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      My job had taken me into the city.

      I’d taken myself into a bar afterward.

      I’d only gone there for a drink, but then I saw her, sitting on that stage, singing her heart out, her words sad and sorrowful, her voice beautiful and calling to me.

      I wanted to know more about her right then and there.

      And after that night, I took her back to my hotel. We’d both become lost in pleasure, and then she left, no goodbye, no last name or phone number given to me so I could find her again.

      Now, three months later, after trying to figure out where she was, all but being a stalker, I was still nowhere close to finding out who Adele was. But that would change, because I was headed back to the city for work. My plan was simple.

      Scour the city, go to every bar, and find her—because leaving without making her mine was not an option.
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      I remembered the taste of her lips, the smell of her skin. The memory of how she felt under me, her voice coming from her parted lips as she moaned in pleasure, was a constant loop in my mind.

      A year later and I still couldn’t stop thinking about Adele.

      And that’s all I knew of her.

      Her first name.

      Who occasionally sang sad songs at Roscoe’s Bar on 59th in Downtown Brownstone.

      She had this beautiful sorrow to her that broke my heart and had me falling for her all in the same breath.

      Every night I went to bed, she was the last thing on my mind as I grabbed my cock and stroked myself, as I thought about all the times I wanted to find her, to demand she was mine.

      And every time I woke up, she was the first thing I thought about, pictured. This was far beyond infatuation, obsession.

      I’d come to the realization that I’d fallen in love with Adele that night I met her. It was instant and consuming from the moment I saw her in that crowded bar, sitting on that little bar stool onstage as she sang her heart out.

      I talked her into having a drink with me. And as we sat across from each other, it was like we were the only two people there, as if a hundred bodies didn’t surround us.

      I’d known what she meant to me from that very first moment I saw her, from the very second I had her back to my hotel room. I knew it without a doubt as I slowly took her clothes off, stripped her for me. I’d looked into her deep brown eyes, and seen my whole life right before me.

      She just didn’t know any of that.

      And I hadn’t been able to tell her, because she left in the morning before I’d even gotten up. I wondered if she’d been nothing more than this fantastical dream, if she’d even been real. Maybe I just fantasized about the woman of my dreams?

      And I sure as hell tried to find her, had gone back to that bar, pleaded, was desperate as fuck for a morsel of information on her. And I’d come up against a wall, rock solid, unmoving.

      To this day, I still didn’t know any more about her than I had that night. No amount of searching, calling bars to see if anyone by her name was singing, got me any closer to her.

      God, who was she? Where was she?

      Before her, there hadn’t been any female companionship in my life for a fucking year, not an inkling or feeling or emotion to be with anyone. I was content focusing on work. My arousal was left to me jerking off at night as I stared at my ceiling. It got the job done, but it was one hell of an empty orgasm.

      God, I wanted Adele. She was the only female—ever—to make me feel anything.

      The sound of hammers and saws, of men shouting right outside the work trailer, couldn’t drown out my thoughts, even though I desperately wanted them to. Adele had been a constantly on my mind since the first time I saw her. I felt like I was losing my damn mind.

      But I was being sent back to the city for work in the next couple days, a short forty-five-minute drive. And although I loathed work travel, even a short one like this, I was practically salivating to go on this particular trip.

      I’d taken off a week after my business was done in the city, because I was going to find her. I didn’t care if I had to turn over every damn bar in the city. I’d find Adele.

      I’d make her mine.
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      I leaned against the counter, my hand braced under my chin as I listened to the woman onstage singing the blues. Her voice was slightly husky, this deep tone that went straight into your body and tugged at your heart. I was drowning in her notes, in the way the emotion was laced in the words that spilled fluidly from her lips.

      “Yo, Adele.”

      I blinked a few times and looked over at Bishop, Lyrics bartender and the owner of this establishment. Maybe people thought it was weird the owner tended the bar, but Bishop was a hands-on guy when it came to this place, and I had a feeling that’s why it was as successful as it was.

      “Here is table six’s order.” He gave me a wink and set the last drink he’d just made on my tray.

      I looked down at the drink order.

      Two Bloody Mary’s, a Long Island iced tea, and a whiskey sour. This order was going to the table off to the side, a bachelorette party, where the girls were already good and drunk, a little too loud, and clearly not in the right establishment. The way they were dressed, the way they were drinking was more fit for a club, not a smoky, darkened bar in the basement of an older building almost on the outskirts of the city.

      I’d been working at Lyrics, a small jazz bar, for the past year. Of course, my passion wasn’t serving people drinks, but I loved the atmosphere and the people who worked here. I was a singer at heart, so I was right in my element, and well, I lived in a city that was expensive as hell, and I had to pay my bills.

      So waitressing was what I did to make rent.

      But this was my scene, my people, and being able to work at Lyrics made my heart sing.

      So when I wasn’t working at the bar, I did open mic at some of the other local establishments. I loved Lyrics but had never felt comfortable singing here during their open stage nights. But that would change come Sunday, when I signed up for their open mic night. In this city, everyone and their mom were talented singers. I was just another person who sat up on those stages and told a story in melody. I didn’t see myself as anything special, anything different.

      But then I’d seen him three months ago. I don’t know what it was about Oliver, but the way he talked about my singing, the genuine awe that came from him made me feel like I wasn’t just another body who hoped to make their break.

      I took the tray and gave the girls their drinks. They were good and buzzed, so when I set down their order, they were overly excited, ecstatic that I just saved the night for them.

      I made my rounds, checking on my tables, refilling orders, and all the while I kept glancing at the stage, at the next singer belting out a slow, desperate song about love and loss.

      He played an acoustic guitar, his longer hair tied up in a messy man bun, his beard thick. His mouth was close to the microphone, his eyes closed. His jeans were faded and worn, his boots old and scuffed. He wore a distressed leather jacket, a dingy-looking white shirt underneath. He had that “starving artist” appearance going for him, but I knew Broderick was anything but starving.

      Being a trust fund baby, Broderick broke the family mold of his CEO father and supermodel mother. He made his own way, worked as a barista—much to his parents’ disapproval—and in his spare time, he sang at Lyrics. He was a regular, a favorite among patrons and the staff.

      He gave me hope that no matter your upbringing, the life you might have been meant to lead, if you had a passion, you went for it.

      And that’s why I found myself doing open mic, why I didn’t give up on my dream and desire. I didn’t want to be some big rock star. I didn’t want to be a celebrity.

      I just wanted to sing and make people feel from it.

      “I’m heading out,” I said to Bishop as I set my tray on the bar. “Cheryl is taking over.” Bishop nodded and gave me another smile before serving the next customer who stepped up to the bar.

      “Have a good night, Adele.”

      I smiled at him and took off my apron before stashing it under the bar top and grabbing my purse.

      I headed out of Lyrics, the city bustling. It was ten at night, late for other parts of the country, but for the city, it was just waking up. I ended up securing a small ten-minute spot at Tate’s Boon, a new bar that just opened a couple months ago.

      To say I was terrified of sitting onstage with a full house was the understatement of the century. This would be the biggest crowd I’d ever sung for.

      I didn’t bother heading home to change. I didn’t have time anyway. The bar was a good fifteen-minute walk, and I was due onstage in thirty minutes. I wanted time to stay calm, to just… breathe.

      Fifteen minutes later I found myself approaching the bar. There was a line outside, wrapping around the side of the building, and a bouncer standing in front of the door, letting in a couple people at a time. The bar was always packed on the weekends, and not just because it was a brand-new establishment, but because they had some incredible shows every weekend.

      They hosted no-name artists, local bands, and I even heard they had one or two singers who actually made it big.

      After getting the all-clear from the bouncer, allowed entrance, and told where to go, and after weaving my way through the already congested crowd, I found where I was supposed to be backstage.

      The nerves started really climbing then, but I found a semi-quiet corner, leaned against the wall, closed my eyes, and tried to breathe. And the first thing, the first person I thought about was Oliver. Instantly I felt calm, relaxed. I pictured him, the smile he’d give me that night, the way he made me feel. I felt the stress leave, and when I opened my eyes, I knew I had this. I could do this.

      I regretted leaving him sleeping in that massive hotel room bed those three months ago. I hated I let my fear take control, my anxiety claiming me over the strong emotions I felt so profoundly for a virtual stranger. I knew I fucked up as I walked out the door. But what I felt for him was so foreign. I’d never felt that way about anyone before in my life.

      Did I believe in love at first sight? I never had… not until I’d seen, spoken to, been with Oliver.

      And that scared the ever-loving shit out of me.

      I’d be lying if I said every time I went onstage, no matter what bar, what venue, I always hoped I’d see him out in the crowd, that he’d find me, that we’d find each other again.

      I hoped like hell that would be my reality.

      It was wishful thinking though. The city was huge, and when I’d been with him, he’d taken me back to a hotel room, leading me to believe he wasn’t a city resident, probably just passing through. Our paths would probably never cross again. And I couldn’t even explain how that made me feel, the sheer desperation I felt that I would never see him again.

      Before I knew it, they were calling me up onstage. I exhaled slowly and headed out of the back room. I’d done this many times, sung my heart out, but never had I felt so nervous before. I knew it was because I’d be performing a song I’d written myself. One about the night with Oliver, the passion and emotions, the connection and yearning.

      Of course, nobody knew that but me. No one would ever know that. It was the only song I’d ever written, inspiration striking me after my night with him. He was my muse, I’d come to realize, as the words spilled from me after being with him.

      I stepped onto the stage and kept my focus on the floor, not wanting to see how full the club was, not wanting to let my nerves take over even more. But when I sat on the bench behind the piano, when I ran my fingers over the ivory, I did look up then. The lights were aimed at me, thankfully blinding me to the point I really couldn’t make out exactly how many people were here tonight. Was Oliver out there? Was he watching me, waiting until I was done to talk to me, to reconnect?

      Or maybe my hopeful fantasies were just that… in my head. Maybe what I felt had only been one-sided. Maybe he’d seen me as a one-night stand and nothing more.

      I closed my eyes and pushed those thoughts out of my head. They’d been a constant for three months. And now wasn’t the time or place for them.

      I focused on the here and now, smoothed my fingers along the piano keys, and played my heart out. I hoped wherever Oliver was, he could hear my bleeding heart and know I wished we were still tangled in the sheets together.
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      I finished up my work in the city and had the rest of the week to do what I desperately wanted to do.

      And that was to find Adele.

      I’d gotten to the conclusion that, come hell or high water, I’d find her during this week. There was no other option.

      I left my things in the hotel room that would be home for the next seven days and immediately started my search. It was Saturday night, and I’d already been to three clubs so far. None of them had brought me any closer to her.

      I was at the fourth establishment, my ass on a bar stool as I nursed a beer. I pulled up my phone and looked at the list I’d jotted down of bars and clubs in the city. First, I was staying within a ten-mile radius of where I’d first seen her. I’d go to every bar, every club in that area. I didn’t know if I’d find out anything about her, but I had nothing else to lose at this point.

      After that, I’d extend my search, asking local businesses and not just keeping to the nightlife establishments. I was fucking desperate.

      I brought my bottle up and finished off the now lukewarm beer.

      “Another one?” the bartender asked as he dried his hands on a rag and promptly tossed it over his shoulder so the material hung there, ready to be used again.

      I shook my head and pulled out my wallet from my back pocket, fishing out a five and setting it on the counter. “I’m good, man. Thanks.” He nodded and took the five. “Keep the change.” He gave me a grateful smile and tipped his head in my direction.

      “Good luck with your search. I hope you find who you’re looking for.”

      “Thanks, man,” I said and got off the stool, weaving my way past people and exiting the bar.

      The next stop was a little hole-in-the-wall club that was more of a punk rock establishment than a place I’d see Adele at. But I was covering all ground.

      Although we’d only shared that one night, I felt like I knew her pretty damn well. I felt like our souls connected. Hell, I never believed in soul mates or fate or anything like that… not until Adele.

      And once she’d come into my life, there was nothing else that mattered. Adele was it. My beginning, my end… my everything.

      I knew her voice, her energy. I learned what her favorite drink was, where she’d always wanted to go on vacation. Norway, of all places, to head up north and stay in one of those little igloos where you could see the Northern Lights. I told myself once I found her, once she was mine, I’d make her dream our reality.

      I took a moment and just closed my eyes, feeling the breeze along my skin, smelling the city scents surrounding me. Car exhaust, cooking hot dogs from street-corner vendors, roasted chestnuts, the various aromas from the restaurants.

      I opened my eyes, bright lights, flashing neon signs all surrounding me. They were all part of what made up the city. I wasn’t a fool; I knew my fantasy of finding Adele might not come to fruition, that I may never find her again. It was like a needle in a haystack. I wasn’t insane or naive. But I knew I had to do everything in my power to find her. Because if I didn’t try my hardest, it was a disservice to us, to what we could have.

      Sure, she may not have felt an inkling of what I had those three months ago. She may not have felt that connection, two souls becoming one. She may not have experienced any of that, so when—if—I did find her, it might be a dead end anyway.

      Or maybe she felt all of it with so much bone-deep passion, just like I had, that it had stolen her breath.

      And that’s what I had to find out.

      So I continued my search, going from bar to bar, club to club. I only had her first name to go off of, but so far nobody knew of an Adele. They looked at me like I was crazy, obsessed, a stalker. I didn’t care. Maybe I was all those things; maybe I was more.

      My night ended with me sitting at the bar of this little jazz club. The interior was small and intimate, smoky with low lighting and a relaxed atmosphere. I stuck to water, even a cup of coffee by this point. Because drinking a beer at every bar I came to was starting to make things a little less focused. I finished off the water and turned to look at the stage. No one was up there at the moment, the lights low on the podium, jukebox music still filtering around the room.

      “Anything else I can help you with?”

      I looked over at the bartender, then glanced up at the clock that hung on the wall. It was nearing two in the morning, closing time, last call. I shook my head and reached for my wallet. I’d only gotten a water and a cup of coffee, only a couple bucks’ worth, but I gave him a five and told him to keep the change, like I’d done at every bar so far.

      “Thanks. Have a great night,” the bartender said and went to turn away.

      “Hey, man, you don’t happen to know anyone, a singer, whose first name is Adele, do ya?” He turned to face me. “I don’t know her last name. I met her three months back at a bar. She was singing onstage. I’ve been trying to find her ever since.”

      I saw the realization on his face before he quickly masked it. He narrowed his eyes slightly, and I could almost feel what he was thinking.

      Who is the fucking guy asking about Adele?

      For the first time since I’d been searching for her, I felt like there was hope, light at the end of the tunnel. But I kept it hidden, didn’t want to seem anxious, eager.

      I straightened and leaned forward. “You do know who she is?” I was sure there were a hundred different Adeles in the city, but how many were there that sang, that went to these bars? Because his expression told me he knew… he knew who she was.

      “Who are you?” he asked, and I heard the skepticism in his voice. “Why are you looking for someone who you don’t even know their last name?”

      I sure as fuck wasn’t going to talk about how intimately I knew Adele. That was no one’s business but my own. But before I could answer, he shrugged and was talking again.

      “Sorry, man. Can’t help you.” And before I could press him, he turned and left me sitting there feeling like I’d just been fed the most important morsel I ever had in my life.

      I got up and started heading out of the bar, feeling like a million fucking bucks in that moment. I’d come back tomorrow, hit the bartender up again for information. Hell, maybe there’d be someone new and they’d be more forthcoming with the information. I couldn’t blame him for not sharing. He was protecting her. I appreciated that. But what he didn’t know was that I was in love with her. I wasn’t some predator, and I sure as fuck would never hurt her. I wanted to protect her too, with my life. I wanted to make her mine.

      I’d just have to show him that, prove it. Maybe then he’d tell me more about her. Damn, maybe he’d contact her and let her know I was looking for her. Maybe she’d come to me.

      I was about to walk out the front door when I looked to my right and saw a large bulletin board with a bunch of pictures tacked up on corkboard. Something made me stop, step closer to it. The pictures showed various people up onstage, singers and entertainers who had presumably played at this bar. I let my gaze move across each one, and when I stopped on one in particular, I felt my heart still in my chest, felt my belly tighten, my hands involuntarily curling into tight fists at my sides.

      There she was, looking back at the camera, smiling, her beauty so fucking awe-inspiring I couldn’t breathe for a second. Her long black hair was pulled half-up, her braids hanging over her shoulders. She was surrounded by four other people, all of them standing on the podium just across from where I stood. The light was shining on her, illuminating her perfect skin, making her seem to glow.

      God, she was so fucking gorgeous.

      She was smiling, her straight, white teeth flashing, her lips red and plump. Everyone in the photos all wore identical uniforms. T-shirts that stated a lone word across the chest.

      Lyrics. The bar I was currently in.

      Her obvious place of employment.

      I actually lifted my hand and placed it over my chest, felt my heart start to beat again, increase in speed. I’d found her. I looked over at the bartender, could see he was watching me with skepticism on his face. Oh, he’d tell her I was here. I had no doubt about that. I was hoping he would. Because every night, I was coming back.

      I’d see her, and she’d see me, and I had no doubt in my mind that connection would be too strong for us to ignore.
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      Yesterday had been my day off, and I’d done absolutely nothing. I shut off my phone, slept in, stayed in my pajamas, and tried like hell not to think about the one person who consumed my thoughts on a continuous basis.

      Oliver.

      I stretched in bed, then rolled over and pulled the phone charger out of the end of my cell before bringing it up and turning it on. I really didn’t disconnect from the world like this often, but with constantly working, doing singing gigs in my free time, and the thoughts running through my mind of all the what-ifs and the “why didn’t I do this or that,” I was exhausted. So I totally just wanted to unwind, unplug, and recharge.

      And I felt incredible right now.

      I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and sat up, resting my back against the headboard of the bed, and stared at the screen of my cell as it lit up and finally turned on. I set the cell on my lap and reached out to grab a hair tie from my bedside table drawer, pulled up my braids so they were out of my face, and wrapped the tie around the thick strands. As soon as my phone was on, I heard the continuous dings of missed calls and text messages.

      One was from my mother, but the rest were all from Bishop. Although I was friends with him, we didn’t normally talk outside of work. Maybe they were short-staffed and he wanted me to come in?

      All his calls and texts were from last night, late, so if that was what he wanted, it was too late now.

      I opened up his messages and started reading.

      Bishop: Adele, some guy is here asking about you. Only knows your first name. Seems sketchy as hell to me.

      Bishop: Yo, where are you?

      Bishop: Why aren’t you answering?

      Bishop: Told him I didn’t know anyone named Adele, but I could tell from his expression he knew I was full of shit.

      Bishop: Dammit, Adele, where the fuck are you?

      My heart was beating overtime as I continued reading.

      Bishop: He saw the staff picture on the corkboard before he left. I could tell he recognized you right off the bat. I’m gonna kick his fucking ass if he shows back up here again.

      This kind of protectiveness wasn’t unusual for Bishop. He was very protective of all the girls at the club. It was his establishment, and he treated all of us like family. It also wasn’t unheard of for him to kick some drunken idiot out who was disrespecting one of the employees. And it certainly wasn’t foreign for him to beat up some asshole who put their hands on us.

      Oh my God.

      My heart was beating double-time at this point, and I hoped—prayed—that Bishop was talking about Oliver. It had to be, right? Bishop hadn’t said what the guy looked like or what his name was, but who else could it be?

      No one else would be looking for me. No one else would be asking for me by my first name, right? It’s not like I used my name when I sang. I used the pseudonym Addie, more for my privacy, and even more because I wanted to be someone else when I was up on those stages. But I’d given Oliver my real name.

      Bishop most likely thought it was some kind of creepy stalker, maybe someone who’d seen me singing at one of the bars. Hell, maybe it was. I didn’t know. I just hoped it wasn’t. I hoped it was Oliver.

      But the latter seemed far less likely. I wanted to think that Oliver was so enamored with me, the same way I was with him, that he was actually searching for me in this big-ass city.

      I brought up Bishop’s contact information and hit dial, putting the phone to my ear and listening to it ring. It was early, and he’d no doubt be asleep because he’d closed the bar.

      My heart was still racing, my hands shaking a little bit, because adrenaline was rushing through my veins. A second later, I heard his groggy voice answer on the other end.

      “Hello?”

      I could tell by his lack of interest that he probably didn’t know who was on the other end. I assumed if he knew it was me, he’d be a little bit more animated, given all his texting and calling yesterday.

      “Bishop, it’s me, Adele.”

      I heard him clear his throat and then some shuffling, as if he were moving around.

      “Adele, what the hell? I was trying to get ahold of you all damn night.”

      It was my turn to clear my throat. “Yeah, sorry about that. I disconnected, shut my phone off, and was holed up in my apartment.”

      “What time is it?”

      His voice was still groggy, and I pulled the phone away to look down at the time on the cell screen. “Early,” I said after I had the phone pressed back to my ear. “Just after eight. Sorry to call, but after your texts and calls, well…” I shifted on the bed, my heart still racing.

      “Damn, Adele, that dude from last night—”

      “Yeah, I don’t know what that was about.” I can only hope I know what it’s about. “Wh—what did he look like, Bishop?”

      “Shit, Adele, I don’t know. I wasn’t measuring him for a suit.”

      I chuckled, and in return he did the same.

      “He had short dark hair. Couldn’t see his eye color good enough, but blue maybe? It was dark in the club. Looked like he hadn’t shaved in a few days. But I guess other than that, he was pretty well clean-cut. Had nice clothes on.”

      God, I felt like I was going to faint despite sitting down. “Did he say his name?” I held my breath as I waited for Bishop’s answer.

      “Didn’t ask, and he didn’t offer that information up. I didn’t tell him I knew you, but I could see by his expression he knew I was lying.” There was a moment of silence. “You know him? Because if not, shit, Adele, I’ll kick his ass if he thinks about showing up again.”

      I didn’t know what to say, but I wouldn’t lie. “I hope it’s who I think it is. His name is Oliver.” Saying his name out loud to another person was weird. But it also felt strongly right.

      I didn’t elaborate on who Oliver was to me, and Bishop didn’t ask.

      “So he’s no danger to you then? If it’s this guy you’re hoping it is?”

      My body got hot and tingly as I thought about Oliver, as I remembered how the only thing dangerous about him was all the filthy things he’d done to me in that hotel room.

      God, I had to get off the phone with Bishop if I was thinking about this stuff about Oliver.

      “No, he’s not a danger. If it’s him.” And after I hung up with Bishop, all I could think about, hope for, was that when I went to Lyrics tonight, when I got on that stage for the very first time and looked out into the audience, Oliver would be there watching me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Oliver

        Sunday night

      

      

      If that bartender didn’t think I was coming back the next night to see if Adele was here, he’d soon find out the lengths I’d go to find her. But I also had to be careful. The way he looked at me last night told me he could easily kick my ass, because he deemed me a threat to her. I could respect that, even appreciate it. He was looking out for my girl because I wasn’t there to do it myself.

      And yes, Adele was my girl.

      But I was here now, and I didn’t need anyone taking care of her but me.

      Hell, I was losing my fucking mind. I had seen a picture of her on a corkboard, didn’t even know if she still worked here. Yet I was acting like she was already mine.

      I kept to the walls, away from the bar, not wanting him to notice me. He probably thought I was a fucking stalker, a predator being stealthy to get my prey. But I needed to know if she was here tonight. And I’d keep coming back every single night until I saw her. Surely she’d be working one of the days I was here. And if not, then I’d just take an extended vacation and continue to search for her.

      I’d plead my case with the bartender if it came to that. I wasn’t too proud to beg for more information, to tell him as much as I needed to about who and what Adele was to me. I was very protective of the information about her, about the experience we’d shared, but if giving him a morsel of detail would lead me to Adele, then so be it.

      I found a table in the corner, slightly shrouded by shadows. I took a seat, and no more than a couple minutes later, a waitress came by to take my order. After getting a beer, I watched as she walked over to the bar. I could see the guy from yesterday serving drinks. I wondered what he was to Adele.

      He was young, probably around my thirtysomething. He was also good-looking, with short dark hair, scruff covering his jaw and cheeks, and a physique that told me he worked out probably just as much as I did. The white shirt he wore molded to his muscles, and he wore a couple necklaces, silver chains that hung between his pecs. He had a tattoo on the underside of one of his biceps, and all of that coupled with the smile he gave the girls no doubt had their panties dropping. That possessive, jealous side of me rose up.

      Did he have feelings for Adele? Three months was a decent amount of time that she could’ve found someone new. The very thought of being with anyone else turned my stomach, and the very fucking thought of her with another man had me so enraged I could’ve knocked some asshole’s teeth in.

      I turned my focus away from him because I didn’t need to start a fight. And if I kept watching him, letting those toxic, jealous thoughts invade my head, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself from kicking his ass on principle alone.

      I wasn’t here because of him or for him. I was here because of Adele, in hopes I’d see her.

      I scanned the interior of the bar, hoping like hell I’d spot her among the sea of people. But so far she wasn’t here. I found myself tapping my foot nervously, anxiously, had my forearm braced on top of the table, my hand clenched tightly, my other hand on my lap in the same position. Fuck, was I nervous. My heart was thundering, and I felt dots of sweat bead along my temples.

      For the next half hour I sat there nursing beer after beer, watching as performer after performer went on that stage. And all the while, I focused on the room, seeing if I could recognize her. God, I wanted to see her.

      There was a short intermission, and I got up and headed to the bathroom. It should’ve been an in-and-out affair, five minutes tops, but there were three guys ahead of me, a line out the door. I contemplated just heading back to the table, waiting it out. I didn’t want to miss my chance of possibly seeing Adele. But the line started moving and I stuck it out. The men’s and women’s bathrooms were located down a short, dark hallway. There were pictures on either side of the hall, blues singers, jazz performers. There were newspaper cutouts from the twenties, women wearing flapper outfits, men smoking thick cigars and wearing bowler hats.

      Ten minutes later I was finished, my hands washed, and headed back out of the bathroom and to my waiting table.

      I weaved my way around people congregating in clusters and looked down to focus on the ground. I could hear people talking loudly, conversations coming from all angles, blending together. The lights dimmed even more, and then I heard a chorus of clapping, knew the next performer was due to get on that stage any minute.

      I was about to look up when I ran right into someone. A female, given her small frame and womanly curves. Her gasp of shock filled my head, and I instinctively reached out and grabbed her arms, steadying her. A few people pushed me from behind, causing me to stumble forward, shifting so she was now up against the wall, my body close to hers. This all happened in a matter of seconds, and although I hadn’t even looked up from the ground yet, didn’t even know who she was, it was her scent that immediately captivated me, that had fantasies of what I’d been looking for my entire life filling my head.

      It was her aroma that had memories moving at a rapid pace through my brain, had my synapses firing as if they were on speed. I swore time stood still as I slowly lifted my head and looked into the big, dark-brown eyes of the woman I’d been searching for, for the last three months. The woman I was madly in love with and she didn’t even know it.

      I couldn’t hear anything but the rush of blood through my veins, the hard beat of my heart.

      The world stopped on its axis, everyone stilling, freezing. There was only her and me. There was only Adele.

      I had my hands wrapped loosely around her bare arms, her skin warm like silk. The dress she wore was reminiscent of what she’d worn on that night I met her all those months ago. All I could smell, see, feel was her.

      Her eyes were so big, so wide as surprise covered her expression, as she stared up at me. Her lips were red, glossy from the lipstick she wore. I wanted to kiss her until we were breathless, until all there was were the sensations we gave each other.

      Her skin was just as smooth as I remembered, just as flawless. The dark tone so damn gorgeous, so fucking perfect. All I wanted to do was pull her close, bury my face in the crook of her neck, and just inhale deeply, revel in the fact that she was here with me, that I’d finally found her.

      “Adele,” I said softly, or maybe I didn’t say it out loud at all. Maybe I said it in my head over and over again. Maybe I was dreaming.

      What I knew for certain was I didn’t want to let her go.

      I’d never let her go.
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      I was Alice, and I’d fallen down the rabbit hole as I stared up into the blue eyes that had haunted me every night since we’d been together.

      Three months.

      Twelve weeks.

      Ninety days.

      Not that I was counting or anything.

      Nothing else mattered in the moment but finally feeling him touch me again. This was fate, both of us running into the other in this darkened, smoky hallway. He’d been looking for me. I’d been searching for him.

      And here we were.

      I ran away that night, left him sleeping without so much as my number scribbled on a sheet of paper.

      I opened my mouth to say something, anything, but words failed me, became lodged in my throat, desperate to escape.

      Oliver stared at me as if he’d just found the one thing he’d been frantically searching for.

      I’d assumed he’d be here tonight after finding out he’d come to Lyrics just last night. I hoped, prayed, begged to whomever would listen that destiny would have its way with us again and draw us together.

      And here we were.

      “Adele, girl, you’re up.”

      I heard the words but couldn’t process them, not until someone was pulling me away from Oliver, from the light I desperately needed in this darkened world. I actually found myself stumbling, reaching out, my mouth opening as if I were about to call out to him. God, this was like a scene in a movie, a chapter in a book. Not real, fiction, but emotions and chemistry wrapped up in the moment, it felt like nothing else could be reality.

      And then we were being swallowed by the bodies, the crowd. Why were there so many people here? Had there always been this many patrons at Lyrics at an open mic night? Maybe it just seemed like I was suffocating because Oliver was the only air I needed to breathe, because I was being pulled away from my source of life.

      God, I was sounding insane, but I couldn’t help it.

      And just before I was completely swallowed by the sea, I watched as Oliver started moving forward, pushing people out of the way, this fierce, feral, determined look on his face. He was a predator charging forward for his prey, starving, not about to let that meal go.

      And I was that meal.

      I pulled out of the grasp that held me, heard someone talking to me, asking what I was doing, yet all I could focus on was Oliver and getting to him.

      And then I was the one pushing people out of my way. It was like this tether was between us, pulling us together, and the closer I got to Oliver, the more alive I felt.

      And when I was only a foot from him, everything slowed as I watched him reach out to me. His hand cupped one side of my face, his palm big and warm, slightly calloused. He pulled me forward, and I braced my hands on his chest, feeling how hard and fast his heart beat under my palms. I curled my nails into the fabric of his shirt, rose up on my toes at the same time I watched him lean in close.

      And then we were kissing, nothing else mattering but that one moment where we were finally together again.

      I tangled my hands in his hair, keeping him pressed to me, afraid this was a dream and he’d disappear. He slid his other hand around me was, his forearm spanning my lower back, the force of him keeping me to his body so pronounced I knew without a doubt he was afraid I’d drift away too.

      And in that moment I was Alice once more, falling down the rabbit hole. But unlike her, this was all I’d ever wanted.
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      We found ourselves back at my apartment, the emotions, the heat so pronounced I felt like I was drowning and breathing all in the same breath. We’d barely been able to keep our hands off each other on the cab ride over. It was like we’d been chained up, locked away without light or air, food or water.

      But now that we had each other, we were kings, feasting.

      We were a mess of tangled limbs, uncoordinated movements, and matching arousal that couldn’t be doused even if we wanted to. We tumbled through the front door, and I haphazardly kicked it shut with my foot, not letting go of Oliver, not wanting to break the spell that surrounded us.

      “God, I’ve been dreaming of this moment,” he murmured against my mouth, and I swallowed the words. He moved us backward, and he ran into the kitchen table, the small glass vase that housed a single daisy tipping over. I was vaguely aware of the sound of water dripping on the floor, but I didn’t care. I only cared about this moment.

      But I found myself breathing heavily, sucking in great lungfuls of air. My body felt hot, my skin on fire. My city apartment was tiny, one area that housed the living room and kitchen, the dining room too. The bedroom and bathroom were down an equally tiny hallway, and all I could think about was going in there, tearing off our clothing, and getting lost in each other.

      “I can’t breathe,” I said, or maybe I shouted it in my head. I couldn’t tell because I felt so drunk on desire.

      “Come here, Adele.” His voice was low, hoarse, and there was a touch of dominance in it. A part of me hoped he couldn’t help it, that he was too far gone in this moment to try to control himself.

      Being with Oliver felt right. It had from the moment I looked into his eyes as I sang that song onstage. That feeling was solidified when I heard his voice, when I felt his touch.

      And I knew he was my soul mate, the person I was meant to be with, when I saw him again just hours ago looking into my eyes with that same passion as before.

      I didn’t want to let this go, didn’t want to lose what we obviously had.

      We knew essentially nothing about each other, but that didn’t matter. I knew in my heart what I wanted, what was right, and that was being with Oliver.

      And he looked at me like he wanted me naked, like he wanted to devour me, tear into me until there was nothing left in the best of ways.

      And God, did I want that, especially right now.

      All I could think about was telling him all these things moving through my head, all the things I’d thought about for the past ninety days. He’d think I was crazy if I uttered love, that I felt like I’d fallen in love with him at first sight.

      Each day, those feelings became stronger, harder to ignore.

      “Come here, Adele,” he said again.

      All I could focus on was the way his mouth moved as he said those three words. All I could think about was how electrifying his voice was as it moved over my body.

      I licked my lips and moved that last bit of space it took to almost have our chests brushing together.

      This is crazy.

      This is so right.

      It feels so good.

      He reached out and cupped my waist with one hand and covered one side of my face with the other. The scent of him was intense, intoxicating. His short dark hair was disheveled, as if he’d been nervously running his fingers through it all night. But I knew I was the reason those strands were a wild mess.

      I’d been the one running my hands through them as we kissed in the cab, as I clutched him to me so strongly I felt like we were one.

      And the scent of him, good God, the scent of him, that mixture of cologne and masculinity, absolutely drove me insane with lust.

      He held my cheek in a gentle, almost tentative hold with his other hand, as if he were afraid I’d bolt if he added too much pressure. But I had no intentions of doing that, not when I felt this light move through me when he touched me.

      “Adele,” he half-whispered, half-groaned. The sound went through my entire body like flames licking over me. “If I told you how I felt, you’d run away. You’d be so damn afraid you’d never want to see me again.”

      I heard the fear in his voice and shook my head, knowing it would probably be the opposite. “Tell me,” I all but begged and pleaded.

      He was silent, still for so long I wondered if he even breathed. I wanted to tell him what I felt, how he made me feel. But I was afraid. I bit my tongue, the pain a realization that saying too much might scare him away. I’d let him take the forefront in this moment. I’d give him the lead.

      “I’m so damn afraid to say it,” he whispered again and lowered his gaze to my lips. “I’m so damn afraid of losing you again.” That last part sounded like it was meant for himself.

      I shook my head and cupped his scruff-covered cheeks, forcing his head up so he could look into my eyes. “Tell me,” I pleaded softly.

      He paused a moment as if debating whether to say what he wanted, as if fighting with himself.

      Say it, Oliver. Please, say it.

      “I love you,” he said in a hoarse whisper.

      I swallowed, my heart beating hard and almost painfully in my chest. Oh my God. I’d been wanting to hear those words from him.

      I wanted to say them myself.

      “I love you too,” I whispered.

      He looked stunned, then brushed the pad of his thumb along my cheek.

      Back and forth, back and forth. All Oliver did was look into my eyes, almost disbelief in his expression. God, his eyes were so blue, so clear. I felt myself falling into them, getting lost in the color, in the deepness of them. I felt myself leaning forward, felt his warm breath brush along my lips.

      I didn’t want to stop this. I wouldn’t.

      I saw the way he kept looking at my lips, knew he wanted to have me again. And I wanted to give myself to him. When he leaned in, I wanted him to end this torment, to be with me once again, to give me what we both wanted.

      He moved his hand behind my head, cupped my nape, and the pain and pleasure of his fingers digging into my skin had a surge of need filling me. My already climbing and repressed pleasure nearly exploded from me. And as the seconds moved by, I felt it break free into this explosive tingling sensation along my entire body.

      Oliver leaned in close, his lips brushing along mine. He murmured, staring at my lips, “I want to go slow, but I can’t help myself. I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop, Adele. I love you… so fucking much.”

      I breathed out harshly at the passion in his voice.

      “I just want to get lost in you.” He murmured against my lips.

      I licked my lips, knowing he was right, and not caring or wanting to stop either.

      “You have no idea how much I want you right now, Adele. You have no idea how I felt when I first saw you after all these months.”

      I held my breath, looked into his blue eyes, and felt my heart skip a beat. “I love you, Oliver. I want you, want this. I want to be with you.”

      He closed his eyes and rested his forehead against mine. “When I woke up and you were gone, I felt like I’d lost the most integral part of me. The most important part of me.” He pulled back and looked into my eyes once more. “And then I saw you again in that hallway, heard your voice, smelled your scent… felt your skin, and I found my heart once again.”

      I’d also felt this recognition and electricity move through me when I’d seen him for the first time, and then tonight? Tonight it felt like that part that had been gone for so long had finally found its way back to me. I felt like I was home.

      Heat moved through me.

      His lips were so close to mine that if he just leaned forward the last couple of inches that separated us, we’d be kissing once more. I felt desperate for him.

      “I need to kiss you again,” he said in a low, deep voice. He groaned again. “But I should go slow, right?”

      “No, fuck slow,” I said bluntly, and I saw his lips lift in a smirk.

      My heart was thundering, and my panties were soaked clean through. He was so much bigger than my five-foot-four height, nearly a whole foot taller, muscular and hard. Manly.

      I swallowed. “I want you.” I swallowed again. God, my throat felt so tight and dry. “Right now. I want to be with you, Oliver,” I whispered.

      “You’re mine irrevocably, Adele.”

      Oh. God.

      “Yes,” I found myself saying before I could stop it.

      “Christ.” He had his mouth on mine, his tongue speared between my lips.

      He slid his hands down my shoulders, over my arms, gripping my waist tightly. And then he was walking us backward until I felt the cold, hard wall greet me, the heat from his body warming me.

      He fucked my mouth, this deep rumble leaving him and having my inner muscles clenching almost painfully. Oliver opened his mouth wider and deepened the kiss, and when he moved his hands down my thighs, grabbed the edge of my dress, and bunched it in his fists, I nearly had an orgasm right then and there. He started to slowly lift the garment up, the material moving seductively along my skin, but he stopped far too soon, right before my ass was revealed.

      “Tell me you want this, and I’ll give you more than you can handle.” He sounded pained as he murmured against my lips, but also frantic with his need.

      I nodded. “Give it all to me, Oliver. We’ve waited long enough.”

      He started grinding his erection into my belly, and a gasp left me as I let my head fall back against the wall.

      I placed my hands on his pecs and gently pushed him back. Oliver took a stumbled step away from me, his head downcast and his eyes trained right on me. He was breathing so hard his chest was rising and falling fiercely.

      For several seconds we stood there just staring at each other, no one speaking. I licked my lips, knowing I didn’t want us to go slow.

      The sexual chemistry and electricity bounced between us and was so damn electrifying it heated the room almost unbearably.

      Finding my strength, I grabbed the straps of my dress and pushed them off my shoulders, letting the material slide down my body so it pooled on the floor around my feet. I went for my bra, took that off, then went for my panties. Here I was standing naked, ready, willing… desperate.
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      Christ.

      I moved my gaze up and down her body, looking at her exposed chest, her curves, her lush, flawless dark skin. Although I’d seen her before, felt her… been inside her, it felt like I was experiencing this for the first time all over again.

      Adele was all woman, feminine, beautifully curved in the right places, with a waist that was wide enough for me to hold onto when I was making her feel good. I loved that about her, loved that she was made to take the kind of pleasure I wanted to give her.

      “God, Adele.” I ran a hand over my mouth, the sound of my palm moving over the stubble on my cheeks seeming overly loud. “Your body is so fucking gorgeous.” I hadn’t meant to say that out loud, but here we were, the sounds and words leaving me like I was feral.

      I was right in front of her again, unable to control myself. I framed her face with my hands, tilting her head to the side and kissing her until she was moaning and had her hands latched onto my biceps.

      I licked and sucked at her lips, so addicted to her I couldn’t stop myself, couldn’t control myself. I drew her tongue into my mouth and then ground my erection into her bare belly. It was like I did all those things simultaneously, like my body had a mind of its own. I deepened the kiss, and she wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me in closer, as if she needed our bodies melded together. I was more than happy to give her whatever she wanted.

      Fuck, I was going to take her, make her mine, and nothing would stop me from claiming the woman I loved.
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      I wanted to be in the bed, with Oliver above me so I could feel the weight of his muscles pressing down on me, feel the masculinity pouring from him and surrounding me.

      I broke away from him and whispered, “I want you, Oliver.” I was wet, my pussy clenching, needing his cock inside me, wanting to feel that stretch and burn so badly, so deeply.

      But Oliver must have known what I wanted, or maybe he wanted the same thing—a bed, both of us in it—because he took my hand and led me down the short hallway to my room. He walked us in and shut the door with his foot, and in the next second he had me pressed against the wall and started kissing me again.

      “Adele,” he groaned, “I can’t keep my hands off you, not even long enough to get you to the bed.” He breathed out against my lips.

      He slid his tongue along mine. God, he made me feel so good, and he wasn’t even fucking me yet.

      He broke the kiss and started dragging his lips up and down my throat, murmuring these erotic, filthy words against my skin. “I just want to fuck you so hard and thoroughly all you can feel when you sit down is that twinge of discomfort, because my cock was pounding into you the night before.”

      I gasped from my arousal and because of his dirty words.

      He started sucking at the base of my throat, and I let my head fall back against the wall, hearing it thump from the contact.

      “When I saw you in the hallway at the bar, I wanted to ravish you right then and there,” he said on a shaky, deep breath. “But it wasn’t just about having my dick deep inside you, Adele.” He nipped at my throat. “It’s about having you in my life forever, about finally finding you again and wanting to mark you, claim you.”

      “Oliver,” I said his name softly, whispered it, because honestly that was all I could do at the moment. My throat was tight, dry, my arousal so encompassing I felt lightheaded from it.

      “Say it, baby. Tell me what you want, Adele.”

      I loved the way he said my name, all husky and full of unrestrained desire. It had me becoming impossibly wetter.

      “Tell me what you want.” He pressed his erection against my belly, and I moaned low in my throat. God, I wanted this so badly, wanted him so badly. I knew from experience his dick was massive, huge. I wanted him in me again.

      I swore I felt his cock jerk, or maybe that was my imagination running wild, thinking the monster he had between his thighs was about to be buried inside me again.

      I wanted him as naked as I was.

      In the next few seconds, Oliver was moving a step back from me and tearing off his clothes.

      I watched as his hard, defined chest came into view. He had a light sprinkling of dark hair that was on his upper chest, right across his pectoral muscles, and another small patch below his navel. That dark hair trailed down and disappeared beneath his jeans.

      When he started going for the button of his jeans, all common sense left me. The room grew still, the air thick, hot. He unzipped his pants, his focus on me, and the sound of that zipper seeming so loud it was like it echoed off the walls. I could hear my pulse in my ears, a steady thump, thump, thump that was increasing in pace as the seconds ticked by.

      Oliver was back in front of me, his massive cock digging into my belly, the feel of his pre-cum-slicked tip rubbing along my skin.

      I remembered what he felt like deep inside me, but even so, seeing his cock, feeling it against me, still had a gasp of shock leaving my lips.

      And when he pulled back ever so slightly, I didn’t stop myself from glancing down at his impressive length. His dick was long and thick, with a bulbous head slightly glossy with pre-cum. And he was like that because of me. It was all for me.

      My pussy actually clenched at the thought of him pushing that large shaft into me, stretching my unused, aching muscles, making me scream out his name in not only pleasure but pain as well. And God, I wanted that pain, because I knew it would set me over the edge and bring me pleasure.

      A thick lump formed in my throat, and I swallowed, trying to push it down. I wouldn’t let my nerves control me.

      He pressed his body to mine once more, but he didn’t move to touch me, didn’t do anything but close his eyes and inhale deeply, as if he were taking in my scent.

      “God, you smell so good.” He opened his eyes and stared into mine. “I’ve been dreaming about this scent, jerking off to it for the last three months, Adele.” He ran his fingers up and down the sides of my body, having goose bumps forming on my limbs.

      I felt his body heat seep into me, felt the way his warm breath came out of him and bathed my temples, arousing me even more.

      “God, I thought about you every single minute of every single day.” He kept stroking the sides of my body. He said the last part softly, his gaze on my mouth, his chest rising and falling harder now. I could see his pleasure rising to the surface, becoming tangible.

      He slid his hand up my back and curled his fingers around my nape, pulling me closer, my chest pressing to his chest, my taut nipples hardening even more. Oliver didn’t have to lean in to kiss me, because I rose up on my toes and pressed my lips to his before he could react or move. I held onto his strong, broad shoulders, curled my nails gently into his firm and warm flesh. Our kiss started off softly, slowly, but then it became frantic, hard, and almost violent in its eroticism.

      Oliver groaned and had his hands on my waist now, his nails digging into my flesh so hard I knew there would be bruises come morning.

      “Touch me,” I moaned, knowing he understood what I wanted, what I needed.

      He had his hands on my breasts, clenching and unclenching the mounds, the callouses on his palms and fingers magical. I groaned, whispered that I ached for him, that I needed him between my thighs. His hands on my breasts were almost painful as he squeezed and released my flesh, and when he slid those hands down my sides, skated his fingers along my hips, and moved one of his palms to cup my ass, I closed my eyes and just enjoyed the feeling of him taking control.

      He held my ass for a moment and then moved one of his hands between my thighs, slowly… enticingly. He did this from behind, sliding his fingers along the curve of my bottom before settling between my legs and cupping my pussy. A gasp left me when he speared his fingers through my soaked folds gently, torturing both of us. I heard the low, deep sounds leaving him. He was barely hanging on, just like me.

      He licked and nipped at my throat as he parted my pussy lips and stroked me gently, as if he were trying to be as slow as possible, as if he wanted to prolong this.

      “Fuck, you’re so wet for me, Adele. You’re so ready for my cock.”

      I nodded, loving that he spoke so filthy to me, that he voiced his desires. Oliver continued to move his fingers up and down my cleft, teasing the opening of my pussy with a finger, but not thrusting the digit into me just yet. And God, did I want that. He kept pushing his dick against my stomach, back and forth, harder with every passing second, his pre-cum smearing along my flesh, making me frenzied.

      He teased me for several more seconds, rubbing my clit every time he stroked his fingers up my slit, teasing my hole on every downstroke, and leaving me so thoroughly on edge I was ready to beg him to fuck me. But all too soon, he removed his hand, pulled back slightly, brought his fingers up to his mouth, and right in front of me so I could watch, he dragged those glossy digits along his lips before sucking them in and cleaning my arousal off them.

      He leaned in and started kissing me, and I made a low sound of pleasure. This was what I wanted so damn badly. He made me taste myself on him, almost demanding I surrender as he gripped my braids behind my head and tugged gently, tilting my head back farther. I stroked his tongue with mine, moaned at the musky flavor of my wetness, of my arousal on his lips, and of the spicy taste that seemed to be all Oliver.

      He started moving his mouth and tongue down my neck, along my collarbones, and stopped when he was right above my breasts. I was panting by this point, unable to control even the simplest act of drawing air into my lungs. The small, hard, and hot pants of his breath bathed my flesh, caused my nipples to harden even farther, and had me clenching my thighs together almost painfully, trying to stem off the arousal long enough for us to make it to the bed.

      “Oliver,” I mewled. “I need you.”

      He groaned deeply right before he latched onto one of my breasts, sucking at the peak and mound, causing my clit to throb in time with my pulse.

      Over and over, he tormented me until the pain and pleasure morphed into one and I wasn’t just thinking of begging him; I actually was. And I had no shame.

      “Please, Oliver. Please.”

      And with one last drag across the stiff peak of my left breast, Oliver moved his mouth back up until he was kissing me once more. He gripped the cheeks of my ass, lifting me easily off the ground. I wrapped my legs around his waist, my pussy coming in contact with his hard, big length. His cock slipped between my pussy lips, sliding between my soaked folds and driving me insane with lust.

      Never breaking the kiss, Oliver turned with me in his arms, walked toward the bed, and then we were lying on it, me on my back, Oliver above me. He leaned back, and I watched as he grabbed his dick, stroking himself up and down, from root to tip, all the while watching me with unrestrained passion.

      “I need to be inside you,” he said in the most erotic way I’d ever heard.

      “I need that too,” I whispered.

      This almost animalistic sound left him, but he said nothing, just moved closer between my thighs, my pussy, and placed the tip at my entrance. God, he was big and hot, thick and soaked with pre-cum.

      “Are you ready for me again, Adele?”

      I nodded. That’s all I could do, all I could say, even if no words left me.

      In one fluid motion, Oliver had his cock pushed deep inside me, filling me, stretching me in two. I couldn’t help the gasp that left me at the feeling of being so stretched, so consumed by him. Big, long, and thick were all perfect words to describe Oliver and what he packed between his thighs. When he started thrusting into me in powerful strokes, in and out, slow but steady, I knew I wouldn’t last. I’d orgasm before this even really started.

      “Christ,” Oliver said on a guttural groan. His face was by my neck, the word slightly muffled against my skin. He started moving faster, harder. “God, Adele. Yeah. That’s it.” Our flesh was already becoming slick with our combined perspiration, and I held onto his shoulders tighter as he became frantic in his motions.

      “You’re so big,” I panted out. “I don’t remember you stretching me like this.”

      He groaned at my words. I hadn’t even meant to say them out loud, but my body didn’t feel like mine anymore.

      “It’ll always feel this way. Always. We were meant for each other, made for one another.” He scraped his teeth along my neck, and a shiver worked its way through my whole body before taking root in my clit.

      Every time he thrust into me, the base of his erection rubbed the hard bundle of nerves at the top of my pussy, making me crying out for more.

      “Fuck. So good, Adele. You’re so fucking tight and hot, and so damn wet for me.” He took control of my mouth again, but this time it was a crazed, heated, almost angry kiss. “I’ll never let you go again,” he said with so much determination that if I hadn’t felt just as passionately about it, I’d have been a little scared.

      I grabbed the damp strands of his short hair and tugged. Neither one of us could control ourselves, and as the temperature in the room rose, our bodies grew hotter, sweat covering us from head to toe. Our touches became painful but pleasurable, and I knew I’d climax harder than I ever had.

      With his cock still buried inside me and his mouth on mine, I dug my nails into his scalp. I knew it had to be hurting him, but I couldn’t control it, and his grunts of pleasure told me he liked it.

      He slid his hands under my ass and tightened his hold on the mounds, using me as leverage as he fucked the hell out of me. He started thrusting into me harder, as if he were losing control. Before I knew what was happening, Oliver had us flipped so I was atop him.

      With my legs on either side of his waist, I straddled him, his cock no longer inside me but hard and glossy as it lay against his belly, ready to be shoved back deep inside. I placed my hands flat on his chest and rose up, letting him grab his cock, place the tip at my hole once more, before I started to sink down on his dick. And then I began to ride him.

      Up and down, faster and harder, I rose up and pushed back down, letting my body swallow his cock before I repeated the process.

      He still had his hands on my ass, and when he spread the cheeks, slipped his fingers between them, and touched the tight hole nestled there, everything inside me tightened erotically.

      “Oh. God. Oliver. Yes.” I didn’t even care I cried out those words, broken, needy, honest.

      “Yeah, Adele. That’s it. Come for me, baby.” He looked at me with a hooded expression, his pleasure right there, but his self-control keeping him in check. A little. I knew he’d become just as unhinged as I was and pretty damn quickly.

      “Come for me, Adele.” He added a little more pressure with his finger to that tight hole, to the area of my body no man had ever touched. Yet with Oliver, anywhere he touched me inflamed every single part of my body.

      And just like that, I came for him.
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      Fuck. I was going to come really fucking hard and really damn soon. And I hated that this would end, but I anticipated having her all over again… forever.

      My gaze was focused on the sight of Adele’s breasts bouncing up and down as she rode the hell out of my cock. The fact that she’d let me touch a part of her so intimate, so taboo to most people, turned me the fuck on. And when I touched that tight little forbidden hole, I’d seen her control snap.

      Goddammit, I felt her inner muscles clench rhythmically around my dick as the clear pleasure moved through her, and I knew she’d come for me again. I gripped her waist, tightening my hold on her wide, curvy-as-fuck body. I had to grit my teeth so I didn’t get off right then, filling her up, making her take all my cum. Oh, I’d give it all to her, but not yet. Not yet. I wanted her to get off again before I found my own release. I wanted to see the expression of euphoria cover her face just once more before I finally gave in to my own pleasure.

      For long minutes I let her take the lead, riding up on me and sinking back down over and over again as she engulfed my cock with her tight cunt. I might have slept with her the first time months ago, but this felt like the first time, like I’d never known what she felt like. It was as if there had never been—there never would be— a more passionate moment than right here and now with Adele.

      But I knew that was a lie. I knew it would always feel like this with her.

      I rose up just enough that I could shift so she was the one on her back now. I needed to take control. I needed to be the one to give it to her, not the other way around. This was a lot of movement, a lot of action for the amount of time we’d been fucking, but I wanted to experience all of this with her. Over and over again. I wanted to experience more—forever—with her.

      Sliding all the way back into her had me groaning and closing my eyes, telling myself not to get off, forcing my self-control to withstand my basic, primal urges. Sweat lined my brow and dripped down my temples. I leaned back on my haunches and looked down where our bodies connected.

      “Yes, Oliver. God, yes. I’ve been waiting for this moment since I was first with you.”

      Fuck, nothing better than hearing that. “Say you haven’t been with anyone since me. Tell me I’m the only one, Adele.”

      She gasped, moaned, thrashed in her pleasure.

      “Tell me.” Those words left me on a strangled groan as I stared at where we were connected, where my thick, monstrous cock filled her tight little pussy hole.

      “You’re the only one I’ve been with in years, Oliver. The only one I want.”

      “That’s fucking right,” I grunted in approval. She was all pink and soaked flesh and stretched so fucking wide around the girth of my dick that my shaft actually jerked on its own. My balls drew up tight with my imminent orgasm.

      I snapped my focus to her face, watched as her eyes widened, and I knew she was close to getting off again. Her lips were parted, glossy from our kissing. I started pounding in and out frantically, maybe too hard, too forcefully, but she moaned for more, begged for it.

      And I gave it all to her.

      I couldn’t drag my gaze away from her face, and when she arched her back, thrusting her big breasts out, and cried in pleasure, I finally let myself go.

      I leaned forward, bracing my hands on the mattress beside her head, and grunted as I thrust into her over and over again before finally burying my dick fully in her, my balls resting against the sweet curve of her ass.

      And then I came harder than I ever had, even when I’d first been with her. My muscles hurt from how tense I was as I came. My head was downcast, and as much as I wanted to close myself off and just get lost in the sensation, I wanted to watch her come even more than that.

      And fuck, she looked so damn pretty.

      I felt the aftershocks start to recede, these long, pleasure-tortured seconds seeming to last an eternity. I was finally able to breathe again. I only gave myself a second to recoup before I forced myself to come back to reality.

      Adele looked drugged, this sleepy smile playing across her lips, this glow to her skin. I leaned in and kissed her, my cock softening inside her, but I refused to pull out of the tight, hot, and wet cocoon of her body.

      “Oliver… that was—”

      “Perfection. It was fucking perfection, Adele,” I said, finishing her sentence.

      She closed her eyes during her orgasm, and when she opened them again, I stared into the dark irises that I’d forever get lost in.

      “That about sums it up,” she said with amusement in her voice and laughed softly.

      I leaned down and kissed her once more before reluctantly pulling out of her with a grunt of disappointment. Lying beside her, I thought about what we’d just done, what this meant. I’d bared myself to her, and in return she’d given me the greatest gift, the one thing I wanted so desperately I didn’t know how I’d survive without it.

      Her love.

      I thought about what we’d just shared, how I couldn’t have fantasized about a more perfect moment, experience. As impossible as it was, my dick started getting hard once more at those thoughts, at the feel of her breasts pressed against my chest. She was soft where I was hard, feminine where I was masculine. Her flesh was smooth, curvy. She was all woman.

      “Do you know what this means, Adele?”

      She pulled back only enough that she could look into my face. “I know what I want it to mean,” she whispered. “Because what I said was true, Oliver. I do love you.”

      My heart stopped and restarted at those words. I’d never get tired of hearing them. I’d yearned for them, grown addicted to them. “I love you too. So fucking much I don’t know how I’d survive without you.” I wasn’t a fool in thinking this wasn’t absolutely batshit crazy, to fall in love, have someone your everything in such a short amount of time. But I didn’t care what anyone thought. I’d never felt anything more real than this, than Adele.

      “I want it to mean that—”

      “You’ll always be mine, Adele. That’s what I want this all to mean.” The smile she gave me said she wanted that too.

      She rested back on the pillow, and I just wanted to kiss her face all over again, to tell her how much I loved her until she got sick of hearing it.

      I wanted to revel in the fact that I finally had Adele back in my arms, and I wasn’t letting her go for anything.
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      I pulled the blanket around me and sat on the balcony, overlooking the city. This early in the morning, everything was calm, the city half-asleep, the sun barely peeking over the horizon. I felt peace and serenity surround me and smiled to myself. It wasn’t just because of the scenery though; it was also because of the man currently sleeping in the bed behind me.

      I stopped fighting this, fighting what I felt for Oliver. Maybe it was crazy, fast, and made no sense. But when I stepped back and looked at the situation, saw the way I felt for him, how even all these months later I still fell so damn hard for him, I knew this was real.

      I was afraid still, of course, but I knew because this felt so scary, it was real. It had to be. But just because this scared me didn’t mean I’d allow myself to hide any longer.

      The sound of Oliver shifting on the bed had me looking through the balcony doors at where he was. He sat up, ran a hand over his hair, and immediately started looking around. I could see the panic on his face in the darkened room, and my heart broke that in that one moment, he thought I left him again.

      “I’m out here,” I said softly, and he snapped his head in my direction. That panic left as his face eased, and he heaved a sigh.

      He got up and grabbed his boxers that were on the floor, slipping them on, then walking toward me. Oliver sat beside me, smiled, and as I stared into his face, I knew everything would be okay and that everything would fall into place.

      Everything would work out, because it had to. We’d make sure of it.

      “Come here, baby,” he said low, softly.

      I stood and moved closer to him, and he wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me onto his lap. He draped the blanket over both of us and just held me.

      We stayed like that in silence for long moments, watching the sun rise, watching the city come alive. Our silence was comforting.

      “I love you, Adele,” he whispered against my temple, and I sighed in contentment. “I really do.”

      “I know,” I responded and shifted so I could look into his face. “I love you too. No more fighting it. I just want you.”

      He pulled me tighter against his chest and kissed the side of my head once more. “This is just the beginning, and it’ll be incredible.”

      Yeah, I couldn’t agree more.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            12

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Oliver

      

      

      I was exhausted, but I was afraid to close my eyes, afraid I’d wake up and she wouldn’t be here. We’d come back in from the balcony half an hour ago, but I refused to sleep. I didn’t want to sleep and waste a moment I had with her.

      I tightened my hold on her and felt Adele snuggle in closer. I closed my eyes and smiled against the crown of her head. Now that I actually had her back in my arms, it all felt like a dream. A delirious, sleep-deprived dream that I never wanted to wake up from.

      If I died right now, I would be content, happy. I would’ve fulfilled the most important thing in my life… being with Adele again.

      “Isn’t it crazy?” she whispered sleepily against my chest.

      I pushed some of her braids over her shoulder and trailed my fingers along the curve of her neck, over her delicate shoulder, and down her arm. I watched as goose bumps formed along her skin. I loved that she was so receptive to my touch.

      I inhaled deeply and took in her scent and was really fucking pleased that mine mingled with hers. She was mine now, marked, claimed like I was some kind of ferocious beast, like she was a princess locked away in a tower, and I was the one keeping her hostage, never letting her go.

      “What’s crazy, baby?”

      I felt her shift, and then she was tipping her head back and looking at me. I smoothed my fingers along her forehead, down her temple, and along her jawline. Her skin was so smooth. Flawless. Everything about her was perfect.

      This was what it felt like to find The One.

      “That I can feel this way about you, and you can feel the same way about me, and we know virtually nothing about each other.”

      I didn’t say anything, not because I was speechless, but because I wanted to say it just right, so she knew without a doubt what I meant was genuine and true.

      “I’ll tell you anything you want to know.” I leaned down and kissed the center of her forehead. “I am a thirty-five-year-old construction foreman who never thought he’d find someone who completed him. I never thought about marriage or children, a future with a white picket fence and a dog.” I was just letting it all out, opening my heart even more. “But then I saw you on that stage. I heard your voice, and I fell in love with a twenty-seven-year-old singing angel.” We talked for a hours before we finally fell asleep last night, so I now knew some bits of information about the woman of my fantasies.

      I stared into her dark eyes. What I told her was the truth, and I expected her to be apprehensive on how real it was. Instead I heard her sigh in contentment.

      “Adele Lily Smith, I’d marry you right here and now. That’s how badly my love for you consumes me.”

      I saw the surprise on her face, but she didn’t look like she wanted to run, didn’t look like I scared the shit out of her. I didn’t want to keep things from her no matter how much saying that frightened me.

      And then she smiled with this dreamy expression on her face. “Oliver Luke Callim, I love you just as much. So much it makes my chest hurt. I’d marry you right here on the spot.”

      My heart skipped a beat, and I leaned down and kissed her. “Then marry me. You’re already my everything. Be my wife too. You know nothing has ever felt so right.” I knew I would’ve never stopped searching for her. Never stopped loving her. There would have never been another woman for me as long as I lived.

      “Yes,” she whispered, and I kissed her deeply.

      And for the rest of the day, I showed my future wife no matter how uncertain most things in life were. Our love for each other wasn’t one of them.
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      “People think this is crazy,” Adele said, but I could hear the smile in her voice.

      I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her in close to my body, kissing the top of her head. She smelled so good, like peaches, sun-ripened and sweet. “Let them think this is crazy. Let them think I’m crazy for you. It would be the truth.”

      She pulled back and tipped her head to look up at me, her smile blinding. I cupped the sides of her face and smoothed my thumbs along her cheekbones. She was so delicate, so feminine.

      She was mine.

      I leaned down and kissed her because I couldn’t help myself. For the last month we’d been inseparable. And although we were only forty-five minutes away from each other, it felt like an ocean separated us when I wasn’t near Adele. So, I drove down and stayed with her every night, leaving early the next morning so I could get back up to work and repeat the process. Every day I did this during the week, and then on the weekends, I stayed with her the entire time. It was perfect. It was exactly how it should be.

      And now that we were engaged, leaving her every morning was getting unbearable.

      There was nothing more I wanted than to be with her always.

      I leaned back and looked down at her ring finger. After my impromptu proposal, the following morning I’d taken her to the jewelry store, let her pick whatever ring she wanted. But nothing had called to her. It was when we passed an antique shop, when she’d seen a diamond solitaire with emerald embellishments, that she said that was the one.

      And I bought it right on the spot, asked her to marry me all over again, and slipped it on her finger, sealing the deal.

      I didn’t want to move away from her, but I reluctantly did so I could grab more boxes out of the back of the moving van while we still had sunlight.

      Almost right after I proposed the second time, I all but demanded Adele to move in with me, but in reality it hadn’t taken much convincing. She was all for it, jumping into my arms when I broached the subject, kissing me all over the face, and whispering how she wanted me to ask her right from the beginning.

      So we’d gone house-hunting, found the perfect two-story home situated on five acres with a small pond in the back. There was no renting. We’d gone balls-to-the-wall and bought it right after we’d done the tour. Some would say this was crazy, too fast, that getting engaged and then buying a house with someone you’ve only known for a handful of months was ludicrous.

      But I’d tell them I waited my entire life for her, that the months that passed seemed like a lifetime.

      We were making up for lost time, because I couldn’t see myself being without Adele. Ever.

      I looked over at her, watched as she set up a small bistro table and chairs on the wooden porch that was situated in front of the house. The deck was painted white, the deck furniture teal because it was her favorite color.

      The sun shone on her, the sundress she wore this baby blue color. God, she looked good in everything she wore. She looked good in nothing at all. My cock started to harden at the thought of her naked, of how good she felt.

      And like it happened every time I stared at her, I fell in love with her all over again. She was my world, the reason I was put on this planet. I had absolutely no doubts about that.

      So here we were, starting our life together, and nothing had ever felt so fucking perfect.
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        One year later

      

      

      I was perpetually smiling every day, I noticed, my happiness so pronounced it was like nothing could bring me down.

      And it was all because of Oliver and how happy he made me.

      Fate had a funny way of making things work out when someone least expected it. I felt so strongly for him that first night, when I spoke to him, when he touched me… when I gave myself to him. I had been scared of those emotions, so I ran, left without saying anything. I’d regretted it as soon as the thought entered my mind, and every second of every day after that until destiny had brought us together once more.

      I’d fallen in love with Oliver when I looked at him from the stage, saw the way he watched me, this transfixed expression on his face. I felt this pull toward him, and we hadn’t even spoke two words to each other. I’d never felt that with any other person in my life, and that’s how I knew it had been real.

      That’s why it had scared the shit out of me.

      I honestly never thought I’d have him in my life in the way I desperately wanted. But here I was, going to spend the rest of my life with him. He’d become such an integral part of my world that I didn’t know what I’d do without him. My heart belonged to Oliver always.

      For the last year I’d stopped waitressing and just sang… and sang and sang. I was an exclusive act at Lyrics, Bishop giving me the position because the crowd I drew in had been staggering to all of us. I had no idea people cared that much—or enjoyed for that matter—listening to me sing.

      My dreams were coming true, had come true.

      And here we were, all these months later, all this time past since I knew I couldn’t let Oliver out of my life. I was pregnant with our first baby, and the home we’d bought last year had really come together. There was even a little garden out back that he’d made for me. I planted flowers in the beds, had asked him to make me a vegetable garden. And he had, hadn’t even hesitated as he built the raised beds, as he brought me an array of seeds.

      He’d even made me my own sound rom, a little place where I could go and create and record music even if it was only for me, for us. It was convenient as hell having a husband who was good with his hands.

      God, I loved this man.

      And Lord, was he good with his hands. I flushed at that thought.

      Over the last year I’d seen how possessive and territorial Oliver was when it came to me. Most women might have found it too controlling, too overbearing. Not me. It showed me how much he loved me. He gave me my independence, let me have my space. But he protected me, let me know how much he loved me, how much I meant to him.

      I heard the shower shut off and lifted my head up from the book I was reading. It was getting late. Oliver had just gotten off work, but I knew he’d want to spend time with me. He always did, and I was so grateful for that.

      The bathroom was attached to the bedroom, and when the door opened, steam billowing around before the light was turned off and Oliver stepped out. He had a towel wrapped around his waist and another one covering his head as he dried his hair. I instantly heated even more. I set the book I’d been reading on the bedside table, smiled slowly, and felt every part of my body come alive.

      He finished drying his hair and tossed the damp towel into the hamper by the door. Then he slowly looked up at me, and I watched as his expression turned to heated desire. My nipples hardened, my pussy became wet, and I felt my entire body heat with lust. Oliver’s chest was so masculine, a work of art. He had bulging muscles, a six-pack that was so defined I could have probably bounced a coin off it, and that delicious V of muscle that dipped down to disappear beneath his towel had me feeling so feminine I couldn’t even breathe.

      This deep growl left him as he lowered his hands to the towel at his waist, pulled the material free, and let it drop to the floor. He was already sporting a massive erection, his cock long and thick, straining toward me. My mouth dried at the sight.

      “Baby,” he groaned right before he stalked toward me, pulled the blanket away from my body, and covered my chest with his own. I spread my legs to accommodate his larger frame, felt his massive dick press against my panty-covered pussy, and a gasp of pleasure left me.

      “You’re insatiable,” I said against his neck. He started running his tongue along the side of my throat.

      “Only with you, Adele. Only ever with you.” He let out this low growl and thrust his cock against me again.

      “Good.” I smiled, even if he couldn’t see me.

      “You make me so fucking hard, so turned on I can’t even control myself.” His mouth was still at my throat, the vibrations seeping into my body.

      He pulled back, looking at my mouth. I lifted my hands and tangled my fingers in his damp hair. He gave one last deep groan before all but tearing at my nightshirt and panties until I was naked. He latched onto my nipples right away, the feeling of him sucking at the peaks with his hot, wet mouth causing me to squirm in desire. The blood rushed to the surface and swelled under his ministrations.

      For several agonizingly pleasure-filled seconds, all he did was suck on my breasts. He alternated between them, drawing the tissue out with his teeth and then dragging his tongue over the slight sting he caused. It felt so incredibly good, and I wanted it to last forever, but I desperately wanted him to advance in what we were doing.

      I was vaguely aware of the sounds coming from me, ones that should have embarrassed me, but I didn’t care, not with how Oliver made me feel. He slid his palm down my slightly rounded belly, pushed my legs apart even farther, and covered my panty-clad pussy with his big hand.

      “I need this gone,” he grunted a second before he ripped the material from me, the fabric pulling against my flesh before the garment gave way. I gasped at how much that turned me on. He pulled the panties up and brought them to his nose, inhaling deeply as he stared at me.

      “So fucking sweet.” He tossed the material away, and at the first touch of his fingers on my slick cleft, I cried out.

      “Tell me how it feels.” He added a bit of pressure, and I gasped again.

      “It’s so good, Oliver. So good.”

      “Yeah, it really fucking does feel good, baby.” He continued to stroke me slowly. He slipped a thick finger into my pussy and started pushing it in and pulling it back out slowly. All the while, he stared into my eyes. “And it’s all for me, baby. You’re wet and primed and ready for my cock… only my dick, baby,” he murmured at the same time he pressed his thumb to my clit and started working the bundle of nerves back and forth.

      I nodded. “Only for you, Oliver.” His name fell from my lips like a plea, like I was begging for more. And I supposed I was. All I wanted was Oliver to have his cock inside me, stretching me, filling me. I wanted him desperately.

      “Yes,” I moaned and shifted on the bed, lifting my hips, needing him deeper, needing something thicker, more substantial.

      I needed his dick.

      I let go of his hair and moved my hands between our bodies. He let out a hoarse growl and moved his hands under me so he was now grabbing my ass.

      “You smell so fucking good, Adele, the best fucking aroma in the world.”

      I wrapped my legs around his waist, rubbing my pussy on his length. He hissed out a curse and ran his tongue up the column of my throat. “I could eat your pussy all night long, and I still wouldn’t be sated.” He took my mouth in a hungry kiss for long, drugging seconds. I kissed him like my life depended on it. Our tongues pressed together, and when he retreated, I followed into his mouth. It was strange taking control, and in all honesty, I wasn’t sure if I liked it. Because I loved him taking control.

      He trailed his lips down to my collarbones, dragging them across the arches. He moved his hands from under my ass and placed them on my knees, opening my thighs even wider than before. He slid his hands up my inner thighs until he came to the area of my body that ached for him the most.

      He moved back and sat on his haunches, his focus trained between my thighs. Pushing myself up, I looked down the length of my body. Oliver lifted his gaze to mine, and I held my breath at the intensity in his gaze.

      A high claimed me, and I sucked in a deep breath. He lowered his head to my pussy, never once taking his gaze off me. And at the first lick of his tongue on the most intimate part of me, I waited with desire and anticipation for Oliver to give me the pleasure that only he could bring out in me.
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      Oh. Christ.

      I could only eat her out for so long, and if I didn’t stop, I’d come all over the fucking sheets. Her pussy was pink and wet, so damn hot. But it wasn’t sex that had me feeling this euphoria. It was the fact that Adele was here with me.

      My cock jerked at the sight. She was slick and slightly swollen from her arousal. With my mouth so close to the most intimate part of her, I couldn’t have torn my focus from her if my life was on the line.

      “Fuck.” I murmured out that lone word and lifted my gaze to her face for a moment, saw her watching me intently. While holding her gaze, I ran my tongue out and moved it up the center of her cunt. She gasped, her mouth opening, her eyes widening.

      At the first taste of her, my control broke. I groaned and started licking her pussy, sucking at her silky-smooth lips. I ran my tongue up her cleft and sucked on her clit. She was pink and hot, glistening from her arousal for me.

      Latching my mouth over the engorged bud, I sucked on her like a starving man. Hell, I was starving, but only for her. No matter how much I had her, how many times I fucked her, claimed her, I was always hungry for Adele. She tasted so good, so fresh that I grew frenzied for more.

      “You taste so fucking good, baby girl.” I licked her so many times my tongue and lips became numb, but I liked that fact because I knew it was good for her. She moaned, thrashed her head from side to side, clenching her hands on the sheets and pulling at them. And still I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. She made these needy little sounds, ones that drove me absolutely fucking crazy with lust.

      I reached out and framed her pussy with my hands while I ate her out. I pulled her cunt lips apart, pulled back just an inch, and stared at her pink, wet flesh. While holding her open, I lifted my gaze to her face. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted. Her chest moved up and down from her increased breathing. I went back to licking and sucking at her cunt, wanting her to get off.

      Needing her to.

      “You taste so damn good. I won’t ever get enough.” As I ran my tongue up and down her slit, she became even wetter for me, more primed.

      “I’m so close,” she gasped out, sounding like she had a hard time speaking.

      “I want you to get off, baby. I need you to come while I have my face all up in your sweet pussy cream.” She moaned after I spoke, and I started sucking furiously on her clit again.

      It didn’t take long before I felt her body start to tighten with her impending orgasm. Moving my hands to her inner thighs, I kept her open. I pulled back an inch and slid one of my hands toward her pussy, slipping two fingers into her. I was slow at first, trying not to be too rough, but I wanted her to lose control for me.

      A cry of ecstasy finally left her.

      “That’s so fucking it.” I couldn’t stop the words from leaving me.

      She lifted her hips and ground her cunt against my face, and I went back to sucking on her clit. The wet, slurping noises of my mouth between her legs had my cock throbbing. I started pressing my hips into the mattress, trying to alleviate the pressure by dry humping the hell out of the bed. My balls were going to explode if I didn’t get my cock inside her.

      “Oh. God. Yes,” she moaned loud and long, and that was my breaking point.

      I took my fingers from her, licked them clean, and cupped her ass with both my hands. Her asshole was right there for the taking, and I didn’t hold off any longer. I licked at the puckered hole of her bottom with just the tip of my tongue, allowing her to grow used to what I was doing, hoping she’d come from this alone.

      “Oliver, yes,” she hissed out the words. Adele started panting again, and I used more force, licking her hard, then sucking on her flesh. Her skin tasted clean, like soap and lemons.

      With one more lick up the crease of her bottom, I pulled away. I kept her legs spread open with my hands on her inner thighs and stared down at her pussy. “This is mine,” I said and cupped her sweet spot.

      Her chest rose and fell from her post-orgasmic euphoria, and it had the alpha male in me roaring out in pleasure. It was because of me that she looked like that. It was because of me that she felt this desire. I was so damn hard, so fucking ready to have her in all ways. When I rose up, grabbed my cock, and positioned myself at her entrance, the feel of her wet pussy at the tip of my cock had my jaw clenching.

      God, this woman could bring me to my knees, and I’d gladly worship her. I’d ask for more.

      I gritted my teeth when she reached out and wrapped her fingers around my dick. I had to force myself not to thrust into her. Our gazes were locked, and then I started to push into her, loved how she parted her lips and gasped. A deep groan left me, and her breath hitched, her eyes widening.

      Fuck, I was stretching her so good.

      “You’re splitting me in two,” she moaned, and I could tell she said that because she felt good.

      I gave one last thrust, burying myself deep in her, feeling her muscles tightening around my cock until it felt like she strangled my length. When I was fully inside her, I tightened my fingers around her hips, and in one move rolled onto my back and had her straddling me. She had her legs spread wide on either side of me, her hands on my chest, and the drowsy look of ecstasy on her face.

      “Ride me, baby.”

      She started moving, working herself on me, rising up and down, taking all my length, then lifting up so it almost slipped out of her. Then she’d slam her pussy back down on me. I moved my hands to her hips and dug them into her flesh, trying to let her set the pace. But fuck, it was hard. Her movements started off slow, but she soon picked up speed.

      “That’s it.”

      Her breath hitched when she rose up and then slid all the way down on me. Over and over, she did this, gradually going faster with each passing second. For a moment I lost my control and found myself thrusting up, pushing myself deep and hard inside her.

      “Yes,” she cried out.

      But I couldn’t control myself. I couldn’t stop myself from flipping her over so she was now on her back. I needed to be the one in control. I speared my hands in her hair, tugging at the strands and tilting her head back, making her throat arch.

      “Yes, Oliver. God, yes,” she moaned.

      I moved down and ran my teeth up her neck, loving when I felt a shiver work through her. “Wrap those pretty thighs around my waist.” She did what I asked, and I felt myself slip inside her impossibly deeper. “Lift those hips, baby. Give it to me.”

      She did what I said, grinding herself on me, against me. I was still inside her tight, wet heat, and it was fucking heaven. Even after all this time with Adele, it always felt like the first time every time. It was mind-blowing, exhilarating, and so fucking good.

      Placing my hands on either side of her head now, I started moving inside her slow and steady, really feeling every inch of her. I felt sweat trickle down my hairline, my muscles tight, tensed. I was a greedy bastard when it came to Adele. I placed one hand on her belly, making her still, stopping myself, because I was so close to getting off as it was.

      I let my gaze travel to her mouth and continued to follow the path down her body to her breasts, over her belly. I stopped at the top of her pussy, just taking in how fucking gorgeous she was. She had a thatch of dark, trimmed hair covering that pretty part of her, that wet, intimate part of her body I claimed. No one would ever know what she felt like but me.

      Leaning back slightly, I used my thumbs to pull her pussy lips even wider apart, stared at her engorged little clit, and felt my heart jerk in my chest. My mouth watered at how fucking delicious she looked.

      With my cock still lodged in Adele’s pussy, I couldn’t be still for much longer. I started fucking her good and thoroughly, making sure she only felt pleasure. I leaned forward, and our sweat-slicked stomachs slid together erotically. I pulled out and thrust back in harder with each passing second.

      “Yes,” she whispered. “Oliver, you’re stretching me so good.”

      A groan left me at her words, and when her tight body clenched around me. I moved faster and harder in and out of her, unable to control myself. Her pussy tightened around me continuously, and I clenched my teeth. My balls drew up tight with my impending orgasm. I was going to come, and I was going to fill her up with it. I was going to make her so full of it that my seed would slip out of her pussy and coat her skin. I’d make her rub it in like fucking lotion, make her smell like me, marked by me.

      She dug her nails into my skin, and I hissed out, loving the pain and pleasure that followed.

      “That’s it, Adele baby.”

      Lifting up just enough so my arms were locked straight and my chest no longer touched hers, I looked down at where our bodies were connected again. Fuck, it was hot, gorgeous… turned me on so damn much.

      “Yes,” she hissed. “Harder and faster, Oliver.” She arched her back, her breasts rising up from the motion, her nipples puckering even more, her skin flushed.

      My gaze was trained on the sight of her tips elongating farther. I was going to give her what she asked for. I was going to give her everything. I sat back on my knees, wrapped my hands around her curvy waist, and dug my fingers into her pliant, soft flesh. And then I fucked her.

      I was mindless in my need to pleasure her. The sexual, wet sounds of my cock moving in and out her cunt was an auditory orgasm all its own. I bottomed out every time I thrust back inside.

      Over and over, I did this, my balls slapping against her peach-shaped ass.

      She gasped. “I’m going to come again, Oliver.” The way she moaned had my pleasure mounting. Knowing I was the one giving this ecstasy to Adele felt good in more than just a sexual way.

      The sensations were all-consuming pleasure and had my orgasm washing through me before I could stop it. Her pussy muscles milked my dick, tightening and relaxing so that I couldn’t hold off from coming.

      “Fuck. It’s so good.” My body involuntarily jerked against her as I came. I emptied myself inside her willing body. The fact that I filled her with my seed, made her take all my cum, claimed her, and saturated her with the most intimate part of me had my arousal going so fucking high I couldn’t rein it in.

      “Fuck, Adele, baby.” I continued to thrust into her shallowly, seeing the pleasure on her face, wanting to prolong it as much as I could. I didn’t want this to end, didn’t want to pull out of her sweet, wet, and warm pussy. “I’ll never let you go, Adele. I’ll never let anyone else have you.” Those words were stated so harshly, so fucking possessively, I saw the surprise on her face.

      She stared up at me with wide, pleasure-filled eyes. “Good,” she cried out and then moaned. “Yes, Oliver.”

      Everything about Adele made me hard, needy, and possessive.

      I cupped the side of her face and groaned, “You’re mine.”

      She nodded, these little breathless sounds leaving her. “I’m yours, and I’m not going anywhere, Oliver.” Those words were hushed, passionate. “I’ll always be yours.”

      Yeah, she fucking would.

      I leaned closer and ran the tip of my nose up the length of her throat, inhaling deeply and taking her intoxicating scent into my body. She smelled sweet and clean. She smelled like mine.

      I wished I could mark her like some kind of animal.

      “Christ, baby.” This was what it meant to want a woman so badly it ate away at everything else, to love someone so deeply it consumed every single inch of you, seeped into your marrow. I knew it would always be this way with her. Always.

      I ran my teeth over her flesh, a harsh groan leaving me, my pleasure sated momentarily, because I was with Adele. This was how it was every time with her. This was how it would always be. I gave her neck one last lick and pulled out of her, and she rolled onto her side.

      God, she felt incredible. I kissed her on the forehead, pulled back, and just stared at Adele for a prolonged second. Fuck, I was so damn lucky to have her, to call her my woman, to be able to love her and have her love in return. I smoothed my hands over the indentation of her spine, along the curve of her ass, and loved that her flesh puckered for me, that she was so receptive to my touch. Adele was mine—every part of her was only mine. I didn’t deny myself when it came to her. I didn’t deny either of us. I’d give her the world ten times over if it would make her happy.

      I leaned forward and started running my tongue over the small of her back, loving that she moaned slightly. I wanted to memorize every inch of her, have her know my touch indefinitely. She was pliant for me, not denying my urge to taste all of her.

      “How does that feel, baby?” I murmured against her skin.

      “So good,” she whispered, her voice thick with sleep and satisfaction.

      Over and over I licked and sucked at her, my cock hard again, but my need right now was about making Adele feel good, and not about what I wanted.

      “Turn over for me,” I coaxed.

      She listened to me instantly, had this rough growl of approval leaving me. Once her breasts were right there for the taking, I leaned down and sucked on her nipples for long seconds, alternating between her peaks, loving the flavor and feel of her. Her sweet moans made me feel like a man, a real man that could please his woman.

      But after long seconds I forced myself to move to the rest of her body, to continue memorizing her curves and silky-smooth flesh with my mouth. I trailed my tongue up her throat and licked a path over her pulse point, insanely aroused by the fact I could feel how rapidly it beat, knew she was going over the edge with me.

      “You’re mine, Adele,” I said, my voice husky, determined.

      “Yes,” she whispered, moaned. “I’m only yours.”

      I pulled away and looked down at her again, so fucking in love with this woman I couldn’t even breathe. I gathered her into my arms, and after a few moments I heard her breathing change, relaxing. I knew she’d be asleep soon, her body content from the loving I’d given her. I felt male pride over the fact I’d brought this exhaustion out in her, because I’d worn her out in only the best of ways. There had been a time I worried I would never see Adele again after our one night we’d shared. But now that she was here, in my arms, our love out in the open, I knew I’d never let her go again. I was never letting her out of my sight.

      I was willing to risk anything to make her mine.

      “I love you, Adele,” I whispered, sensing her falling deeper into sleep and feeling my gut tighten when she curled against me even more.

      “I love you too,” she whispered, and I felt my heart race in pleasure at hearing her say those words. I reached out and placed my hand on her belly, feeling the swell of her stomach, knowing my baby grew in there. I wouldn’t be opposed to Adele always looking like this, pregnant with my baby, glowing, knowing I was the one who’d planted my seed in her.

      I smiled to myself. God, I loved this woman. I’d always worry about her, always make sure she loved me back and was happy.

      If I had one fucking goal in life, it was to be the best man I could for this woman and the family we created.
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        Oliver

        Ten-year anniversary

      

      

      Our reconnection anniversary. That’s what I called it, the moment I found Adele in my life again, made her mine.

      We had our wedding anniversary, even celebrated when we went on our first official date. She teased me, thought it was funny to celebrate all these things, but I knew she loved it as much as I did.

      But on this day I reconnected with my soul mate again, found her once more after three very long months. It was pretty damn special to me. So special I made sure to celebrate it every single year.

      And ten years later was a long time. It was a milestone. And it had taken this long to plan everything, to let our life get settled, to grow our family, build our dream house. It had taken over a decade for us to be comfortable and secure with everything before I’d finally taken her on that one trip she always dreamed about.

      Norway and the Northern Lights.

      And here we were, just her and me wrapped up in a blanket, trapped pleasantly in our little cabin in the middle of nowhere, the ceiling glass, even one whole wall a window so we could see the wonder of the wilderness all around us.

      We were pretty far north in Norway, staring out the window, looking at those colorful, wonderful and fantastic Northern Lights. Although I’d love for our two children to be here with us, Xavier and Lila, this trip was about Adele and me. It was for her and me. It was about finally making this one trip I always promised myself I’d give her one day.

      And that day was today. Now.

      I kissed the top of Adele’s head, and she snuggled in closer.

      “Thank you for bringing me here, for planning this and surprising me.” She shifted on the bed we currently sat on, the comforter thick, the mattress situated right up against the window so when we went to bed, the Northern Lights were our night-light, and the wintery forest was our alarm clock.

      “Thank you for loving me and agreeing to come here with me.”

      She chuckled softly. “You’re thanking me, when you’re the one who brought me on this incredible trip.”

      I leaned in close and kissed her on the lips, savoring the feel of her, the fact that she melted against me. Even all these years later, here we were, more in love than ever. Hell, every single day I fell in love with her more. She made my belly tighten in anticipation, made my heart skip a beat when she sang. I tingled all over at the feel of her against my body and the sound of my name falling from her lips as she moaned in ecstasy. God, I loved this woman.

      We lay down, me behind her, my arm wrapped around her waist. Her back was to my chest, and the sweet scent of her filled my head, had me drunk and calm all in the same breath. And as we stared at those wondrous lights, as I held the woman I loved and knew my soul mate was right by my side, I realized for the hundredth time that I was one lucky bastard.

      This was my wife, the mother of my children, my little songbird, and I’d always make sure I was by her side no matter what.

      No would ever love anyone as much as I loved her. Of that I was sure.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        If you enjoyed And Then There Was Her, please consider leaving a review on Amazon or Goodreads.

        Thank you!
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        Want to read And Then There Was Us, Bishop’s story coming February 22nd? Check it out HERE!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Find Jenika at:

      

      

      

      
        
        www.JenikaSnow.com

        Jenika_Snow@yahoo.com

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: Twitter icon] Twitter

        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

        [image: Amazon icon] Amazon

        [image: BookBub icon] BookBub

        [image: Goodreads icon] Goodreads

      

    

  

cover1.jpeg
U ODAY BESTSI LLING THO,E

JE]\FIKA SNOW





images/00002.jpeg
h

Bw





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg
Inhhjm_
 piiL





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg
-





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





