “What?”


“I love you.” He closed his eyes for a
second. He hadn’t meant to tell her like this!


“What?” she repeated. She let go of the
pot, but miraculously, it didn’t shatter as it clanged onto the counter. Coffee
splashed everywhere but she didn’t move. No, instead she was staring at him as
if he’d grown a second head. “Jared?” Her voice was weak, disbelieving.


“I’ve been in love with you for months,
maybe even years. I didn’t want to acknowledge it, not when Mike was still with
us. But I always thought how lucky he was to have found you. You were perfect.
You still are.”


“I’m not perfect!” A reaction, but not the
one he’d expected.


“You are. You might not realize it, but you
are.”


“No!” She crossed her arms over her chest
and shook her head.


“Baby.” He took a step toward her and
breathed a sigh of relief when she didn’t pull back. “You’re the one for me. I
know it’ll come as a shock, but I love you. I… I was going to tell you, I
swear, but I wanted us to spend some time together first. Not as friends like
before, but as lovers, as…something more.”


“Oh.”


He watched as she began to chew on her
lower lip. “Do you want me to leave?” he finally asked, not sure of what to do
next. The ball was in her court, but she appeared too fazed, too distraught to
discuss this now.


“I’m going now,” his mom called out as she
moved toward the front door. “Call me whenever. I love you both very much. And
I’m proud of you, son.”


He felt tears prick his eyes and blinked,
forcing them away. It was amazing to have his mother’s acceptance. He’d thought
this part would be the hardest, that once he’d managed to convince Sara, he’d
have to convince everyone else. His family, hers, their friends, everyone in
town. But no, it appeared the hardest bit would be to convince the one he
wanted most. “Sara?”


“Yes?” She looked up, her eyes dark.


“Do you want me to leave?” he repeated.


 


He loved her. Jared loved her. The words
whirled inside her mind, echoing over and over again until she could hear
nothing else. And she had been worried he wouldn’t acknowledge they had sex
together! But no, apparently he’d wanted more from the start, had lied to her
because…because what?


She suddenly remembered their conversation
from only yesterday morning. She’d told him she didn’t want a relationship,
hadn’t she? No wonder he’d agreed. God, she was stupid sometimes. If what
Shirley had said was true, he’d been in love with her for months and she’d
never realized.


Sure, they’d spent a lot of time together,
catching movies, watching TV, having pizza night just because they had fun
together, and why not. She closed her eyes, recalling the numerous times she’d
caught him staring at her. Stupid, stupid Sara, she thought.


“I’ll go now then.”


Jared’s soft words cut through her rambling
thoughts and she opened her eyes again to see his back disappear toward the
front door. “Don’t!” she called out, but he didn’t stop. She skidded on bare
feet and nearly rammed into him in the hallway. He was standing there,
unmoving, as if he wasn’t sure what to do next. “Jared?” Her voice was soft,
hesitant.


“What do you want, Sara?” He didn’t turn
around, but she could see how his shoulders were hunched. He thought she didn’t
want him as more than a friend, it was clear to see.


But was that true? Could she imagine
herself with him? Living with him, loving him, being his girlfriend, then maybe
even his wife? She gulped. Images swamped her mind of what her life could be
with him. She’d always loved Jared, but she’d also never thought of him as
someone more than family.


Who am I kidding? She shook her head. He’d just spent the weekend giving her
pleasure. Of course she could imagine him as something more now. The only
question was, should she take the jump? She took a deep breath and blurted out,
“I don’t want you to leave.”


He turned to face her, his broad shoulders
blocking the light coming from the front door. His face in shadows, he asked,
“What do you want?”


Go for it! Go for it! Her mind chanted. “You.”


His palm cupped her cheek. “Are you sure?”


She nodded. “I… I want to give us a try.”


“And?”


Damn him for knowing her so well. “I’ve
always loved you, you know that.”


“But?”


“No buts, just…” She realized she was too
flustered when no other word came out.


“I’m not Mike.”


“I know.”


“I don’t want his memory to stand between
us. I want a fresh start. I want… I love you and I don’t want to hurt you.
Don’t tell me something you don’t mean, please, Sara.”


“I’m not lying to you. I do love you. It’s
just… It’s going to take a little while to get used to this.”


“So we’ll take it slow.”


She couldn’t help but laugh. “Says the man
who’s been moving my body in every position known to man for the past
twenty-four hours.”


He smirked and grabbed her hips, pulling
her close. “True, but now you know I want more than sex from you. I want it
all.”


“All?” she repeated as she leaned up on her
toes and brushed his mouth with hers.


“Everything. I want everything from you.
Your body, your mind, your heart. And once I’ve got them all, baby, I intend on
keeping them for a very long time.”


“Oh.”


His lips crushed hers, his tongue tangling
around hers a second later. She moaned into his kiss and looped her arms around
his neck, hanging on for dear life. She’d told herself days ago that whenever
she found someone else to share her life with, someone she could love as much
as Mike, she’d be okay. Never had she thought it would be his brother, however.
But now that she was faced with this new configuration, it made perfect sense.


This was Jared. This was the start of a new
life, for her, for them.


He pressed her against the wall, his body
crushing hers, her breasts flattened by his hard chest. She reveled in it, her
nipples budding beneath her thin cotton shirt. She hitched her thigh high on
his leg and grinned inwardly when she heard his answering growl.


Yes, this felt just right.






Chapter Three


 


It all went very quickly. One minute she
was still getting acquainted with Jared’s kisses, the next he’d moved in and
she had to get used to sleeping with someone else in the bed again. He hogged
the covers and snored, but he also loved it when she snuggled in close to him,
using him as her own personal heater.


He also woke up every morning with an erection,
his cock twitching against her ass as if it had a mind of its own. Half-awake,
her eyes still closed, Sara smiled. They’d somehow decided to sleep in the
nude, meaning she could feel every single inch of him plastered against her
back. His fingers chose that moment to squeeze her breast, making her wiggle.


“If you keep doing this, babe, it will be
over before it even starts,” Jared whispered huskily, the bristles covering his
face harsh against the sensitive skin of her nape.


“I’m not the one who woke up hard,” she
teased back, wiggling some more just because she could.


“Sara!” he growled.


She giggled and moved her hand back,
clasping his cock before he could tell her no. Pre-cum soon covered her fingers
as she jerked his length up and down, loving the groan that escaped him. “Like
that?”


“You know I do.” He nudged her face to the
side so he could kiss her, the position not too comfortable, but Sara wasn’t
about to complain. Not when he was already pushing her onto her back, her
fingers slipping off his cock as he slid down under the covers and pushed her
legs wider.


“Jared?” she called out. “Are you sure we
have time for this?” He mumbled something in response, obviously too busy to
care about how late it already was. “Hon, I have to get ready soon and don’t
you have that hike today? I thought you were supposed to leave at eight this
morning.”


He ignored her words and soon she forgot
all about the time, lured by his amazingly skilled tongue and the way it
flicked against her clit. He used the slow licks she preferred, the ones that
always brought her to a quick climax.


As soon as she came, he settled on top of
her and gave her a wicked grin. She hooked her arms around his neck and pulled
his head down for a kiss, moaning inside his mouth when he thrust into her a
moment later.


Maybe he’d realized he was going to be late
or maybe he was losing control, but he fucked her fast and furious, completely
opposite from how they’d made sweet love the night before. Watching his face
redden, his corded biceps, the pulse beating a wild tattoo in his neck, it just
spurred her on.


She loved it so much she simply hung on for
the ride and focused on the way he felt inside her, so hard and so damn rough.
“Ohhh,” she moaned as another orgasm neared. “Yes, yes, yes. Keep going!”


He swore under his breath, his eyes dark as
he stared down at her. “Hold on to me,” he finally said as he let himself fall
on her, no longer holding himself up.


He felt heavy like this, but as soon as she
straightened her legs, the sensations intensified. Oh yes! She squeezed
her inner walls around his cock and heard him grunt in reaction. She didn’t let
go, however, not until she started coming and him too. He pulsed inside her,
come soon dribbling onto the sheet beneath her.


I should move off the wet spot, she thought tiredly as he pressed a kiss on her forehead and slid
off her. The sound of the shower spray was the next thing she heard, but it
still took her a few minutes to remember she was supposed to move.


Sitting up against the headboard, she stared
at the bedroom she loved. There were dirty khaki clothes on every piece of
furniture, reminding her she still had laundry to do. She sighed and scrunched
up her nose. She hadn’t missed this particular chore…


“Awake now?”


Sara looked up to find a naked Jared on the
threshold. He was rubbing a pale blue towel over his hair, looking so damn
gorgeous she forgot to breathe for a second. His job as a hiking guide kept him
fit, fitter than most men. Okay, so probably fitter than ninety percent of the
men in their little town, and that included all the high school students. She
couldn’t quite believe he was hers…


“Yes,” she belatedly replied. “I should get
into the shower now that you’re out.” She slid off the bed. He slapped the
towel against her ass as she padded past him. Her head whipped around. “Hey!”


He smirked. “What can I say? It was right
there.”


She rolled her eyes, but a faint smile
still curved her lips as she stepped into the bathroom. She looked at the
fogged-up mirror and sighed. Guess she wouldn’t be able to put makeup on this
morning. She couldn’t see anything, so it was a moot point. Just as she was
closing the shower curtain, a hand grabbed for it and pulled it open.


“Babe, I’m off now. I started the coffee,
but I’ll grab breakfast on the way ’cause I’m late. Remember, I won’t be back
before tomorrow evening, probably late, yeah?”


“I remember.”


“I’m gonna miss you,” he added as he bent
down and grabbed her ass in both hands. He pulled her to him and kissed her
squeal away, his tongue tangling around hers for a very hot minute. When he
stepped back, they were both panting heavily and his khaki pants were tenting.
“Damn, I want you again.”


Her turn to smirk. “Too bad you’re late and
you have to go.”


“That’s not very nice.”


“Not nice? You really don’t want to know
what I’m going to do with this shower jet when you’re away then.”


His eyes flashed. “Tell me.”


Sara shook her head. “Nope. You’re late
already, remember?”


He made a rude sound. “You’re gonna pay for
this, you know?”


She laughed. “Oh but I can’t wait.”


A wide smile on his face, Jared kissed her
one last time. “I’m going to spend the next thirty-six hours thinking about
what to do to you on my return. Thanks.”


“You’re welcome!” she chirped back. “Gonna
be hard walking with an erection, so my commiserations.”


“Sara!”


She was still giggling when he left the
bathroom, her good mood so infectious she spent the whole day smiling at the
world. Every patient who came into the doctor’s office commented on her
happiness. Even Dr. Wilson, her boss, said she looked better than she had in
months. He was right too. She felt like a new woman.


It lasted until she stopped at her mother’s
house that evening, knowing she had to do the right thing and spend some time
with her, especially as she’d spent the past weeks with Jared, forgetting about
the rest of the world. Something that wasn’t to everyone’s liking, as it soon
appeared.


 


“You finally remembered you have a mother,
I see.”


Sara forced herself not to sigh out loud.
“Good evening, Mother. How are you today?”


“I’m fine, no thanks to you.”


Closing the front door behind her, Sara
told herself she wouldn’t stay longer than an hour. She might go crazy
otherwise. Maybe afterward she’d visit Shirley, just to spend some time with
someone who actually thought she deserved to be happy.


Turning around, she followed her mother to
the kitchen and watched her turn the tea kettle on. How many times would she
have to tell her she didn’t drink tea? Seriously, how difficult was it to
remember that your only daughter drank coffee?


When the cup was placed in front of her,
Sara pushed it aside and waited for her mother to start talking. She had
something on her mind. It was easy to guess with the way she was constantly
frowning, deep lines marring her forehead.


Pale brown eyes met hers. “Have you really
thought this through?”


“What are you talking about?” Sara
countered, even though she had an inkling what this was about.


“Jared. He’s your brother-in-law, Sara. And
yet I heard that he’s now living with you. You didn’t think it important enough
to tell me, so I’m guessing it’s only temporary, but people are talking, dear.”


“We’re in love.” Sara winced when she
realized what she’d just blurted out. Crap! “He’s moved in with me until
we find a house we both like.”


“In love? What are you talking about? You
can’t be in love with someone from your own family!”


“We’re not blood-related, Mom, you know
that. He’s Mike’s brother. Was, I mean.”


“Exactly! You were married to his older
brother!”


“I know that.”


“So why are you doing this?”


“I love him. He’s been… He’s been an
important part of my life ever since Mike’s…death. Feelings grew. It happens.”


“But…but… Sara, don’t you see what people
are going to say?”


She shrugged. “I don’t really care. I’m
happy and that’s what counts.”


“Really? You don’t care? I might be old,
but I’m still your mother. Even as a kid, you hated being the center of attention. I know you, Sara.”


She thumbed her wedding ring and made it
turn around her finger, something she hadn’t done in days. It was a compulsive
gesture, something she only did when she was upset. She should have known
coming here wasn’t a good idea. “It won’t last. You know them. They’ll gossip
for a week or two, and then something else will catch their interest and they
won’t give a damn anymore.”


“Language!” her mother snapped, as if she
was still ten. “I don’t understand you, Sara. How can you possibly think
someone like Jared Dayton will marry you? You know his reputation!”


“He’s changed.”


“Has he really? Because the last time I saw
him he was so drunk he couldn’t even speak.”


Sara recalled that day. It had been hours
after Mike’s funeral and she’d been barely hanging on, wanting only to go home
and hide under the covers. Jared had been drinking steadily, his own way of
lessening the pain, she knew. He should have done it elsewhere. He shouldn’t
have brought alcohol to his parents’ house and gotten drunk in his brother’s
former bedroom.


Everyone had forgiven him because he’d been
hurting, but clearly her mother hadn’t. “You know why he was drunk that day. Hell,
I’d have been too if I liked alcohol.”


“Sara!”


“It’s true.” It really was.


“Still, don’t you see how different you two
are? I could understand your being with Mike. After all, you had the same
goals, you liked the same things. You even dressed the same.” Sara grimaced. Great.
That’s all she needed to know on such a brilliant evening.


Her mother continued, “But Jared is young.
He’s used to getting his own way because he’s always been the baby. Look at the
women he’s been with over the past years. Not one of them looks a tiny bit like
you, dear. I love you, Sara, but you have to admit you’ve let yourself go over
the past year. What used to be extra curves are now extra fat.”


A sharp pain echoed inside her chest.
“Thanks, Mom.”


Her mother waved a hand in the air as if
the insult wasn’t important. “You know what I’m trying to say. Jared Dayton
only wants to please himself. He’s not ready for a relationship.”


“He’s only a year younger than me.”


“He’s a man. They mature slower, you know.
Do you even like some of the same things? Your father and I shared so many
activities, dear. I’m confident that is why we had such a great marriage.”


Maybe her mother had a point, Sara mused.
It was true her parents had been in love for as long as she could remember,
until he’d passed away several years ago from a surprise heart attack. She
missed him too. He’d always been able to counteract her mother’s oftentimes
sharp words. She’d been a daddy’s girl through and through. “I understand where
you’re coming from, Mom, but I’m still going to give this a go.”


“You’re going to get your heart broken,
Sara. This past year has been difficult enough without you getting hurt again.”


“I won’t.”


“I’m not that positive, dear. Mike’s a
difficult man to follow. Add sibling rivalry and… I’m very worried about this,
you know.”


“I know.” She grabbed her mother’s hand and
squeezed it. “It’ll be fine though, you’ll see.”


* * * * *


Sara had really believed what she’d told
her mother, but their conversation still echoed in her mind hours later as she
lay in her cold and empty bed. She missed Jared so much she ached. Tonight of
all nights, she really needed the warmth of his embrace, the strength of his
words as he murmured how much he loved her.


What hurt the most though was that she knew
her mother was right in a way. It was so similar to what she’d been thinking
herself, she couldn’t help but wonder whether she shouldn’t have been a bit
more circumspect. Maybe they shouldn’t have moved in together so fast. Maybe
they should have taken this slow as they’d said they would.


Everything had happened quickly, and truth
be told, she hadn’t wanted to tell him no. She always felt amazing when he was
close, almost as if he was her own brand of Valium. Grabbing his pillow, she
inhaled the scent still clinging to it and wondered what to do.


Her mother had made a valid point; she
didn’t look like any of Jared’s previous conquests. Hell, she didn’t like any
of the things he did, from the music he listened to to the fitness regimen he
was a fan of. He was a hiking guide and she didn’t even like walking, for
pity’s sake!


She’d never been on a hike with him, never
really had wanted to. She would have to change this attitude, she decided. In
order for this relationship to work, she was going to have to make some changes,
starting with the way she looked.


Maybe she could go to the hairdresser’s and
get the blonde highlights she’d always wanted? Okay, so maybe a trendy cut at
Pat’s Salon was asking a bit much, but she could definitely start there. And
maybe she could also start walking. That didn’t cost anything and there were
lovely paths around the farmhouse she could try.


Yes, she thought, as her eyes closed. She
could make this work. She loved him, after all, and he deserved everything she
had. Even if it meant reinventing herself. After all, she’d been the one
yearning for a new life.






Chapter Four


 


Jared fought the urge to grab his two
friends and hit one with the other. They were chuckling into their beers as if
what they’d said was the funniest thing ever and yet all he wanted to do was
smash his fist into their faces. “Assholes,” he finally grunted, making them
laugh even harder.


He suddenly wondered why he’d even come
here. Sure it was tradition that when they finished a hike, once they were sure
all the clients were happy, if not downright tired, they stumbled into Brett’s
and had a couple drafts. He used to love this tradition. Hell, even just a few
weeks ago, he’d have been happy kicking it back with his friends and watching
the world go by.


Tonight, though, he’d much rather be home
with Sara. He wondered what she’d be wearing when he got there. Would she have
slipped into something seductive for his return? Or would she be naked, wet and
ready in bed? His cock twitched inside his pants, reminding him how horny he’d
been for the past two days. God, he had it bad.


Which was exactly why the two dumbasses
were making fun of him.


Sammy elbowed Chris and nodded toward him.
“Look at that. He’s mooning over her again.”


Chris started laughing, the sound so loud
everyone turned to look at him. He didn’t stop, however, and it almost looked
like he couldn’t. How odd. “You okay, man?”


The younger man shook his head and muttered
between gasping breaths, “Mooning. Cow! Mooning cow. Ha ha haaaaa!”


The man had lost it for sure. Jared looked
at Sammy and froze. He’d been planning on making fun of his still laughing
friend, but something in the other man’s eyes stopped him. He replayed what
Chris had said and suddenly it all became clear. “You fuckers!” He pushed his
chair back and stood up, towering over them with his hands clenched into fists.
Now he really wanted to hurt them. Really, really wanted to.


Sammy must have seen the intent on his
face, because he jumped up too and put his hands in the air. “Hold on, Jar. It
was just a joke! You know us, right?”


“I thought I did,” he snapped back. “And
yet you called my woman a cow! Who the fuck do you think you are?” He pushed
him, making the other man take a step back. “I should teach you a lesson in
fucking politeness.”


“Come on, man. You know what she looks
like. She’s not your usual type, that’s all.”


“So fucking what? I love her, goddamn it!”


“Oh. Right.” Sammy looked at their friend,
who’d finally stopped laughing. “Let’s go, Chris.”


Jared watched his two former friends hurry
out of the bar and raked an agitated hand through his hair. What the fuck had
just happened? They’d insulted his girlfriend as if it was normal, as if he
should have expected it, and why? Because she was rounder than his previous
conquests? What the hell? Couldn’t they see how different this was? Shit, if
they were really his friends, they’d be happy for him.


So angry he was seeing red, he slapped a
couple of bills on the table and left. He needed Sara. Now.


 


It took Jared a little while to realize
something was off. Sara had greeted him just as he’d imagined, naked and in
bed. The lights were off, but she’d scattered a few candles around the bedroom,
the ambiance romantic. He could barely see her, however, when he took his
clothes off and slid underneath the covers.


He reached for her, his lips finding hers
almost straight away, her soft moan echoing deep within his chest. I’m home,
he thought, relaxing for the first time in hours.


Her small palms glided over his back and up
into his too-long hair, her nails dragging across the sensitive skin of his
nape. It brought goosebumps to his skin and he attacked her lower lip, biting
it until she tugged his head back.


“Jared… God, I missed you.” She leaned up
and kissed him some more, wrapping her arms and legs around him, clinging to
him until her body was pressed so tightly against him he could feel how ready
she was.


Before he could push her on her back so he
could pay homage to her lovely tits, she forced him to lie down. And then she
climbed on top of him. He groaned.


She smiled. “My turn!”


“I’m ready to explode, babe.”


“That’s really too bad, but don’t worry.
You can explode right in my mouth and I’ll drink it all up.”


He groaned again, clasping his hands around
the back of her head as she slid down his body, paying attention to every inch
of skin she could find. She licked and sucked his nipples, turning them into
hard points.


He tried to stay still as she moved farther
down, following his happy trail to his cock, already pointing upward. He was
hard and so fucking ready he could probably shoot his load right there and
then. But no, he had to control himself. He wanted to feel her tongue on his
balls, feel her lips stretch around his dick. “Fuck!”


She took him in her mouth then, farther
than she’d ever taken him, even that first night together. She choked and
pulled back, but was already sucking him back the next second. She’s really
going all out, he thought, feeling faint. Shit, he had to hold on! It was a
good thing he could barely see her, otherwise just the sight of her naked body
would have him overheating.


He couldn’t wait to get his hands on her.
He was going to pinch her nipples into submission. He would push her on her
hands and knees too and take her like that, his hand on her pussy as he rammed
in and out of her. Oh yeah…


“Sara!” he called out as he felt himself
start to lose it. Come spurted deep inside her mouth, but she did as promised.
She drank him dry, even going as far as licking his balls after she pulled his
cock out of her mouth.


He could barely talk when she plopped down
beside him and snuggled against his side. He automatically looped his arm
around her shoulders and tried to focus once more. He’d had a plan, after all. Shit,
what is it again?


“Welcome back,” she murmured.


He couldn’t help but smile. “God, I love
you.”


“Love you too.” She kissed his biceps
softly. “Missed you.”


“Tell me about it,” he said as he moved to
his side. “I couldn’t wait to be back. Right here.” He slid his hand up her
stomach, frowning when he felt her suck it in. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing,” she quickly answered. “How was
the hike?”


“Fine. How was work?”


“Fine.”


Silence ensued, the atmosphere suddenly a
lot different. He blinked in the darkness and wondered what was going on, why
things felt almost…weird. “I like the candles, baby, but I missed watching
you,” he finally said, resting his face on her small tits. “Especially these.”
He circled one areola with a fingertip, so close he could hear her heartbeat
accelerate.


“Really?” she whispered above him.


“I love watching you. I spent all last
night torturing myself with images of you in the shower. I imagined you getting
yourself off, and boy, was it hot.”


She stilled under him for a second. “You
want to watch me masturbate?”


His dick twitched as if it was getting
ready for a second round. Already? “Oh yeah. Nothing’s sexier than watching a
woman come. And watching you make yourself come… Baby, I think I’d die happy
after that.”


She shook her head as if she thought he was
nuts. So he was utterly shocked when she added, “Fine, but only if I can watch
you do it too.”


Seriously?
His cock nearly fully hard, he looked up. “Is that a deal?”


He couldn’t see her eyes, but he did notice
her bite her lower lip. The gesture made him yearn to be the one doing that to
her. He was pushing up on his hands when she answered, “Deal.”


He groaned and took her mouth for another
kiss.


 


Maybe she’d been wrong, Sara mused as she
watched Jared slip out of bed. He was a dark figure until he reached the switch
and bright lights appeared overhead. She hid her face behind her crossed arms
and groaned, “Jared!”


“Come on, babe. We need light, you know
that.”


“Not that bright, surely?”


“Oh yes. I want to see every little
detail.” She brought her arms down and saw him smirking at her. She shook her
head, which only seemed to amuse him. He crossed the room to blow the candles
out and was soon back on the bed with her.


“What now?” she asked as he lay down,
holding himself up on one elbow, his eyes on her.


“Now you get yourself off, honey, and I’ll
stay here and watch it all.”


“Right.” She gulped.


“Scared?”


“No.” He arched an eyebrow. “Fine, okay, so
maybe a little.”


“It’s just me, baby.” He reached for her
and clasped her hand. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. You
know that, right?”


“Yes. Sure.” She did know that. But she’d
also told herself, promised herself, she’d reinvent herself so she fit his
ideal better. She might as well start now, right? “Okay. I can do this,” she
said, more to herself than anything else.


Taking a deep breath, she leaned back down and
closed her eyes. She imagined their last time together, how amazing he’d made
her feel, how aroused she’d been when he’d slid into her. He was so good for
her ego too, she thought. He always made sure to comment on her body, but only
positively, praising her breasts, her hair, anything and everything really. She
did love him so much.


Thinking about Jared and nearly forgetting
he was in the room with her, Sara brought her hands to her breasts and tweaked
her nipples. She pinched them too, not letting go until the pressure became too
much.


Moaning a little under her breath, she kept
one hand on her breasts and slid the other down. She widened her legs and
nearly opened her eyes when she heard his approving groan. Remembering where
he’d been lying, she realized he now had a perfect view of her pussy.


The idea aroused her so much she was
already wet when her fingers slipped between her thighs. It felt weird to be
touching herself when she hadn’t had to masturbate in weeks. They’d had so much
sex since their first weekend together that she’d been too well-loved to even
play with herself. Considering she’d been doing it nearly once a day over the
past six months, that was saying something.


When she’d told Jared she’d been watching
movies and buying toys, it was for a good reason. She’d been so horny, one
touch of his fingers in that parking lot had made her come. She should have
felt bad about that, but really, she’d been relieved.


She slid her finger along an inner lip,
barely brushing her clit before pushing it up to the first knuckle inside her.
It felt so small in comparison to his cock! She slowly took it out and used the
juices she’d gathered to coat her hard nub, the muscles in her thighs
tightening in reaction.


“That’s so fucking hot, baby. I can’t wait
to get my hands on you,” Jared murmured, his voice gravelly with need.


Sara opened her eyes then and focused on
him. He was still lying on his side, but now he was holding his cock with his
other hand, his thumb slowly circling the seeping head. Oh yum!


She pressed her feet flat on the mattress
and raised her hips, giving him an even better view as her left hand slid from
her breast, tracing her side and hip all the way down to her pussy…and her ass.
She let one fingertip tickle her rose, the crinkled skin feeling somewhat
strange under her touch. Her insides clenched in reaction, however, and she
knew she was getting close. “Jared?”


“Yes, honey?”


“Can I come?”


He stilled. “Are you asking for my
permission?” His cock twitched in his hand and she knew he loved that idea.
Pleased with herself, she nodded. “Fuck yeah. Make yourself come. I want you to
scream my name when you come all over your fingers.”


She applied more pressure against her clit,
the circles she’d been drawing all over her pussy suddenly more concentrated, a
lot more forceful too. “Ooh!”


The bed dipped near her feet and she looked
up just in time to see him move closer to her. He held himself up on his spread
hands so his face was hovering right over her knees. “Put three fingers in your
pussy. Do it!”


She’d never heard him speak like this
before. There was something in the tone of his voice that sent shivers down her
spine. She did as ordered, pushing three fingers inside her at the same time.
It still wasn’t the same as with his cock, but it felt good anyway.


“How does it feel?” Jared asked.


“Hot. Wet.”


“Fuck. Squeeze them tight, as if it was me
fucking you.”


“Oh!”


“What is it?”


“I… I’m… Ahhhh!” Her head snapped back, her
orgasm surprising her with its intensity. Usually when she masturbated, she came
every time, but they were smallish orgasms. They felt good, but she forgot
about them straight away. This one, though, was all-encompassing.


She closed her eyes and fell back against
the pillows. Her fingers slipped out of her and were immediately clasped in a
hard grip. She jerked, but only had the strength to watch as Jared brought her
hand to his lips and licked it clean of her juices. He hummed happily as he
sucked her fingers into his mouth, her pussy clenching again in reaction.
“God.”


“You taste so good,” he mumbled against her
skin.


She was smiling when she pushed herself up
on her elbows. “Is it my turn to watch now?”


He shook his head no. “Not tonight, honey.
I need to fuck you now.” True to his word, he grabbed her shoulders and pulled
her up, forcing her to turn around so she was on her hands and knees.
“Perfect,” he said as he patted her ass. “Grab the headboard, Sara. I think
this is going to be rough.”


Rough? “But
I thought it—” He thrust into her so hard she nearly fell face first into the
pillows. Clasping the wooden headboard with both hands, she arched her back and
focused on the feel of him so hard inside her. “Jared?”


“I’m sorry, baby. I’ll make it up to you
later, but watching you touch yourself was just fucking unbelievable. I need to
do this, okay?”


“Okay,” she replied, realizing she’d made
him lose control.


She was grinning by the time her second
orgasm hit, so close after the first one it brought aftershocks that lasted a
good minute. Her body was still jerking when Jared let out a roar and dug his
fingers into her soft hips. It hurt and yet she knew he wasn’t aware of what he
was doing. When he leaned down, his body covering hers, and bit the spot where
her shoulder met her neck, she gasped in shock, but he was already coming.


“I’m sorry,” he mumbled minutes later,
dropping a soft kiss on the bruise now decorating her pale skin. “I don’t know
what came over me.”


Sara assured him it was fine, that he’d
just lost control. Secretly though, she loved it. He’d marked her, and it might
not have been very feminist of her, but she relished the hickey for what it
was.


Lust. Love. And everything in between.






Chapter Five


 


Sara had decided to up her new walking
regime. The more she thought about what her mother had said, the more she
realized she was right. She’d let herself go over the past year. A bit of
comfort-eating here and there, together with the sheer unwillingness to cook
for only herself. After all, what was the point? It’d been so much easier
buying pre-packaged food and eating it in front of the TV.


Now it was a pleasure to feed Jared though.
She grinned as she watched him get seconds from the homemade lasagna she’d
cooked earlier. He burned so many calories every day, he seemed perpetually
hungry. She wished she was the same, but she still had no idea why he loved
hiking so much. Even with her iPod blaring in her ears, she struggled every
morning to get out of the house and start walking. It was just so damn…boring.


Sure, she was outside and there was nature
everywhere. Singing birds. Falling leaves. Glistening rocks. Whoopi doo!
She rolled her eyes at her own thoughts. She sounded like a bad infomercial.


She’d been valiantly trying to walk at
least a mile a day. It didn’t compare to what Jared did, but it was better than
nothing. She just ached everywhere now, and oh my God, she was getting really
tired of the constant pain.


Every time she moved, even if it was just
to sit down at her desk, her muscles twinged. Between her stumbling hikes and
Jared’s lovemaking, her body was starting to make her feel as if she was far
older than her thirty-six years.


Mind you, she secretly loved how he still
acted as if they were rabbits, cornering her in every room of the house
whenever he felt like it…and he felt like it very often. Smiling at the thought,
she pushed her chair back and stood up, gathering the dirty dishes before
putting them in the dishwasher.


“Let me.” Jared pushed her to the side and
pointed to the door. “Why don’t you go relax? You look tired.”


She left the room, frowning as his words
echoed inside her mind. She looked that bad? Damn it! Can’t I get a
break here? Plopping down on the sofa, she grabbed the remote and turned
the TV on. She began flicking through channels, too wired to find anything that
suited her.


She only realized she was tapping her knee
with her fingers when Jared sat down beside her and stilled her hand. “You’re
jittery tonight. Something wrong at work?”


She sighed. “No, just…stress, I guess.”


“Want me to give you a massage?”


She looked up at him. “Would you? Really?”
Mike had hated giving her massages, claiming it bored him to tears. She didn’t
have enough money to go to the spa, nor did she really want to get naked in
front of someone else, so that meant she hadn’t had one in, well, years. A
decade even, maybe.


“Sure. Lie down on your stomach.”


He took the remote from her and chose a
station that played video hits from the nineties. She was humming under her
breath as she switched positions, resting her forehead on her crossed arms.


He tsked. “Take your shirt off. Your bra
too.”


Sara twisted around, the better to stare at
him. “What?”


“You heard me, honey. I can’t give you a
massage with your clothes on. Come on.”


He’d seen her naked so many times it
shouldn’t bother her any longer, and yet weirdly, tonight it did. She slipped
her top over her head and turned around, giving him a view of her back as she
unsnapped her bra. She dropped the clothes on the coffee table and moved into
her earlier position, her breasts squashed underneath her.


She wiggled a little, trying to be
comfortable. Her hair fell over her face and she blew out a breath, dislodging
a strand that was tickling her nose.


“Let me help,” Jared murmured behind her as
he brushed her hair off her shoulders, baring her skin to his warm hands.
“Better?” His voice sounded much closer than before. She guessed he’d knelt
down on the floor beside the sofa.


She nodded and closed her eyes, forcing her
mind to empty as he started smoothing his palms up and down her back. She
twitched a bit when he grazed her sides, the skin sensitive there, ticklish
too. He chuckled and moved his hands back up to her nape.


Fingers began kneading right where it hurt,
the pressure so perfect she nearly swooned. God, he was good at this. “That
feels great,” she commented, arching her back.


“Your skin is so smooth,” he replied, never
stopping his caresses.


By the time his lips joined in, she was
floating. Now she understood why people paid so much to have massages at spas.
This felt like heaven. Her head felt heavy and she knew she was only moments
away from falling into a deep, dreamless sleep.


She ought to turn around and offer to
reciprocate, and yet she didn’t seem to be able to move. She let out a soft
sigh and didn’t comment when his hands drifted down her sides, barely touching
her breasts before sliding back up.


The next thing she knew she was being moved
off the couch. Mumbling, she clung to the arm hooked around her waist. “What?”


“You’re half-asleep, baby. Let’s get you to
bed before you end up sleeping on the sofa.”


“Oh.” Her eyes still closed, she let Jared
lead her to the bedroom, barely registering when she was finally lying down.


“Better?” he asked. She was pretty sure she
nodded in response, but she was already moving to her side, her left hand
sliding under her pillow. She exhaled and snuggled under the covers, waiting to
feel the bed dip announcing he was joining her.


Nothing happened.


Adrenaline spiked, waking her enough to
open her eyes. Where was he? Wasn’t he going to bed with her? Was he mad she’d
fallen asleep on him when he’d been giving her a massage, probably expecting
something more would follow? Anxiety rose inside her. She turned around and
pushed the duvet down so she could see.


Jared was standing half bent over with one
hand against the wall, the other around his cock. Sara stilled at the
unexpected sight. He was jerking off! But why?


Oh. She
scrunched up her nose. He’d been aroused and probably hadn’t wanted to wake her
up to take care of the problem. That was very nice of him… Not as nice as
watching his fingers squeeze his cock, however. His movements were rough, the
muscles in his forearm tensing as if he was giving it all he had.


She slid in the bed, wanting to get as
close as possible to the action. She must have been too noisy, because his head
jerked around a second later.


His gaze met hers. “Sara?” He stopped
moving, seemingly frozen into place.


Suddenly wide awake, Sara smiled. “Come
closer. I wanna see.”


He blinked. Licked his lips. “What?”


“It’s my turn to watch you, right?”


“Ri-right.” He moved away from the wall and
faced her, but he still didn’t step closer.


“You should have woken me up,” she
commented, wanting to urge him to her, but unsure of his reaction.


“You looked so tired, honey.”


“But you’re…aroused.”


“I always am around you,” he replied with a
smile. “And touching you got to me, what can I say?”


“Come closer,” she repeated. God, she
wanted to take him into her mouth, she thought as she eyed his cock. He looked
so ready with that drop of pre-cum on its crest. “Can I have a taste?”


He groaned. “Sara! And no, you’re supposed
to watch, not give me head.”


“That’s not fair! You sucked my fingers
right after I came last time.”


“You’re impossible. Here,” he grunted,
stretching his right hand so it was right in front of her face.


She pushed herself up on one elbow and
clasped his fingers, bringing them closer to her mouth. Her tongue peeked out
for a quick lick. He tasted of male skin and salty come. Yum. She opened her
lips wide and sucked in one, then two fingers.


He stayed immobile for a moment, his eyes
hot on her, then his left hand rose and wrapped around his cock. He thrust his
fingers in her mouth in the same rhythm that he jerked himself off. It was so
decadent she could feel herself lose control, her pussy creaming inside the
shorts she was still wearing, her breasts budding in the cool night air.


It got even worse when he started talking,
his voice low and husky, “You want my cock, don’t you?” She moaned her assent
around his fingers. “But you won’t get it. Not now. You want to watch how I
make myself come, right?” She nodded. “You know how many times I’ve done this
over the past months? Every time I spent an evening with you, I came home and
jerked off. I wanted to fuck you so damn badly.”


Her eyes widened at his admission. Wow.
Wanting to reply, she pulled back to let his fingers slip out of her mouth. He
would have none of it. He let go of his cock and forced her closer instead.
“Grab your tits. I want to see you play with them. When they’re all red and
achy, I’m going to spurt all over them. You’ll be covered in my come.”


It was as if he’d been transformed. Her
lover had suddenly morphed into one of those porn actors she used to watch when
she was on her own. It was crazy, and yet she didn’t want it to end. She bit on
one fingertip, earning herself a growl. Then she realized she still hadn’t
obeyed him and slid her hands up her torso. She cupped her own breasts, almost
as if she was offering them up to his inspection.


“Nice. Pinch your nipples. I want them to
be red and hard. Like berries.”


She did as ordered. Her pussy clenched
around an imaginary cock as pain hit her breasts. She only stopped squeezing
her own nipples when it got too much.


“Look at them now. You really like it
rough, don’t you, Sara? You’ve got a naughty side no one knows about but me,
and I love that.”


She nodded, biting on another one of his
fingers. He growled.


“Are you getting wet? You are, aren’t you?
I’m nearly there, baby. Touch yourself for me. Slip your fingers between your
thighs and make yourself come.” He pulled his fingers from her mouth. “Scream
with me, Sara.”


“God,” she moaned. She pushed her shorts
down her thighs. They bunched awkwardly, but she left them like that, already
sliding her right hand past the brown curls hiding her pussy. She was drenched,
her clit already hard and achy even on the first touch.


“Yes, just like that,” Jared murmured, his
eyes never leaving her. “You’re so fucking hot, baby. You’re perfect in every
way, you know that?”


That made her frown. “I’m not perfect.”


“Yes, you are. You’re perfect for me,” he
countered, his face nearly a grimace as he rubbed his cock like a piston. Up
and down his hand went, his fingers squeezed as tight as they could go.


He was so damn nice, she thought as she
touched herself and watched him do the same. She loved him so much it felt as
if her heart would burst any moment now. Instead her orgasm hit, bringing a
startled cry out of her.


He saw the juices coating her fingers and
swore out loud. Seconds later he was coming and she looked on as he aimed his
cock toward her. Semen hit her chest in cloudy white spurts. It slid down her
body, coating her, marking her.


She really was his.


Inside and out.


* * * * *


I should do it now, Sara thought as she snuggled against Jared, his shoulder rock-hard
under her cheek. They’d spent a perfect day, from their breakfast in bed to the
rom-com they were now watching, cuddled together under a soft fleece blanket.


Easy familiarity had permeated every
moment, reminding her of all those times they’d laughed together over the past
months, when he’d been her brother-in-law and had tried his very best to get
her to live again after Mike’s death.


And now here they were, in the same room,
doing the same things…but this time, she could feel his body close to hers, the
scent of his shower gel clinging to his skin. She forced herself not to rub her
nose into the curve of his neck, knowing it’d look weird, and yet he smelled so
good. She could just eat him up.


She looked back at the TV screen, only to
be stopped by a hand under her chin. “You’re thinking again.”


“That’s what human beings do,” she replied
with a smile.


“Very funny,” Jared chided gently. He
traced her lips with his thumb. “What were you thinking of?”


“You. Us.”


“And?”


“And…” She dug her elbow into his side,
trying to gain purchase so she could sit upright.


“Ouch!” Jared made a grimace.


She rolled her eyes. “Big baby.”


“Hey, I’m an athlete! Look at these,” he
added, curling a biceps and making his muscles stand out.


She chuckled. “Yeah, yeah, you strong
he-man.”


“Yeah, baby, that’s me.” He looped his arm
around her shoulders and pulled her back toward him. “So you were saying?”


“Oh.” She blinked. Here we go… This was the
moment she’d been dreading for the past year, but she knew it was time. She
could feel it deep inside her chest.


“Are you all right? Sara?”


She ignored the tinge of worry in his voice
and looked down at her hands in her lap. “Yes. Sure.” She took a deep breath.


“Okay, what’s wrong?” Once again, he forced
her head up.


“Nothing’s wrong,” she replied. “Really.
I…I just wanted to do this.” Their gazes locked, she slid her wedding ring from
her left hand and dropped it into his open palm.


“Sara?” He looked completely astonished.
His eyes kept going from her face to the ring in his hand, back and forth, back
and forth until she realized his arm was shaking.


“I just…” She licked her lips. “I just
thought it was time, you know?”


“Are you sure about this? I mean, you’d
know better than me, but… Honey, this is huge. I don’t want you to feel
pressured or anything. I don’t—”


“It was my decision, Jared. It’s been more
than a year and…it’s just time, okay?”


“Okay.” He exhaled, loudly, and repeated,
“Okay.” Two seconds later his lips were on hers.


The kiss was soft as a feather, their
mouths barely touching, and yet she felt it deep inside her. She loved him so
much. Of course, she’d loved him for years, but this was more. This felt
completely different, as if she was hanging from a cliff and the only way to
save herself was to count on him, to grasp his hand and hold on. She shivered and
drew back a little, gasping when she spotted the emotions clearly displayed on
his face.


She felt a smile blossom on her face. “Okay
then.”


Jared started laughing. He wrapped his arms
around her and hid his face in the crook of her neck, the bristles covering his
cheeks abrading her sensitive skin. She wiggled a little, then settled into his
embrace.


Closing her eyes, she felt tears threaten
and hoped he wouldn’t notice. She had the right to be emotional though, right?
She’d taken her wedding band off, something she’d refused to do for so long,
people had even stopped asking her about it. But I did it.


Jared tightened his hold on her, squeezing
her until it nearly hurt. She didn’t complain however. She was exactly where
she wanted to be.


* * * * *


“Are you sure, dear?”


Sara looked up from her computer screen the
next day and smiled at old Mrs Willowsby. “Am I sure about what?”


“About your new man. Mike was the good one
of the family, you know.”


She blinked. “Excuse me?”


“I know how much you loved your husband. He
really was a great catch and perfect for you, but his brother, dear… He’s not
cut out of the same cloth.”


“What?” She couldn’t think of anything else
to say. She was that shocked.


“Mike was the nicest man in town. He had
such perfect manners, even as a child. His brother, however, he’s been spoiled
too much. He makes a decent living, but there isn’t much upstairs, if you get
my meaning.”


“He’s not stupid!”


“No, of course not. I never said that. He’s
just not really clever, not like your husband, dear.”


“My husband’s dead!”


“Shh, shh, I know, sweetheart. And we miss
him every day, just like you do.” The elderly woman patted her hand and left
the doctor’s office, leaving Sara completely rankled.


What the hell had that been? Oh, she’d
known Mike had been loved in town. He’d owned the only insurance agency in the
county, turning it into a successful venture, mostly thanks to his charm.
People saw him and thought, what a gentleman. He had the gab of a salesman and
the smooth manners that went with it. Only she had known that he also had a
hidden side, one he never showed outsiders.


He was all smiles and sunshine with people,
but was often depressed when he was home. She’d had to fake her happiness for
so long she’d even started to believe it. He’d needed her so much, she’d become
this fantasy Sara, the one who was always cheerful, the one who didn’t complain
about anything just in case it sent her husband spiraling into an even darker
mood. She’d loved him so much, and yet not having to lie all the time had felt
good. Easier.


She froze, her hands suddenly immobile on
her keyboard. Had she just thought her husband’s death was a good thing? Oh
God! She was a despicable person! And just hours after she’d taken his ring
off too…


She bit her inside lip and felt tears
threaten. What was wrong with her? Was Mrs Willowsby right? Maybe being with
Jared was a bad idea. She’d been married for ten years. Mike’s memory should be
more important than that, and yet what was she doing? Spending her time having
sex with his younger brother as if she had every right to. “I suck,” she
murmured under her breath. She really did.


Which was why an hour later, as soon as it
was time to go home, Sara went to the cemetery instead. The tears were already
dripping down her face as she climbed out of her car. She stumbled on the
gravel path, the black court shoes she wore to work pinching her toes.


She’d forgotten her coat in her haste and
the wind whipped at her thin white blouse, goosebumps appearing across her
skin. She rubbed her forearms and strode forward, her attention only on the
second grave on the right after the fir tree. Just a few more yards and she’d
be there. She rounded the corner and stopped abruptly, a gasp lodging in her
throat.


She could see Mike’s grave from here, but
someone was kneeling in front of it. She knew Shirley came often, but it wasn’t
her softly whispering, a hand on the smooth gray marble as if he needed
anchoring. No, it was Jared.


His face was drawn, not unlike her own as
she remembered it from her last bathroom stop before she’d left the office. He
was talking to his brother, she realized as she stepped forward, walking on the
wet grass so he couldn’t hear her. She shouldn’t be eavesdropping, but she
couldn’t help herself…


“I love her, Mike. I know I shouldn’t, that
she was yours first, but I can’t stop. I always had a crush on her, you know
that. And now that you’re gone, we spent so much time together and…I guess
feelings grew. She’s a very special lady, but I’m sure you know that already.
She tells me she loves me, but…I don’t know. She was so in love with you. She
really took your death hard. She was crying all the time and it damn near broke
my heart. I know she always thought of me as a little brother, as a friend
even, but a lover? It’s too good to be true.”


He snorted. “Whatever my friends think.” He
bent his head and added, “I’m not good enough for her. I’m not you. I’ll never
be you.”


Her heart squeezed painfully inside her
chest. Jared… “I don’t want you to be like Mike.”


He whirled around so fast he nearly fell on
his butt. He reached back and managed to hold himself up against the marble.
“Sara? What are you doing here?”


“I…” She blinked, suddenly realizing she
couldn’t tell him what had been going through her head. She was so ashamed of
her inner thoughts there was no way she could tell anyone.


“You were crying?” he asked suddenly,
pushing up on his knees until he was once more towering over her. “What’s
wrong, baby? Did something happen?”


She shook her head. “No. Yes. I mean, no.
It’s just… I was thinking about Mike and decided to come here.” She wiped her
cheeks.


“Oh. I see.” He took a step back. “I had
the same idea.”


“I saw. I…heard.” She winced when she saw
him stare at her. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help but overhear you talk to him. And
you’re wrong, you know. I don’t expect you to be like your brother.”


He brushed a hand over his face and sighed.
“I know what people in town are saying. Mike was… He had it all. He had his
whole life figured out by the time he was twenty!”


“You have a life too. You have a family who
loves you, a job you’re good at, friends. What more do you need?”


“You.” The word rang between them, stilling
the world for a second.


Sara grabbed his hands and pulled him
close. Her eyes steady on him, she finally replied, “You’ve got me.”


He seemed to hesitate for a moment or two,
but soon his arms were around her and he was hugging her tight. “I do. I do,”
she heard him murmur against her hair.


They stood there for long minutes, the cold
air whipping around them. It didn’t matter however. They had each other to keep
warm…






Chapter Six


 


“Baby, are you sure you want to do this?”
Jared watched his girlfriend stare up at the mountain path they were going to
take in a few minutes. “We can do something else, you know.”


She shook her head. “I’ll be fine,” she
replied, but he wasn’t sure if she was trying to convince him or herself.


“You don’t have to come with me, Sara,” he
tried again. This time she turned and glared at him. “Right.” He winced. “Let’s
go then. Do you have your pack?” She nodded. “Good. What time is it?” He
checked his watch. “It’s just past ten. It shouldn’t take us longer than an
hour and a half, maybe two if we dawdle. We can go have brunch somewhere in
town afterward, what do you think?”


“Sounds good.” She moved to his side as he
started walking.


He wasn’t too sure what had made her decide
to join him on his practice hike, but she’d insisted she wanted to come. He’d
tried to dissuade her. After all, he knew damn well she hated walking. How many
times in the past had she told him she didn’t understand why he loved hiking so
much?


She wasn’t an outdoorsy kind of person and
he was fine with that. She didn’t like the things he did, but so what? That
didn’t mean they weren’t perfectly happy together. Couples didn’t have to do
everything together, right?


As the thoughts circled inside his head, he
wondered for a second if maybe she had heard what his friends had said in the
bar the other evening. Maybe one of the other patrons had repeated Chris’
hurtful words. Their town was so small everyone knew each other and it was
entirely possible. Shit, could that be it?


“Babe?” he heard himself say. She looked
up. Crap! He had no idea what he’d been about to ask her! “Huh, are you okay?”


She blinked. “Sure. We only just started.”


“No, no, that’s not what I meant.”


“What did you mean then?”


He squeezed her fingers. “I meant in
general. Are you happy?”


She was frowning by the time he finished
talking. “Sure. Aren’t you?”


Argh! “God,
are you kidding? Of course I’m happy. I’ve got you, haven’t I?” He grinned down
at her.


Her face cleared. “Love you.”


“Love you too.”


An hour later, however, love wasn’t in the
air as they climbed the steepest hill of their hike. Jared had moved behind her
in case she fell, and as he watched her take step after step, he couldn’t help
but admire her curves.


Her hips rolled from left to right. Her ass
jiggled with her every movement. The muscles in her calves, uncovered by the
Bermuda shorts she wore, were taut.


She was sweating too, something he probably
shouldn’t find so damn appealing, but it reminded him of the way she looked
after a particularly energetic bout of sex. Yes, just like now. Her face red,
tendrils of hair frizzing everywhere, her mouth open as she panted. His shorts
starting to feel a lot less baggy, he took an extra-long step and rested his
hand on her lower back.


She started and looked at him over her
shoulder. “What are you doing?”


“Giving you a helping hand.” He winked.


“I’m fine.”


“Baby, let me, okay?”


“I’m slowing you down. I know I am. You
should just go ahead and—”


He grabbed her hand and tugged. She
squealed and slumped against him, but he didn’t give her time to start telling
him off. Instead he slipped his palm up her back and caught her ponytail,
pulling her to him so he could kiss her hard.


She moaned something against his lips, her
hands coming up to rest on his chest. They stood like this, kissing as if they
had all the time in the world…and they did.


When he drew back and brushed his thumb
against her slightly puffy lower lip, he knew he was smiling like a lunatic.
She was the only person who’d ever made him feel that way. As if nothing else
was important. As if he could take on the world and be victorious only because
she was by his side.


He was in love and it was an exhilarating
feeling. And because euphoria was bubbling inside him, he decided to question
her right there and then and not back at home like he’d planned to do. “Why are
you doing this, Sara?”


She frowned. “You’re the one who kissed me,
you know.”


He cupped her cheek with one hand. “No, not
that, even though it was a very nice kiss.” He smiled softly. “Why are you
acting like this? I know you hate walking. I’ve known you for years, remember?”


He watched as she bit the inside of her
mouth. “Maybe I just wanted to see why you like it so much.”


Jared thought about that for a second.
“That makes sense. I know you’re lying though. Why are you here? Why do you go
walking all the time? Did you really think I wouldn’t notice?” She took a step
back, but he was holding her and wasn’t letting go. “Answer me, baby.”


“It’s nothing, okay?” She grabbed his
biceps, trying to push him away from her.


“I’m not moving until you answer me, Sara.
I love you, you know that, right? I love you just the way you are. I don’t care
that you don’t like hiking. Really, I don’t.”


“But it’s your job! It’s what you do!”


“So what? Does that mean you expect me to
learn all that insurance lingo you use every day at the office? Or that I
should start reading all those romances you like? That I can’t have sugar in my
coffee ever again because that’s the way you drink it?”


“Don’t be stupid. I never said that.” She
crossed her arms and glared up at him. Again.


“What happened, baby? Did someone tell you
something?” He was fishing, he knew that, but if she’d heard what his friends
had said, he was going to find them and pummel them. No regrets, no excuses. He
was going to hurt them for the way they hurt his girl. His voice a lot harsher,
he repeated, “What did you hear?”


“It’s nothing.” She shrugged it off. “It
was just my mother. You know her.”


“What did she say?”


“The usual. That we would never suit
because we’re so different. That you’d never settle down. That you’re too
young.”


“I’m only a year younger than you.”


“I know. I told her that too.”


“And we’re not that different. We like the
same movies. We like the same pizza toppings. We like the same things in bed.”
He smirked, tugging her closer to him. Relieved when she snuggled into his
embrace, he whispered against her hair, “Don’t listen to people, honey. They
don’t know anything about us.”


“She’s my mom, Jared.”


“And I’m your boyfriend.”


That made her smile. “True.”


“Promise me you won’t do anything you don’t
want to again, okay? And tell me next time.”


“Okay,” she agreed before taking a step
back.


“Not so fast.” He clasped her hand in his.
“You still haven’t told me why you go on daily hikes.”


Her gaze shifted to a spot in the distance,
as if she was afraid to look at him. “It’s nothing.”


“Sara.”


She sighed. “I thought it would help. With
my figure, you know.”


“What?” He froze. “Why?”


“I…I let myself go over the past year. My
mother was right. You see, I’m pear-shaped. My top half’s okay, but I have big
hips and a big butt too. I don’t look too good right now, but I’m sure I can do
much better!” Her voice rose on the final words.


He was shaking his head even before she was
finished. “Who the hell told you that? I like you just the way you are. Hell, I
love your ass! I can’t think of anything else when we’re apart, baby. I don’t
want you to change for me. Seriously, if you don’t like walking, then stop,
hon.”


“But—”


“But nothing. I never asked you to change,
Sara.”


She blinked. “That’s…true.” Her eyebrows
snapped together as if she was mulling this over.


“I love you, baby.” He drew her closer,
hoping their proximity would remind her how good it was between them. “I don’t
want you to change. Hell, if you want to do this for yourself, I’d understand.
I would miss your ass, I’ve gotta admit, but I’d live with it. If you’re hiking
only because you think it’ll please me, then stop. Just stop.” He took a deep
breath and added, “I thought you liked your curves.”


“I do. I did.” She bit her lower lip.
“You’re right. I was stupid.”


He pressed a soft kiss on her forehead.
“Not stupid, just misguided.”


She snorted. “You’re being nice here, Dayton.”


“I’m always nice,” he replied. “Except when
I’m naughty.”


This time she laughed out loud, making him
feel as if he’d won the Grand Prix. It was his turn to smile when she said,
“Let’s go. I want to take a warm bath as soon as we get home. I’m sweaty
everywhere.”


“I know.” He wiggled his eyebrows.


Her laugh echoed all around them as they
turned back to the path and started climbing once more, hand in hand. They were
happy and that was all that mattered. Whatever everyone else thought, they had
each other…and wasn’t that the most important thing in the world?








About the Author


 


Emma Hillman never plans her stories. She just lets the
characters have fun and hopes the ending will make sense. It usually does.


Besides being a multi-published author of erotic romances,
she works full-time and lives in Paris with a (nice) husband, a (cute) little
girl, and two sweet but (very) loud pets. She also reads far too much, as the
postman (and her banker) could attest, but shhhh.


For more information on her current and future releases, you
can visit her blog at http://emmahillmanbooks.blogspot.com
or chat with her on Twitter (@droptheglasses). She’d love to hear from you!


 


 


Emma welcomes comments from readers. You can find her email
address on her author
bio page at www.ellorascave.com.


 


 


 


Tell Us What You Think


We appreciate hearing reader opinions about our books. You
can email us at Comments@EllorasCave.com.









Also by Emma Hillman


 


Finally
His


 









 


Discover for yourself why readers can’t get enough of the
multiple award-winning publisher Ellora’s Cave. Whether you prefer ebooks or
paperbacks, be sure to visit EC on the web at www.ellorascave.com for an erotic
reading experience that will leave you breathless.


 


www.ellorascave.com


image001.jpg





image002.jpg
ELL@AVE
> <4

Wncx e





cover.jpeg
ELLoras Cave Modernes 74






