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      My sisters have finally gotten their revenge.

      After years of me bullying their lame-ass boyfriends and leaving fake spiders on the dashboards of their cars, the two of them have banded together for the ultimate payback—and I have to say I’m impressed. I never thought of nominating them for a reality show against their will. They did think of it, though, so here I am.

      On a reality baking for horrible bakers called You’ve Been Ambushed.

      Someone in a headset instructs me to don my apron and I do so while chuckling. The damn thing is an extra large, but it’s still tight as a second layer of skin. As soon as I’ve got it tied in the back, I turn to face my sisters in the audience for the first time, glaring at them while they cackle like two hyenas.

      “I’ll get you for this, girls,” I call, shaking my fist at them. “Sleep with one eye open.”

      Around them, the audience laughs and I take a moment to enjoy seeing my sisters so happy. I’m not an asshole to their boyfriends without good reason. They’ve got terrible taste in men and both of them are in the midst of an especially terrible streak of bad luck lately. There has been a lot of crying and ice cream eating in my living room for the last month. My sisters don’t live with me, but they might as well have packed their suitcases and moved right into my house. I lost count of how many times I came home after a twenty-four-hour shift at the firehouse and found them snoring on my couch while the credits rolled on The Notebook.

      If watching me make a fool of myself on national television makes them feel better, I can suck it up for a good cause. But I’m definitely leaving much bigger spiders in their cars next time. I might even work a fake rat into my routine.

      I cross my arms and watch the host brief the home audience on the rules of the competition. Next, he stops to my left and interviews a redhead named Lola from Las Vegas. She seems pretty confident and I’ve already got her pegged as my biggest competition, but I don’t have much time to strategize because the host is in front of my work station now.

      “Ladies and gents, I’d like to introduce, Desmond Conlon! According to his sisters, this brave FDNY firefighter has been banned from going within ten feet of the stove in his Queens firehouse. Desmond, can you confirm or deny?”

      My laugh is still ricocheting off the walls when he extends his skinny microphone in my direction. “You set a couple of apple crisps on fire and everyone loses faith,” I say, shrugging. “I’m looking forward to redeeming myself today.”

      “I won’t hold my breath,” calls my youngest sister, Melissa, setting the audience off.

      I smile and shake my head. Honestly, this is what I get for being overprotective to a fault. They’ve ganged up on me now. I’m actually surprised it took them so long.

      While the host moves on and interviews the girl on my other side, I try to make sense of the directions laminated to the table in front of me. We’re making a three-tiered red velvet cake and my only experience with this particular dessert is eating it. Since I’m as big as a motherfucker, I eat a lot, but actually making edible food has never been in my wheelhouse. It’s why I have a drawer full of takeout menus in my kitchen and a mother who always sets aside leftovers for me.

      The host draws my attention when he croons, “Don’t you want to meet our celebrity judges?” And the audience loses their minds.

      I’ll only be excited if one of them turns out to be Yankee.

      Leaning forward on my elbows, I watch with vague interest as the panel is introduced. The first is a British guy I’ve seen baking on television before. Sebastian Cove. He seems fascinated by the female contestant to my right—doesn’t even the spare the rest of us a glance. So I guess I can safely assume I won’t be receiving his vote.

      Laughing under my breath at the Brit’s obvious interest in the girl, I almost miss the name of the next judge, but when the curtain parts and she walks out, my mind plays back the host’s words.

      Next we have renowned restaurant critic, Quinn Beverley.

      Something turns upside down in my abdomen.

      She’s nervous as she scurries to her place and sits down, hiding behind a fall of chocolate brown hair. But not before her big, hazel eyes land on me and widen.

      Whoa. She is beautiful.

      What is up with my stomach?

      I’ve seen good-looking women before, right? Why is this one packing such a punch?

      She’s so petite, her glasses look like they’re wearing her. In a sensible black dress and flat, pointed shoes, she calls to mind art galleries and Ivy League campuses. Not that I know what either of those places look like, but they’re all I can come up with. She’s a classy girl. That much is obvious.

      In other words, the opposite of me.

      That doesn’t seem to matter to my dick, though. Clearing my throat hard, I step closer to my work table, so my erection won’t be visible on camera. I should probably stop staring at her so I don’t tent my jeans on television, but I can’t. I’m mesmerized by her slender fingers playing with a little gold locket around her neck. I’m fascinated by her plump, pink upper lip and the way her skin turns peachy under the television lights. Or maybe my interest is doing that.

      If I got under that dress, I bet she’d have on no frills, white panties.

      Bet she’ll blush when I tug them off.

      Virgin.

      Yeah, you’re a little virgin, aren’t you, sweetheart?

      A buzzer goes off loudly overhead and I lurch for my firefighting gear, before I remember I’m not at the firehouse, I’m on a reality baking show. Christ.

      Plowing my fingers through my beard, I get down to business, combining the ingredients inside the standing mixer and flipping it on. I have no idea if I’ll manage to put a decent cake together, but one thing is for certain. I can’t wait to feed her something I made.

      The intensity of that need catches me off-guard.

      I’ve never wanted to feed, care for and please a woman like this. We haven’t even traded words yet and yet…I ache to be responsible for her.

      I don’t like her sitting between the two male judges. If they didn’t seem wrapped up in the female contestants, I think I might have already kidnapped her out the back door. I’m actually resentful over the task at hand, because it’s keeping me from asking her out.

      And I will be asking her out.

      Will she say yes? Even though I’m a loud-ass firefighter from Queens and she looks like she belongs on yacht sipping champagne?

      I glance up and find her rubbing the gold locket on her mouth, her hazel eyes zeroed in on my biceps—and I throw back my head and laugh.

      Oh yeah, she’s going to say yes.

      Pretty sure that makes me the luckiest son of a bitch alive.
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      I can hear my mother’s voice now.

      Quinn, this is not how a lady behaves.

      The locket is hot between my fingers and vaguely, I wonder if my excessive body heat is going to melt the piece of jewelry. Wouldn’t that make for great television?

      As subtly as possible, I shift in my seat, but the discomfort doesn’t go away. There is a flickering little pulse at the apex of my thighs and the firefighter is responsible. I’m not sure how he is compelling me into feeling like a sex-starved creature, but there’s no doubt in my mind it’s his doing. If I had the option of cooling down now, however, I don’t think I would take it.

      I’m always in control. Everything in its place. Everything neat and orderly.

      It’s kind of nice to have my libido running the show for a little while, as opposed to my brain. Oh, I can’t make a habit out of it or anything. Nor can I possibly act on the impulses making my face…and nether regions…flame, but it’s lovely to fantasize.

      I shake myself when I realize I’m picturing my panties dangling from the fireman’s teeth.

      Good Lord, Quinn. Get a hold of yourself.

      That big, booming laugh.

      Yes, I think it’s the laugh that’s drawing me to him so deeply.

      I’ve never just let a sound fly out of my mouth like that. My laughter must be ladylike, even-tempered. Don’t be shrill, dear. That’s another thing my mother used to say to me while growing up.

      I’ve lived in this comfort zone of proper behavior for twenty-four years, but lately I’ve been dying to break out of the mold. These days, when I place a bite of perfectly cooked langoustine into my mouth, I have the most inappropriate urge to throw my arms up in a touchdown pose. Last night, I was at Le Bernadin, sampling their menu for my critique, and I was treated to a decadent Mont Blanc with a rum, caramel mousse—and I wanted to pull up my skirt and dance on the table. Right there in front of the nervous chef.

      I didn’t, of course.

      But I bet a hundred dollars that Desmond the firefighter wouldn’t even hesitate to throw up his arms or laugh or have whatever reaction he desired.

      There’s something so appealing about that confidence.

      If only I could go to a restaurant and order some for myself.

      Are there classes for learning how to be oneself?

      Maybe a crash course on confidence?

      If there was, Desmond would be a fantastic teacher.

      And now I’m back to thinking of my panties hanging from his teeth.

      Sitting up straighter in my chair, I try to observe all three contestants fairly, but my gaze continually strays back to Desmond. At six foot four (at least), he fairly demands attention. Throw in the beard, the twinkling humor in his eyes and the tattooed biceps—and he is the furthest thing from my type imaginable.

      You don’t have a type, you lima bean.

      That’s right. I’ve been pushed into conversations with men—by my mother, of course—at gala openings, but made excuses to walk away before any dates could be made. Much to my mother’s disgust. Those men were suited, pedigreed and…boring.

      Exactly like me.

      I should really let one of them take me out, get married in a tasteful ceremony this spring, post our announcement in the Times and promptly have two children. That’s what I should do. That is what’s expected of me.

      What would it be like to find myself in the strong arms of Desmond instead?

      “Miss Quinn Beverley!” The host’s grating voice catches me off-guard and I almost fall out of my chair. Then my knees start to knock. I was warned that there would be a speaking component to being on this show, but I forgot as soon as I walked through the curtain and saw Desmond towering over his work station. “It’s such an honor to have you among our esteemed panel of judges this evening. At only twenty-four you have become a highly respected restaurant critic here in New York City. What made you decide to put yourself through this torture today?”

      There are a million casual answers I could give. I’ve even got a joke knocking around in my noggin somewhere. But with Desmond’s eyes burning a hole in me, I accidentally blurt the truth instead. “I wanted to be unexpected.” Fire ants crawl over my cheeks and I can actually hear my knees striking one another now. “I hide at home…usually…in between appointments. I thought, maybe, this would make me uncomfortable and…”

      Oh God, everyone is staring at me and I’m not making any sense.

      Can they edit this part out? Will this go viral?

      “It’s good to make yourself uncomfortable sometimes, right?” I finish, fidgeting furiously with my locket. “Not that I’d know. This is my first time doing it.”

      The host is staring at me half perplexed, half thrilled that I’ve just word vomited and overshared while the cameras rolled. “Why yes,” he says, drawing the words out. “Great answer.”

      I’m pretty sure when the host turns away, he rolls his eyes at the audience because laughter fills the studio. In an effort to ground myself, I return my attention to Desmond and find his death glare locked on the host, his jaw grinding ominously. His expression softens when he looks back at me, though and a tribe of butterflies whip around in my throat.

      After that, time seems to move at an odd pace. My heart beats in time with the countdown clock while watching Desmond work. Occasionally, his sisters shout something insulting at him from the audience and he calls back without missing a beat. But he’s never mean, never biting. He’s been ambushed on a reality show and he’s simply amused. Taking it all in stride. I would be crying in a fetal position, if it were me.

      The buzzer peels and I jump a foot in the air.

      “All right, judges! Join me down in the kitchen, if you please. It’s time to test some cakes—and I use that term loosely!” The host waves us forward and I travel around the judges table on unsteady legs. Every step takes me closer to Desmond, making my palms dampen, my tongue feel knotted. Thank God all I have to do is put cake in my mouth—at that I am an expert.

      When I reach the host’s side at center stage, Desmond is only a few yards away and he gives me a slow smile, crossing those beefy arms across his chest.

      Can I have a bite of him instead?

      “Ms. Beverley,” prompts the host. “It’s your turn.”

      “Right.” Pasting on my unreadable critic’s expression, I take the offered fork and test all three cakes. The first wasn’t in the oven long enough and fairly leaks out onto the plate. Oh my. I give the blonde contestant a comforting smile. Next up is Desmond and a thrill races up my back. I’m eating something he prepared. With those huge, working man’s hands.

      I fork a bite into my mouth and try not to be obvious about rolling it around on my tongue, but Desmond knows. He knows this is the closest I’ve ever come to sex and his smile disappears, replaced by something I don’t recognize. His features are tight, his tongue roving along his bottom lip.

      “And the final cake?” The host gives me a playful elbow in the side and Desmond bares his teeth at the man. Hoping to keep the peace, I sample the final cake and set my fork down. “Now it’s time to vote! Sebastian Cove, would you like to cast yours first?”

      The expert baker turned judge nods briskly at the blonde girl’s cake. “This one.”

      “Erm—really?” The host chokes. “But it’s—”

      “Don’t make me repeat myself,” Sebastian snaps back.

      “Right.” The host scurries in the opposite direction, stopping in front of Aiden Tulane, the hockey player famous for fighting on the ice, and the third judge. “Mr. Tulane? Do you have a verdict?”

      He smiles and a gold tooth winks from the corner of his mouth. “Yeah. The beautiful redhead. Who else?”

      Said redheaded contestant seems determined to appear nonchalant, but her fingers are trembling slightly.

      “So far we have a two-way tie,” the host says, sidling up next to me and putting the microphone under my nose. “Ms. Beverley…would you care to break it for us?”

      “I, um…” My pulse tickles the inside so of my veins and I shift side to side under the power of Desmond’s stare. His cake was the best one—hands down—so I’m not lying when I say, “Desmond gets my vote.”

      With a victory yell, the fireman throws his chef’s hat up in the air and catches it. Behind him in the audience, his sister’s jeer at his back, but he only chuckles in response.

      When my cheeks start to protest, I realize I’m smiling like a dodo bird.

      Meanwhile the host is visibly panicked. “Uh…well, this is unprecedented.” He laughs nervously. “I mean, of course it is. This is the first episode…” He clears his throat. “Might be the last, too, since we were clearly unprepared for his outcome! I hereby declare a three-way tie!”

      The audience delivers the slowest clap in history and as soon as the cameras go dark, I’m being ushered backstage by two girls in headsets. They’re rushing through an explanation of the forms I need to sign and a post-filming interview I need to conduct. But I’m more interested in the firefighter whose gaze I can feel drilling into my back. I look back over my shoulder and find Desmond staring after me. He takes a step in my direction, as if he’s going to chase me down, but before he can advance, his sisters step into his path and block him.

      Disappointment makes my shoulders slump.

      I guess that’s that. I’ll never see him again.

      Little do I know how wrong that assumption is…
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      She’s not getting away from me that easily.

      My sisters must have sensed my interest in Quinn because they thwarted my mission to get the restaurant critic’s phone number. And if I’m being completely honest, getting her number seems pretty damn mild compared to what I really want from this woman. I’ve had a boulder in my stomach since seeing her up close and personal during the judging round. She’s done something to me. I can’t blink without seeing her face.

      I walk through the backstage area, stepping over wires and winding around equipment. One of the producers told me I’d find her in the green room, but when I opened that door, I found the redhead contestant making out with the hockey player. My classy girl was nowhere to be seen and I’m starting to panic.

      Come on, Quinn. Where are you?

      Out of the corner of my eye, I see a small figure bypass a snoring cameraman and duck out the back door. I don’t see the person’s face, but the elegant way they move tells me it’s Quinn and I stride in that direction, determined to reach her before vanishes into the wilds of Manhattan.

      I catch the backstage door before it closes, my long legs making it easy to catch up with her on the sidewalk. She sucks in a breath and halts, blinking up at me—and fuck me, she’s so beautiful, I forget what year it is. A moment later, I manage to recover. “Ah come on, you didn’t think I’d just let you leave, right?”

      Her pretty lips open and close, her hand tightening around the strap of her purse. “I don’t know what you mean.”

      Wow. Really? I couldn’t have been more obvious about my interest in her without drooling all over my workstation. My dick is solid as a rock right now. I had to untuck my T-shirt so I won’t get arrested for public indecency. Is it possible Quinn doesn’t know how goddamn gorgeous and sweet she is? How does she make it through life without every person she meets telling her? Maybe I should take this slow, so she doesn’t bug out. If she didn’t even notice my attraction to her, she might call 911 if I explain how badly I need her in my bed.

      “Uh, yeah.” I clear my throat. “It would be rude not to thank you for voting for me. Can I buy you some gratitude coffee?”

      Her smile heats my blood. “Gratitude coffee?”

      “It’s the best kind.” I step toward Quinn, wanting to brush a stray hair out of her face, but my sudden closeness steals her smile and she looks like she’s going to hyperventilate. Yeah, I definitely need to take this slow. I’ve even more positive now that she’s as innocent as she looks. She’s worth all the time in the world, though, so I’m going to go as slowly as she needs. “Are you a coffee critic, too, or does the closest Starbucks work for you?”

      She pushes up her glasses with a slim index finger. “It’s a little known secret that you can get the best coffee in New York City at your local bodega.”

      Fuck, she’s so cute. “Is that right?”

      Her nod is solemn.

      “Take me to the closest bodega, then.”

      She glances back at the studio door. “What about your sisters?”

      “I sent them shoe shopping.” So I could be alone with you. “That should occupy them for the next week or so.”

      Quinn giggles and I check the urge to adjust myself. God, she’s having a crazy effect on me. I’m not a player or anything, but I’ve dated steadily since I was old enough to drive. Not a single one of the girls I’ve taken out made me this hot. Made me this protective. Made me want to know every single detail about her, down to the minute she was born.

      Take it easy. You’re going slow, remember?

      Hell, she might not even be interested in me. She might want some upper crust type, right? Some lucky bastard who’ll bring her to the opera and make deals on the golf course.

      I realize I’m clenching my fist so tight, my nails have broken the skin on my palms.

      If I want to take this slow, I can’t think of her with another man.

      The very idea makes me want to drag her into the closest hotel and lay my claim.

      “Desmond?” She toes the sidewalk. “Did you change your mind?”

      “Hell no, sweetheart.” I take her elbow and steer her away from the studio. “One thing about me is I never change my mind, once it’s made up.”

      “Me either.” She nods briskly. “I know exactly what I want as soon as I look at the menu.”

      “What about in other areas of your life?”

      She looks up at me. “What other areas?”

      A knot forms in my chest and I remember what she said during filming. I hide at home…usually…in between appointments. I thought, maybe, this would make me uncomfortable and…

      “Never mind, sweetheart,” I say, gruffly. “You know a good bodega in this neighborhood?”

      “No,” she says, chewing her lip. “But there’s one every five blocks—” She cuts herself off, beaming at something in the distance. “There’s one.”

      I slide my hand up and settle it on her shoulder, making sure all the cars have stopped before guiding her across the street. “Great. I’m buying.”

      A few minutes later, we’re standing inside the bodega with our paper cups of doctored coffee in our hands. Quinn seems to be more interested in my reaction than her own drink, however. She leans in a little when I take a sip, holding her breath, eyes wide. “Well? What do you think?”

      The hot liquid slides down my throat, the perfect combination of bitter and rich, prompting me to let out a satisfied groan. “I think I’ve been wasting my money.” I examine the cup. “Holy shit, I can’t believe this was a dollar.”

      She’s bouncing she’s so excited. “Right? I wish more people knew.”

      I sigh dramatically. “I guess it’s only fair I take you to dinner with the money I’m saving.”

      Her movements cease. “Oh, you don’t have to do that.”

      “Jesus, Quinn. I want to,” I say, laughing.

      “Really?” Her brow remains furrowed and I swear to Christ, I almost kiss her then and there, so she’ll realize taking her out will be the furthest thing from a chore for me. Truthfully, I’m kind of pissed off this woman has no idea she’s a ten. No, a twenty.

      Who is responsible for this?

      Unless…

      She’s just playing dumb until I give up, because I’m not her type.

      Thinking like that makes my stomach twist.

      “Do you date a lot, sweetheart?”

      She pauses halfway through a sip, lowering her cup. “No. I haven’t at all, actually.” Pink stains her cheeks and I watch a slow transformation take her over. One second she seems kind of embarrassed, the next she’s squaring her shoulders and lifting her chin. “No guts, no glory,” she mutters to herself. “Actually, Desmond, I was kind of wondering…”

      “Yeah?”

      “W-well, you’re just so charismatic and confident, you know? Look how you just approached me and suggested coffee. I could never do that. I’d be too worried about saying the wrong thing or getting rejected or being boring if the person said yes. And I just thought…actually, I was thinking earlier…” She closes her eyes and blurts the rest. “What if you could teach me to be more confident like that?”

      Oh, sweetheart. How is she not in my arms yet? I’m aching over here. “Quinn, you should be confident. You’re amazing.”

      “I…” She rears back a little, surprised. “Thank you, but being confident is easier said than done. Is there no way you’d consider…a lesson?”

      “A lesson.”

      “You think I’m crazy for suggesting it.”

      “I didn’t say that.” A million questions vie for attention in my head, but one stands out more than the others. “You want a lesson from me so you can ask out other men?”

      “M-men…” Quinn stutters, unable to meet my eyes. “Well, sure, I think that would be one advantage, don’t you? Being more assertive.” She rolls her lips inward. “Maybe if I feel confident and even”—her voice drops to a whisper—“sexy, that self-assurance will extend to other areas of my life. Making friends and taking risks. Things like that.”

      “So the purpose of this lesson with me is to feel sexy?” All right, I’m not hating the sound of this. Although, getting confirmation that she wants to ask out other men is fucking with my head—and my heart—big time. I don’t want those beautiful hazel eyes to look at another man. Ever. But there might be a chance here to prove I can be her one. The only man she ever wants to ask out again. Period. “If I’m going to make you feel sexy, Quinn, that means we’ll be touching. A lot.”

      Does her gaze rake over my chest? “It crossed my mind,” she whispers.

      Hope swells in my middle—and lower—fattening my cock in my jeans. “You want that? My hands on you?” I drop my head toward hers. “My mouth on you. All over you.”

      She swallows. “Yes. I-in the name of education, of course.”

      My hope deflates a little. My dick does not. “Right.” I drain my coffee in a few gulps and toss the paper cup in the trash can. “No time to waste. We better start tonight.”

      “Tonight?” she squeaks. “How? Where?”

      I wink at her. “My place. Queens.”

      “Queens?”

      My laugh echoes in the bodega. “It’s over the bridge, sweetheart, not on the moon.”

      “Yes, but…I don’t have clothes or a toothbrush or—”

      “Let’s head to your place first, then.” I put a hand on the small of her back and ease her toward the exit. “Don’t pack a lot of clothes, though. You won’t be needing them.”

      “Oh my,” Quinn murmurs, putting a wrist to her forehead. “You’re going to be the first man to…” She stops short. “To be in my apartment.”

      “That’s one hell of a euphemism.”

      “It wasn’t. My cat is going to have a heart attack.”

      “A pussy joke now? You’re on fire.”

      Her giggle makes me want to propose marriage, right there on the filthy sidewalk. I hail a cab and help her into the backseat, her hand so perfect in mine. So right. And I know I’ve got one night to make this woman fall for me, the way I’ve fallen for her.

      Don’t mess it up.
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      My apartment seems so much smaller with this giant man inside of it.

      As predicted, my cat reacts like she’s been electrocuted at the sight of a stranger and vanishes. I trip over my area rug because Desmond is so distracting, picking up my little knickknacks with his big paws, turning them over as if he’s trying to learn about me through my possessions.

      Stop that fanciful thinking.

      He’s doesn’t have feelings for me.

      No. Not only did we meet just this morning, but I’ve sort of coerced him into teaching me how to be sexy and confident. He’s a beautiful firefighter with an outgoing personality—surely he wants nothing serious with awkward, introverted me. So why has he agreed to help me? Well I don’t know a lot about men, but I’m quite certain they don’t turn down no-strings flings with a woman. That’s all tonight will be for Desmond.

      For me?

      A whole other story.

      I’m drawn to this man, even more than I’m enticed by a well-seasoned French cassoulet. He’s kind and funny and listens to me when I speak. His hearty laugh matches the rest of him. Even his heart, I’m sensing. I can still feel his hand on the base of my spine as he led me across the street and the memory of his protectiveness makes me want to…to…bite his thick thighs. Yes, bite them. Sensually.

      I hardly know myself anymore—and I kind of like that.

      I like how brave and unconcerned with keeping up appearances I am around him. There is no worry about having the proper response or filling holes with small talk about the weather. He makes me feel comfortable in my own skin.

      Even so, I cannot believe I basically asked him to be my sex tutor. I can’t believe I am actually going to go through with it—and more than that, I’m excited. A night in Queens! It might as well be Madagascar for all the time I’ve spent there. But I’m eager to see Desmond’s house. If I only have one night to revel in him, I’m going to make the most out of it.

      I realize I’ve been quietly staring at him like a nutcase for a solid two minutes.

      “Would you like anything to drink?” I blurt.

      “No, thanks. I’m good.” He points at a picture on the mantle. The one of me holding a framed copy of my first restaurant review in the New York Times, an older woman standing behind me. “This your mother?”

      “Yes.” At the mention of my mother, I automatically try to smooth the wrinkles from my dress. “If she knew how forward I’ve been with you, she would be scheduling extra therapy sessions through next year.”

      He grins. “She’s a little strait-laced?”

      “That’s an understatement.” I twist the diamond stud in my ear. “I think she means well. She wants what’s best for me, but sometimes I wish she’d let me decide what that is. I’ve spent so long trying to please her, I don’t know how to…”

      “Please yourself?”

      “Yes.”

      Desmond touches his tongue to the corner of his mouth. “I can help with that.”

      “I hope so,” I whisper, his smoky tone making my toes curl in my sensible heels. “I’m going to pack. I won’t be a moment.”

      “I’ll help.”

      My steps falter on the way to my bedroom, tingles crawling up my spine at the sound of his heavy footsteps behind me. I wasn’t lying when I said I’d never had a man in my apartment and wow, what a man to select for the first time. He’s such a presence. So male.

      When he asked me if I want to become more confident so I can ask out other men, I fudged my answer a little. Sure, I suppose someday in the future, tonight’s lesson will come in handy, but I can barely remember other men exist when Desmond is close. I wonder how long it will take me to move on once the tutorial is complete and he’s gotten his fill.

      A pang in my chest catches me off guard and I massage it on the way into my bedroom. Pushing open the door, I look at my space through Desmond’s eyes. Light, tasteful, lots of white and yellow and orange. Books and food magazines scattered everywhere. This is the only area of my life that I control completely and letting him see it is as intimate as a kiss.

      Not that I would know that for sure.

      But by tonight, I will.

      Trying to hide the hot shiver passing through me, I kneel down and tug an overnight bag from beneath the bed. Desmond’s hand appears in front of me, his blunt fingers sliding under the handle and lifting it on to the bed.

      He squints an eye at me. “What do you think about letting me pack for you?”

      My hands twist in front of me. “Oh, I don’t know…”

      “If you pack for yourself, what will you bring?”

      “Well, some pajamas, of course—”

      “Quinn. You’re already overpacking.”

      I sputter for a good five seconds. “Are you suggesting I’ll be sleeping naked?”

      “You’ll be wearing me. That’s it.” He says those words so casually. Meanwhile, I’m tongue-tied watching him open my underwear drawer. “I had you pegged for a white panties girl.” He dangles one of my many white bikini briefs from his fingers. “I was right.”

      My face warms. “That’s not all I have. There’s gray and beige in there, too. Probably.” I wave at him. “Sift around.”

      “I didn’t say I wasn’t a fan of the white ones, sweetheart.”

      “Are you a fan?”

      He makes a considering sound. “I’d have to see them on you to make that judgment.”

      “You will be seeing them,” I say, breathily, my thighs feeling oddly liquefied. “Tonight, under the covers, in the glow of some tasteful lighting.”

      A corner of his mouth edges up. “Damn, Quinn. You’re cute as hell.” He drops my panties back into the drawer and comes toward me, slowly. “You could show them to me now.”

      My hand flies to my chest, wrapping around the locket. “But it’s so bright in here.”

      “Quinn, you asked me to help make you more confident. Let me do my job.”

      My nerves are running circles in my tummy. “How is this going to make me more confident?”

      Desmond steps into my space and places his lips against the crown of my head. His male scent is wrapped in baking ingredients, thanks to the morning’s activities, and he smells incredible. I could bask for days in his aroma alone, but then his big hands cup my hips, squeezing, and sliding lower. The tips of his fingers inch under the edge of my dress, moving side to side, but not lifting.

      “I’ll tell you why this is going to work. Seeing your panties is going to make me so hot, Quinn. I’m already hard…” he murmurs against my ear. “I’ve been hard since you walked out from behind the curtain this morning. But I’m going to get harder when you lift this dress. When you see what you’re capable of doing to my cock, you’re going to feel a lot more confident, aren’t you?”

      My breath catches. “Y-you’re going to show it to me?”

      His tongue traces the shell of my ear. “If you want to see it, yes.”

      I do. Really bad. Is it worth biting the bullet and stepping outside my comfort zone so I can see that part of Desmond’s body? Yes. Yes, it is.

      My nod is vigorous. “Okay.”

      “Good girl,” Desmond says, his teeth catching my earlobe, his hands cinching my dress up and over my hips. I don’t realize until the cool air kisses my thighs that moisture is soaking through the crotch of my panties. Is he going to see that?

      “I…um, I…”

      His palms stroke down over my bottom, squeezing, and I forget my protests. There has never been anything more divine than his warm, strong touch cupping and massaging me so intimately, as if he’s my owner.

      Desmond reverses our positions and walks me backward towards the bed, gently pushing me down onto the edge. Keeping his eyes locked on mine, he grasps my knees and spreads them wide. My pulse is firing off like bottle rockets as he steps back, straightening to his full heights and running his gaze down to the juncture of my thighs. “Jesus Christ,” he groans, fisting his erection through his pants. “Look at what a hot piece you are.”

      “A piece?” I breathe, feeling more moisture rushing down to slick my folds.

      “That’s right.” He lowers the zipper of his pants, slowly. “You’re beautiful and smart, Quinn. Sweet as hell. But I forget about everything but getting my dick in that pussy when you show it off to me. That little honeypot between your legs looks like a tight piece of heaven, doesn’t it? God yeah, it does. I want to forget you’re a classy city girl and be rough with it.”

      Have I melted into the mattress? I’m so warm. So tingly. “You do?”

      “Fuck yeah, I do.” He drags his tongue along the masculine curve of his lower lip. “Grab the sides of your panties and twist. Make them tighter.”

      Such an erotic suggestion should make me giggle or sputter a protest, but his expression is so hot and eager, I find my fingers sliding beneath the side waistband of my panties on both sides and winding the material around my finger. Briefly, I glance down to witness what Desmond is seeing and my lips pop open at the sight that greets me. My underwear is practically see-through, due to my wetness, and the split of my womanhood is visible, along with my narrow strip of light brown hair.

      With a growl, Desmond reaches into the open V of his pants and withdraws his erection—and I can do nothing but stare, my jaw in the vicinity of my lap. Honestly, it could pass for a forearm if it wasn’t so beautifully curved. “Oh my God,” I whisper, not sure if I’m speaking in my head or out loud. “It’s as big as the rest of you.”

      Desmond’s chuckle sounds pained. “You’re making it that way, sweetheart.” He grips his girth so tightly, his knuckles bleed of color. “Goddamn, you’re gorgeous, sitting there with your legs spread, those innocent panties stretched over your little fuck hole. Christ.”

      His coarse words send a ripple of excitement through me. “You sound like you’re in pain,” I whisper, inching my knees a touch wider.

      “You have no idea,” he pushes through clenched teeth. “Quinn, I have to touch you. Just a little, sweetheart. I won’t fuck you yet, but I gotta take this edge off.”

      It might be crazy to trust Desmond so much, so soon, but I don’t question the impulse. I simply nod—and a split second later, I find myself flattened on the bed. Desmond’s big body presses down on mine, his hand between us, sliding his arousal upward through the thigh opening of my panties. My back arches on a moan when his shaft grinds down on my mound and he starts to pump his hips, snarling into my neck. He’s…humping me. Furiously. His hot breath creates condensation on my neck and shoulder, one of his hands holding my hips steady, the other rifling through my hair.

      I’m a prisoner.

      I couldn’t escape if I tried.

      I’m his…piece. He’s dry rutting me to satisfy his male urges and I should be scandalized, right? Yes, perhaps. But I find my thighs wrapped around his thrusting hips, my toes digging into his flexing buttocks. The heavy steel of his inches gather a little more of my wetness with every frantic movement of his hips and the squelching sound fills the room, along with the increasing volume of his grunts.

      “Fuck, Quinn. I’m sorry, I can’t stop. I can’t stop.” His hips piston so fast now, I have to clench my back teeth together to keep them from clacking. “Your pussy is too pretty. Gotta ride it. Gotta get my come on it.”

      Something swells inside me. Is it feminine pride?

      Yes, I think it is.

      Look at me! I’m turned this big, brave hero into a servant to his own needs. He can’t seem to resist me—and that is thrilling. This morning, when I got dressed in this room, I was worried about having flyaway hairs on camera. Those fears seem distant and silly now when I’m a woman who can turn a man on to the point of a frenzy.

      It’s working.

      My confidence is growing.

      With that realization in mind, I slide my hands under them hem of Desmond’s shirt, lightly dragging my fingernails up the flexing breadth of his muscles, then scoring his skin on the way back down. “Oh fuck!” Desmond growls, his hand leaving my hair to wrap around my throat. “You want to be bad, little girl?”

      “Yes,” I push through my swollen lips. Halfway through croaking my answer, Desmond leans back and flips me over onto my stomach. I’m still gasping into the bedding when Desmond yanks my panties down to my knees and cracks his palm against my right buttock. Once, twice, a third time, before switching to the left cheek and giving it the same treatment, eliciting the delicious sting I didn’t know I was missing. “Oh my God, Desmond, more,” I moan, pushing my backside up like a beggar.

      “Ah, Quinn. If only you could see what I see. That pussy got so wet, it soaked your virgin asshole, too. That makes me jealous. You want me jealous, sweetheart?”

      “No,” I manage, rubbing my breasts on the mattress, the rough friction delivering a bolt of lightning to my clit. “No, I don’t want that.”

      Desmond works the head of his shaft between my bottom cheeks, without gentleness. “Then you better let me wet up that asshole, too, huh?”

      “Yes,” I sob, barely aware of what I’m agreeing to, only knowing I want Desmond to keep touching me. For hours. Days. Maybe forever. “Please!”

      “Good girl. Reach down between your legs and play with your clit. I’m not coming without you.” When I can only lie there sucking wind, he falls forward onto my back, his teeth sinking into my shoulder. “I said, finger fuck yourself while I beat off into your tight ass. Do as you’re told, little girl.”

      I’m so turned on I don’t know if I can survive it. This is not how I imagined physical intimacy would be. This is dirty and desperate and messy—and I love it. I don’t know how I’ll go another minute without craving it for the rest of my life. Pressing my open mouth to the bed, I reach down between my thighs and wiggle my middle fingers against my clit, crying out when a hot shudder of lust tightens up every muscle I own.

      Desmond’s fist starts to move, meeting the split of my backside with every stroke of his manhood, his guttural groans filling my bedroom. I writhe beneath him, the pressure building in my belly, lower, my thighs starting to tremble. Oh my God, I’ve never orgasmed like this. It’s going to be like a bomb going off and nothing will ever be the same. I’m rocking my hips now, riding my two stiff fingers while Desmond grows thicker and thicker between my cheeks.

      “Ah fuck, I’m going to blow.” He kisses the side of my neck hard, raking the spot with his teeth. “You with me?”

      Am I ever.

      His teeth graze the sensitive spot beneath my ear and I bear down, my thigh and stomach muscles seizing. A scream winds up my throat and I muffle the sound against the mattress, exhilaration and pleasure wracking every inch of me. Desmond grunts loud and long, his strokes going so fast and hard, I’m going to have bruises on my butt later, but I know it’ll be worth it. That belief turns even more solid when he presses the wide head of his erection right up against my back entrance and roars, hot, syrupy liquid filling the split of my bottom. It drips down and coats my femininity, my thighs, the bedding, and still he continues to climax.

      At some point, he ceases fondling himself and all-out humps my buttocks again, cursing and moaning into my hair. “Jesus Christ. World’s sweetest little fuck toy right here,” he grates, his thrusts turning uneven and slowing, before he drops down on top of me, laboring the breath. “You ruined me. You ruined me.”

      I want to ask what he means, but just as I open my mouth to speak, there’s a knock at my apartment door. “Quinn, darling? Open up. I want to hear all about the quaint little reality show you filmed this morning. Do I need to pay anyone to edit your speaking parts?”

      My throat fills with pressure and I scramble out from beneath Desmond. “It’s my mother. Oh my God.”

      His eyes heat as they look me over and I realize my panties are still around my knees and my skirt is rucked up around my waist. Not only that, but there is a significant amount of Desmond’s spend dripping down my inner thighs. Did that all just really happen? Did I really just masturbate myself while a burly fireman from Queens pleasured himself with my bottom?

      Desmond’s grin tells me it did, indeed, happen.

      As do the fluttering wings in my stomach.

      There’s another knock at the door. “Quinn? I know you’re in there. You’re always home. No matter how many times I’ve tried to fill your social calendar.”

      Desmond’s amusement fades, his dark brows drawing together. “Don’t answer.”

      “I have to,” I whisper back, wringing my hands. “She won’t give up.”

      He stands, zipping himself back into his pants. “It sounds like she just wants to be let in so she can make you feel shitty about yourself.”

      “You’re not wrong.”

      I’m cemented to the spot as he makes his way toward me, his hand lifting to cup my cheek. “How did you feel when we were on the bed together?”

      “Confident,” I whisper.

      He nods, his attention dipping to my mouth. “And now?”

      “Not.”

      Irritation ripples across his expression, though I know it’s not directed at me. No, he’s vexed on my behalf and that feels…wonderful. To have an ally. “Pack,” Desmond says, leaning down to kiss my forehead. “Whatever makes you feel sexy. Preferably something I can take off fast.” With that, he turns on a heel and starts to leave my bedroom. Before he walks out, he turns with a hand on the doorjamb. “You trust me, sweetheart?”

      I only hesitate a second. “Yes.”

      But I never could have imagined what happens next. I watch through a crack as Desmond opens my front door, shocking my mother so handily, she literally clutches her pearls. “Who, might I ask, are you?”

      “Desmond,” he says, a grin in his voice. “You must be Quinn’s mother.”

      “Yes, I am.”

      “Nice to meet you.” Briefly, he looks back at me over his shoulder, as if trying to determine whether or not I’m listening. Then he turns back to my mother, saying quietly, “About Quinn’s social calendar? Consider it full. Permanently.”

      The door closes on her stunned face.

      By the time Desmond reenters the bedroom, I’ve hidden my blooming smile and started packing. I know Desmond didn’t necessarily mean he would be taking up my social calendar for the foreseeable future. After all, he readily agreed to give me lessons so I could attract other men, didn’t he?

      A twinge catches me in the throat.

      Either way, I will owe him forever for standing up for me.

      And we still have tonight, don’t we?

      Could it ever be enough?
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      I’m in deep.

      God help me if I can’t convince Quinn to love me, because I can’t imagine the world continuing to turn without her smile in my life, lighting it up. Her voice, her scent. Her vulnerable yet observant eyes.

      That body.

      We’re in the back of an Uber now, headed to Queens, and I have to bite my fist to keep from groaning out loud. Back in her bedroom, I really only meant to show Quinn how hard she makes me, but as soon as I saw that pussy, I turned into a fiend. There was one objective in my life—getting off before the lust she inspired made me black out.

      I’m a firefighter. We’re supposed to be disciplined. We’re cool headed and possess a legendary self control, but I definitely just pulled down her lily white panties and humped her until I couldn’t see straight. I’m surprised she still agreed to come spend the night with me after the lack of control I showed her, but hell am I grateful.

      I’ll go slow and do things right next time.

      Thank God there’s a next time.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I observe Quinn, trying to get a read on her. But I can’t. Is this really just a lesson to her? Or is she experiencing even an ounce of the attraction I’ve had going on since the beginning?

      Just thinking of the possibility that she’s really only using me as a stepping stone makes my chest tighten up and I have to breathe through my nose.

      Don’t mess this up.

      She might be too upper crust for a man like me, but if she gives me a shot, I’ll treat her better than any prick in a monkey suit could. I’ll worship her with every breath.

      It’s getting dark now and with the city lights in our rearview, Queens spreads out before us, lively in its own right, but less frenetic than Manhattan. Judging we’re about five minutes from my house, I reach over and thread our fingers together on the seat and she glances down, startled. “This okay?”

      She ducks her head a little and nods, pressing her lips together to hide a smile. “Sure.” A thought seems to occur to her and she sucks in a breath. “What about your sisters? Did we leave them behind?”

      “Don’t worry, I texted them to let them know we’re headed to Bayside. They’ll take the train home when the shoe stores kick them out.”

      Quinn settles back once more against the seat. “So why did they nominate you for the baking show?” Her eyes sparkle. “Are you a mean brother?”

      I act wounded. “Do I seem mean?”

      “No,” she murmurs. “The opposite. I think the best part of the show was watching you and your sisters tease each other.”

      “Then you’d love Sunday dinner at my mother’s house.”

      Her attention flashes to mine and I clear my throat hard. Too far, moron. Suggesting she’d enjoy meeting your mother? Why don’t you just propose and really freak her out?

      “Um.” She shifts and crosses her legs, revealing a mouthwatering view of her thigh. “What does your mother cook for Sunday dinner?”

      “Roast chicken, usually. Potatoes.”

      Her sigh is drawn out. “I bet it’s amazing.”

      “We fight over every last bite.” Reminding myself of her profession, I shake my head. “It might not be what you’re used to—”

      “It might be better.” Does she realize she’s rubbing the pad of her thumb against my hand? I don’t know, but I’d die before calling attention to it, in case she stops. When she speaks again, her voice is kind of dreamlike. “Sometimes, I wish the chefs I review would stop trying to outdo each other and strip back to the basics. I don’t need food to be scientific, just good.”

      “If it’s not broken, don’t fix it.”

      Her smile brightens the back of the dark car. “Exactly.”

      Christ. My mom would eat her up.

      She’d give me her wedding ring and beg me to propose to Quinn with it.

      And I would. I’d be on my knee a second later.

      “So…” I realize I’ve been staring at her too long when she bites her lip, the moonlight highlighting her flushed cheeks. “You’re not a mean brother, then?”

      “I’m a protective one. Though it might be hard for Melissa and Steph to tell the difference sometimes.” I push my free hand through my hair. “They date these assholes, you know? It’s as if they forget men can’t be trusted—and it’s my job to remind them.”

      Quinn’s eyebrows are near her hairline, a smile playing around her beautiful lips. “Does that mean you can’t be trusted?”

      “No.” Before I can second guess myself, I unbuckle my seatbelt and move closer, tickling her ribs gently. “That’s not what it means, smart ass.”

      “Why not?” she giggles. “Why are you the exception?”

      “Because I’d give up everything before I put tears in your eyes.” By the time I finish speaking, our mouths are an inch apart.

      Her breath is hitting my lips in soft, little puffs and her eyelids seem to grow heavy. Yeah, this is a woman who wants to be kissed, and I have no choice but to oblige her. Because if I don’t taste her, I’m pretty sure I’m going to explode.

      I reach up and press my thumb to the center of her lower lip, tugging it down gently, so I can lock our mouths together. She makes a mewling noise, shifting closer, as if needing to get close as possible. In the process, her tits graze my chest and I feel her pointed nipples. As if I didn’t just come harder than all of my previous orgasms combined, my cock stiffens in my pants and I have to fight the urge to pick up Quinn and settle her on my lap in a straddle. But no. I’m not fucking her in the back of this Uber—and that’s exactly what would happen. I’m more and more desperate to be inside her with every moment that ticks by.

      Instead, I sip at her upper lip, tracing the seam of her mouth with my tongue, loving the way she melts toward me, her fingers curling in the neckline of my shirt.

      “Desmond,” she whispers.

      The animal inside me is starved for the taste of my name in her mouth. Need. One second, the kiss is gentle, the next I’m wrapping her hair around my fist, slanting her head so I can get my tongue deep, taste every inch of her. Fuck. This woman is addiction and love and home and sex, all rolled into one. I’m rock hard and throbbing behind my zipper, my balls tight and aching.

      “Tell me you’re going to open your thighs for me tonight, Quinn.” I kiss her again, long and hard, our tongues lapping together. “Tell me you’re going to scream for this big cock.”

      “I want to take it,” she moans, her head falling back, gifting my mouth with the long, luscious line of her throat, which I greedily lick. “I need to take it.”

      Precome gushes from the tip of my dick. Goddamn, I’m not going to make it home. I’m actually considering throwing her down on the seat and pounding one out on top of her sweet, perfect body, but the driver clears his throat hard—and I realize we’re idling at the curb outside my house.

      Quinn realizes it at the same moment, her gasp turning into a giggle.

      Before I know it, I’m amused along with her, my crack of laughter filling the Uber.

      We’re still laughing as I take her in my arms and carry her up the pathway to my house. When we reach the front steps, she tries to wiggle free of my grip, but I hold fast, maintaining eye contact as we cross over the threshold.

      God willing, it won’t be the last time I do it.
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      I’ve never been so aware that my house is decorated for a bachelor.

      Yankees memorabilia hangs on the walls of my living room, there are discarded socks under the coffee table and muddy boots in my entry way. Quinn doesn’t seem to be turned off by any of it, though. No, she’s more fascinated than anything, like she’s walking off a spaceship onto an alien planet. Kind of like how I felt walking into her apartment, except her place smelled better and had been cleaned within the last month.

      “Sorry about…well, everything,” I say, scrubbing at the back of my neck. “My sisters are always on me about sprucing up, but I kept putting it off. The regret is real.”

      “Don’t apologize.” She turns in an elegant circle, cataloging everything with her eyes. “It actually looks like someone lives here. I love that.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yes. My place looks like a Pottery Barn catalogue. My bedroom is the only part of my apartment I didn’t let my mother’s interior designer touch.”

      “Oh, yeah. Me too,” I deadpan. “I was very strict about the very same thing with my designer.”

      “Oh.” Her mouth spreads into a smile. “Is that right?”

      “Uh-huh.” The old floorboards groan under my feet as I close the distance in between us, settling my hands on her hips and massaging them roughly. “Don’t take my word for it, though. Come see the bedroom yourself.”

      Pink suffuses her cheeks, her palms sliding up and over my pecs. “Is that where you plan to conduct your lesson?”

      Lesson.

      The word is like a sword twisting in my gut.

      She’s here for a lesson while I’m ready to book the church for our wedding.

      Have I already forgotten my plan to take this slowly?

      Yeah, I think I have. Somewhere in between watching her get excited over bodega coffee and kissing her in the Uber, I’ve dropped off the edge of a cliff and landed in a whole sea of love for Quinn. But I need to remember her feelings aren’t moving at the same pace as mine. They couldn’t be. It’s not possible. So I have to take it easy or I risk scaring her off.

      “That’s right,” I say, my voice sounding rusty. “Consider the bedroom my office.”

      “And that makes me the client?”

      “My fees are reasonable.” God, no one has ever made me smile like this woman. Even the reminder that she’s not in love with me yet does nothing to douse my pure enjoyment of being with Quinn. I marvel over the feel of her small hand in mine as I lead her to the bedroom, guide her inside and turn on a lamp. Thankfully this room is cleaner than the rest of the house and my dirty laundry is in the basement in piles, as opposed to the floor.

      Raw possessiveness rolls through me like a storm, seeing her this close to my bed. Having her scent mingle with mine. Visions flash through my head of waking up with her in this very room on Sunday mornings, gripping the headboard while she rides me all naked and rosy from sleep. Or tickling our children when they jump into the bed at sunrise. How am I going to pretend like this is a casual lesson when the future is so close I can touch it?

      Quinn is taking a turn around the room, the hem of her dress brushing my bed. She stops in front of my stack of sports autobiographies and runs a fingertip over the top cover, making my groan inwardly, wishing those fingers were wrapped around my dick.

      “So, um…” She finally turns to me, her apprehension obvious. “Where do we begin?”

      I guess I can’t just pin her to the bed and make love to her. I’ve promised a lesson and I need her to believe my offer was genuine, right? Otherwise she might start to think I just brought her to Queens to make her my wife and procreate. “Right, uh…” I cough into my fist. “Earlier, if I’d been inside you, that would have been called the missionary position. Do you know any other positions men and women use?”

      “Yes.” She nods eagerly, but her shoulders quickly slump. “No.”

      Don’t worry, sweetheart. You’re going to know them all real soon.

      “Would you like me to show you some of the positions?”

      Her tits rise and fall. “A-are you going to be inside me?”

      “Eventually. When you’re ready.” I take the hem of my shirt in my hands and lift the garment up over my head, tossing it toward the hamper. “You don’t mind if I get comfortable, do you, Quinn?”

      Quinn is not hearing me.

      She’s in a trance, ogling my torso and I thank God for downtime at the firehouse. The weight lifting must have paid off. I sneak a quick glance at myself in the full-length mirror hanging on my closet door and suck in my stomach a little. All right, fine. I’ll add a few more crunches to my routine. There’s nothing I can do about the tattoos, though, and I hope like hell she likes them. I’ve got fire department ink and tats that represent my family. They’re everywhere, winding up my ribcage and coloring my chest, my shoulders. Do they bother her?

      “I can put my shirt back on—”

      “Please, please, don’t.”

      A laugh sneaks up on me. “Okay.”

      She toes off her shoes and pads over, hesitating only a second before running her hands up my abdomen and chest. “You’re incredible.”

      My heart clogs my throat. “Sweetheart, nothing is as incredible as you.”

      Quinn’s eyes tick up to mine, thoughts whirling in their depths. What is she thinking? Before I can ask her out loud, she takes the bottom of her dress in her hands, takes it off and drops it on the floor. My growl shakes the windowpanes. Fuck, she is delicious, in her white panties, her dark hair long enough that the strands cover her bare tits. “Show me,” she whispers.

      What am I showing her again?

      My cock is demanding immediate satisfaction. How am I supposed to concentrate?

      “The positions,” she prompts me, her eyes serious.

      “Right.” I might be teaching her about sex, but this is also my chance to show Quinn I’m the man she’s looking for. The man she needs. Those thoughts flood me with motivation. “If you’ve got a man strong enough to lift you…” I scoop a forearm under her butt and boost her off the ground, swallowing a moan when she automatically wraps her legs around my waist. “You can fuck just like this,” I whisper, right against her mouth. I thrust my hips upward, grinding into the soft, hot cushion of her pussy. “Keep in mind the man has to be strong—”

      “Like you?” she gasps, her head falling back.

      “Like me.” I race my open mouth up her exposed throat, taking a bite of the skin beneath her ear. “Look in the mirror. So you can memorize what this looks like.”

      Her eyes are dazed, but she attempts to refocus them on me. “M-mirror?”

      “Yeah.” I turn to the side and nod at my closet where the mirror hangs, our images reflected back—and God almighty, the picture she makes, half naked, her tits bouncing with my upward drives, is the sexiest shit I’ve ever fucking seen. “See, a man like me, he can grip your tight, young ass in his hands…” I grab hold of her cheeks. “And he can work you up and down on his cock, tilting his hips just right, so he can hit that little sugar clit.”

      Her thighs start to tremble. “I l-like this position,” she says, her teeth chattering, her heels digging into my ass. “Can you keep showing me for a-a while? Please?”

      My future wife is already about to come, is she? Hell yeah.

      “Anything you want, sweetheart,” I mutter thickly, walking her toward the closest wall, but keeping us in view of the mirror. “Now, if you’re fucking standing up, you can always move to the wall and get more leverage. More friction.”

      “Friction?” she whimpers.

      “Uh-huh.” I flatten her between me and the wall, yanking her knees up higher and hooking them over my hips. “Look over my shoulder at the mirror, sweetheart. Watch me fuck you on the wall.” I graze her neck with my teeth and work my hips feverishly, the bulge of my fly bumping and grinding against the thin layer of her panties. “Bet that tight pussy would have me halfway to coming already.”

      “Desmond, Desmond, Oh my God.”

      Her pupils are expanding and she’s holding her breath, telling me she’s about to have an orgasm, but I don’t want this to be over. By the time I’m finished with Quinn here, I want there to be no doubt in her mind that I’m the only one who can satisfy her. Ever.

      “I think you’re ready to learn another position.”

      She makes a sound of protest, but I’m already dragging her off the wall. I walk us to a spot directly in front of the mirror, letting her whimper and grind on my dick for a few blissful seconds, before I settle Quinn on her feet and turn her around.

      “Christ, look at you.” I gather her hair in my fist, so her body is on full display. Those perked up nipples, the soaked, white triangle between her thighs, her swollen mouth and bright eyes. Breathtaking. She’s an angel and I’m not worthy, but I’d fight a hundred armies by myself to possess her. “Nothing I could say would do you justice, Quinn. You’re extraordinary.” I drop a rough bite onto her shoulder. “Now get down on your hands and knees so I can teach you the next part of your lesson.”

      “Yes, Desmond,” she breathes, her knees landing on the floor before I’m done issuing the command. Her swift, natural response to being ordered around seems to surprise even Quinn. Have I been given more insight into what revs her engine?

      I go down on my knees behind Quinn, taking a moment to appreciate her upturned ass, the way her white panties are sneaking into the shadowed crevice at the center. Leaning down, I bite each of her cheeks, then the small of her back, before tugging her butt flush to my lap and giving her a hard punch of my hips. There we are in the mirror, a big, inked beast of a man taking a dainty uptown girl from behind, her eyes wide to see what’ll happen next.

      “Now I wouldn’t fuck you on all fours like this, unless I’d licked your pussy first. And sweetheart, I’d lick it day and night, so you’d get comfortable on your knees really quick.” I gather her hair in my fist and pull her head back, pointing her bee-stung lips at the ceiling. “A cock can get in good and deep in this position. It can fill your cunt and make you scream for Jesus, but it’s gotta be big. Like mine.”

      I hit her with a series of thrusts and she moans loudly. Hell, I’m moaning, too, watching her bouncy tits jiggle up and down in the mirror.

      “You feel how huge I am, goddammit?”

      “Yes!”

      I backhand her ass, once, twice. “That’s what you need, isn’t it? A fat cock stuffed inside that wet, little virgin hole. They don’t make them bigger than mine.”

      “Yes. Yes. Desmond, please.” Her knees slide wider and she arches her back, her body trembling like a leaf. “I want to feel the real thing.”

      Victory courses through my veins, but it’s no match for the potency of my lust. My need for Quinn. Only Quinn. Forever. “What did I say about taking you on all fours. What do I get to lick first? Say it. Show it to me.”

      “M-my…” Her voice falls to a whisper. “My pussy.”

      Need almost knocks me out, hearing her say that word with a tremble in her voice is so sexy. My hands move on their own, flipping Quinn onto her back. I drag the sodden panties down her thighs and fall on her cunt like it’s my deliverance. I kiss the split of her sex hard, coaxing her folds open with my tongue. Her legs are shy, trying to close, but I hold them open and swipe at her clit with the tip of my tongue—and there we go, her thighs spring open like the gates to heaven, her shocked whimper filling the bedroom.

      “Desmond!” Her fingers burrow in my hair, pushing me away and yanking me close at the same time, her female flesh quivering on my tongue. “M-more. More.”

      This woman begging me for more is the sweetest sound my ears have ever heard, and my soul won’t allow me to let her down. I reach up and mold her left tit in my palm, my lips closing around her sensitive nub and rubbing side to side. Her cries grow more and more throaty when I bring my tongue back into the mix, lapping at her clit, hitting it with quick, little strokes that make her thighs pinwheel around my head. Pinching her nipple lightly between my knuckles, I drag my tongue downward through her warm, wet flesh and tease the entrance to her cunt, circling around it again and again, before tucking inside.

      I can feel the eruption building inside of her.

      Her hips jerk off the floor, twisting, and I pin them down with a growl, fucking her virgin pussy with my tongue. I love playing with her tits, but I know what she needs right now, so I bring my fingers down between her thighs and stroke her clit while my tongue continues to breach her slick little entrance, over and over.

      “Desmond, oh. Oh. Oh my God.” Her legs tighten up, her toes digging into the breadth of my back and she jolts violently, her scream piercing the air. “Yes!”

      “Ahhhh fuck,” I groan, licking her like a depraved animal, my hips pumping against the carpet. There is nothing on this planet like the taste of her pleasure. It’s honey from the sweetest flower and I rush to get all of it on my tongue, not allowing a single drop to escape. Finally, she goes boneless on the ground, a fine sheen of dew making her skin glow. “I should wait for you to recover, but I need to fuck you now, sweetheart. Now,” I growl, climbing on top of her and unzipping my pants. “Just let me. Just let me,” I pant. “God forgive me, I’m going to smash that motherfucking cherry—”

      “Hello?” A voice comes from out in the living room, followed by the closing of my front door. “Des? You here?”

      No. No, it can’t be my sister.

      “Where you hiding the girl?”

      Jesus, it’s both of them.

      “Yeah, bring her out! We want to meet her.”

      “Same way you met our boyfriends.”

      They cackle in unison, the sound an embodiment of sisterly evil.

      I drop down onto Quinn’s now-alert body with a curse. Apparently nominating me for the baking show wasn’t enough payback for years of torturing their boyfriends.

      This. This is the real payback.

      And with everything still up in the air with Quinn, I’m suddenly regretting every single thing I ever did to make my sisters crazy…
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      I feel like I’ve been through the spin cycle.

      My brain cells are scattered in different directions and my limbs are made of licorice. That was…that was…

      Life altering.

      His mouth did that. By licking my…

      I can’t even say it in my head, but another wave of delight passes through me and I wonder if I can faint if I’m already lying down.

      Get up.

      I have to get up.

      The last thing I want is for Desmond’s sisters to walk into this room and find me spread eagle with their brother on top of me. The first time I meet them, I want to have my wits about me and a nice, pre-planned outfit. I want time to prepare.

      When did I start believing that meeting Desmond’s family was a given?

      It’s not, is it?

      He lifts his head and scans my face now, his jaw tight with irritation and…panic? Fear? It’s hard to tell, but it furthers my unease. Is he irritated because he never planned on introducing me to his sisters? Or because they interrupted us?

      Sex lessons are hard.

      So is falling for a man and having no idea if he feels the same.

      Fine, so he took the lesson pretty seriously and my heart tells me I’m not the only one reeling from this connection between us. It’s not only physical, it’s mental, and the idea that I could be training for someone else is utterly laughable. But what if Desmond is only interested in sex? He hasn’t really hinted otherwise, has he?

      We have no time to discuss our possible relationship now because Melissa and Steph are calling to us from the living room and obviously aren’t going to leave until we make an appearance.

      “I’m so sorry,” Desmond groans, shaking his head and dropping it onto my belly. “Jesus. I can’t believe this is happening.”

      “It’s okay,” I say slowly, pushing a limp strand of hair out of my eye. “Um…well, I guess we should get dressed?”

      “That’s a very sad thing that just came out of your mouth.”

      I giggle despite my jumbled nerves. “They can’t be all that bad.”

      He laughs without humor. “They eat people alive.”

      “Yes, but I’ve had some experience with people eaters. You met my mother.”

      Desmond kisses my belly, his beard chafing the sensitive skin and sending tingles down to my toes. “I could barricade the door.”

      Again, I worry he’s not serious about me and therefore hesitant to introduce me to the important people in his life. I’ll never know unless I ask. Normally, I would never be so bold as to question a man’s intentions before he volunteers them, but I’m feeling kind of…assertive at the moment. “Um. Desmond…are we—”

      “All right, we’re coming in!” shouts one of the sisters. “Cover your privates!”

      Desmond lunges to his feet and locks the door at the last minute, backing away from the jigging door handle. I stand as well, with a serious effort because my legs are still wobbly, rearranging my dress and smoothing my hair. “I’m ready.”

      His eyes scanning me head to toe. “You’re wearing that orgasm like a second skin, but I guess we can’t do anything about that.”

      I sigh. “No, you can’t un-orgasm me.”

      He’s silent a moment. “I don’t want to hear another word about you lacking confidence. You’re funny. You’re kind. Talented. Beautiful. I’m lucky as hell you even came home with me.” He unlocks the door with a groan. “And I’m sorry about this.”

      Turns out, he was not exaggerating about his sisters. When we walk out into the living room, they regard me the way I Iook at crab legs when they’re in season. Thanks to the television lighting, I only saw the barest outline of them in the crowd this morning. They are both tall, brunette, nearly identical, but one of them has a sleeve of tattoos and the other is dressed on the conservative side, giving me a glimpse into their personalities.

      “Quinn, allow me to introduce Melissa and Steph.” He gestures to his sisters as he says their names, letting me know the one with tattoos is Steph. “We share parents, I’m told.”

      “Hello,” I say, holding out my hand. “I’m Quinn—”

      “Oh, we know who you are,” Steph interrupts, circling behind me slowly. “We Googled you on the way home.”

      My eyebrows go up. “That must have been very boring.”

      “You’re the opposite of boring,” Desmond growls, throwing an arm around my shoulder and tucking me into his side, kissing my temple hard. “Enough of that.”

      For some reason, the gesture sends Melissa’s jaw dropping to the floor. “Uh-oh, sis. You seeing this?”

      “I’m seeing it.”

      Melissa laughs. “This is going to be fun.”

      “You read my mind,” Steph says, turning to her brother. “Des, can you make us some coffee?”

      He snorts. “You know where I keep everything.”

      Steph sucks her teeth at him. “You don’t want Quinn to think you’re a bad host, do you?”

      A groove forms between his brows. “No, I don’t want that…” Reluctantly, he drops his arms from around my shoulders. “If you upset her, I’ll tell Mom what your crazy asses really got up to on prom night.”

      He leaves the room in a sea of hisses, glancing back at me three times before disappearing into the kitchen.

      “All right, we don’t have much time.” Melissa claps her hands. “Quinn, are you and my brother together together? Give us the scoop.”

      Steph hustles me over to the couch, pulling me down to the cushions. Before I know it, I’m the meat in a sister sandwich. “Yeah, give up the goods,” Steph squeals. “He hasn’t dated anyone seriously in…”

      “Never,” Melissa finishes. “He’s never dated anyone seriously.”

      “Oh, I just met him this morning,” I say, waving a hand. “There’s nothing…I mean, it’s way too soon to, um…”

      They stare at me expectantly, not saying a word.

      It’s a tactic.

      I know it is.

      They’re staying silent so I’ll feel obligated to continue, thus revealing more information. My mother employs this method on me all the time and I really should know better. But I don’t have close girlfriends, only colleagues, thanks to my mother’s impossibly high standards for the people I associate with. And it’s really nice being part of this little girl chat, even if it’s only a temporary thing. I find myself wanting to confide in them, whether it’s wise or not…and they still haven’t said a word, the silence trick prickling under my skin and urging me to fill the conversation void. Darn it, they have me. “It’s only meant to be one lesson,” I blurt.

      They sit up straighter. “A lesson?”

      “Yes. Your brother is merely being kind. I told him I have a confidence problem a-and that I know nothing about men and sex. He’s helping me understand.”

      Melissa and Steph stare at one another in disbelief. “He’s helping you understand?” Steph squeaks.

      I nod. “Yes.”

      “And you…” Melissa grabs my arm. “You think he’s doing this to be kind?”

      “Yes, isn’t that nice?” I say, smiling brightly.

      Silence descends on the room.

      Both sisters burst into laughter.

      My nose wrinkles. “What?”

      Steph picks up an imaginary phone and presses it to her ear. “Hold my calls. Reschedule my appointments. Something has come up.”

      Desmond chooses that moment to walk back into the room, a thunderous frown on his face, three mugs of coffee in his hands. “What’s going on? What did they say to you?”

      “Um…”

      “Des. Bro.” Melissa stands and takes the coffee mugs from her brother, setting them down on the coffee table one by one. “We’re here to help. We know all about the lesson you promised Quinn.”

      He makes a choked sound. “You do?”

      I mouth the word sorry at him.

      “Yes. Our Quinn here wants to be more confident when it comes to men, right?” Steph says. “Well since three heads are better than one, we decided to help.”

      Melissa smiles. “You’re welcome.”

      Desmond is shaking is head. “I don’t want your help. No one wants your help.”

      “Too bad.” Both sisters throw their arms up in the air. “Makeover time!”

      “She doesn’t need a makeover,” he snaps. “She’s perfect.”

      Steph is about to say something, but falters at her brother’s words. Until Melissa elbows her hard in the ribs and she recovers. “O-of course, she’s already beautiful. But she’s not dressed for the club.”

      Melissa studies her nails. “Yeah, we’re just going to dress her up for a little club action.”

      “No better place to learn about men than a club!” Steph whispers at me, out of the corner of her mouth. “We should have you ready to go in an hour.”

      “Like hell you will,” Desmond roars.

      “Oh no?” Melissa tilts her head. “Why not?”

      “Yeah, bro. Why not?”

      He opens his mouth to say something, but catches himself and closes it again. His eyes are trained on me, but I can’t figure out what’s going on in his head. Obviously he doesn’t love the idea of me going to the club with his sisters, but why? Maybe he does have feelings for me, but they’re not strong enough for him to make a big declaration in front of his family. I mean, expecting such a thing would be crazy when we only met this morning, right?

      Why does my chest feel hollow the longer he stays quiet?

      “I want to go,” I say in rush, hoping to let Desmond off the hook. “It sounds fun.”

      Actually, it sounds like a nightmare, but I don’t want to be rude.

      “You want to go?” Desmond asks, sounding like there’s a pine cone lodged in his throat.

      I hum in the affirmative, earning smiles from Steph and Melissa.

      Desmond’s head drops forward momentarily. “Fine, but I’m coming, too.” His swallow is audible as he splits a hard look between his sisters. He says something to them, but he’s speaking so quietly, I can barely make out his words. Something like, “Please, don’t ruin this.”

      Another awkward silence grips the room and I can’t stand being the cause of it anymore. I shoot to my feet. “I’m all yours. Make me over.”
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      This is my worst nightmare.

      If I didn’t love my sisters, despite their penchant for mayhem, I would have already thrown them out of the house. I just want to be alone with Quinn. I want to lay Quinn down in my bed and kiss her until I know every tiny nuance of her mouth. I just want to wrap myself in her smiles and her light scent and make her laugh.

      With a groan, I bury my head in my hands.

      I’m situated in a chair in the hallway outside my guest room, where my sisters have taken Quinn, and I’m waiting for them to come out. They’ve been in there way too long. It might warm my heart every time I hear the three of them laughing together, but I can’t really enjoy the fact that the woman I love is bonding with my sisters, because I’m terrified of the night to come. A club? A fucking club?

      Every man in the place is going to want what’s mine.

      The worst part is, she wants to go.

      Maybe the lesson she wanted from me is already over. Maybe she’s already realized she’s a gift from heaven and no longer needs me. If I just had some more time alone with Quinn, I might be able to convince her to give me a chance, but tonight is slipping through my fingers.

      God help me, I won’t be responsible for my actions if a man hits on Quinn in this club. I’m not sure I’ll be able to handle other men even looking at her. Christ, if I murder someone tonight, it’s going to be on my sister’s heads.

      I really need to change the locks on my front door so they never barge in on me and Quinn again. If there’s even a next time.

      What if there isn’t?

      I stand up and start to pace, calling on my fire training to stay calm. It doesn’t work. I’d rather battle a five alarm fire than bring Quinn to some meat market.

      The door opens and I skid to a halt, turning to watch my sisters emerge.

      “You ready, bro?”

      “No.” I plow my fingers through my hair. “Yes.”

      Quinn walks out and my equilibrium wanes. My vision blurs and I shake my head to clear it. She’s not a mirage. She’s still there. In a short, white tube dress, sky-high heels, her mouth painted red. No way. No…way. How did they make the most gorgeous woman in the world even more gorgeous? I mean, I prefer her in white panties and no makeup, but Jesus Christ, like this, she will knock people over from a mile away. It’s not fair to other women. It wouldn’t be fair to a goddess. Fuck, her ass looks so tight and juicy in that dress. If I keep staring at it, I’m going to get an erection in front of my sisters and nobody wants that.

      “Well, Des?” Steph prompts me. “What do you think?”

      When she cuts me a timid look, I have no choice but to answer honestly. “I think she’s too beautiful for this world.”

      It takes me a moment to realize my sisters are dead silent for once.

      They might even look a little regretful over the torture they’re putting me through.

      Melissa clears her throat. “All right, let’s go get crazy at the club.”

      I spoke too soon.

      A few minutes later, we’re on the road. My sisters are in the backseat, loudly telling me when to turn, even though I drive a fire truck down these streets and know Queens like the back of my hand. Quinn is in the passenger seat to my right, her sexy legs crossed in such a way that I can tell they convinced her to go commando.

      God, is this what I put my sisters through?

      I never tried to dangle their boyfriends like meat in front of other women or anything. My approach was more of the have-them-home-before-ten-or-I’ll-rip-out-your-spleen variety. But I’m starting to wonder if I deserve to have this revenge dropped on me like a hundred-ton asteroid. Still, I wish they’d taught me a lesson sooner so I could be alone with Quinn right now. We’d be on our third or fourth round of lovemaking and I’d be laying the groundwork for a relationship. The forever kind.

      The timing of this is awful. If I lose the woman I want to marry over it, I’ll never recover.

      We arrive at the club and there’s a line out on the sidewalk. I park across the street and skirt around the hood to help Quinn out of the passenger side. When she stumbles a little in her heels and falls against my chest, she thanks me so sweetly, I almost blurt out my feelings, right then and there. But I have no idea what her reaction will be. She wants to be at this club. Hell, she asked me to prepare her for a future of dating other men. Taking it slow was my plan, but now the rug has been pulled out from under my feet.

      “Stay close to me, okay?” I mutter, warming up her arms in my hands.

      Quinn seems like there’s something on her mind, but she bites her lip and nods. She lets me hold her hand as we cross the street, my sisters bounding in front of us to go speak with the bouncer. They claim he’s letting us skip the line because he knows them from high school, but I see the way his eyes widen when he gets a load of Quinn—and I know that’s the real reason we don’t have to wait in line.

      On the way through the door, I bare my teeth at the bouncer and his gaze zips up to the sky. Jesus, we’re not even in the club yet and she’s being coveted.

      Already possessiveness is making my blood sizzle and pop, my hand tightening around Quinn’s and pulling her into the protective nook of my arm.

      It doesn’t stop men from checking her out as we pass and I growl at them over her head, ready to invite them outside to formally meet my fists.

      Jesus. I’m not going to last five minutes.
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      Desmond hustles me into a table in the corner, shielding me from the rest of the club with his big body, that flexed line of his jaw ready to snap.

      What is the matter with him?

      I’m having fun. So far, anyway. I love Desmond’s sisters, as mischievous as they are. The night would be complete is Desmond would dance with me, but he seems too preoccupied with scrutinizing everyone else in the club.

      From the other side of the table, Steph and Melissa roll their eyes at his behavior, Melissa reaching out to squeeze my elbow. “Come on, let’s go dance.” They glance pointedly at their brother. “Unless someone wants to ask you…?”

      Desmond doesn’t hear his sister over the volume of his own growl, which he is directing at a group of men at a nearby table. What has gotten into him?

      I shrug at Steph and Melissa. “Okay, let’s go dance.”

      “Wait,” Desmond barks over the music. “You’re going to dance?”

      “Yes. She is.”

      “Sweetheart…” Desmond says, sounding tortured.

      Steph drags me away before and I can answer and next thing I know, we’re on the nearby dance floor—and that’s when I remember, I don’t know how to dance.

      “Oh shoot,” I mutter, my arms automatically folding across my middle.

      “What?” Melissa asks. “What’s wrong?”

      “I don’t dance.”

      Steph doubles over laughing. “You’re only telling us now?”

      “I was caught up in the excitement,” I explain, biting my lip.

      The sisters trade a resigned look.

      “Dammit, Quinn, you had to be so likeable?”

      My brows draw together. “I don’t understand.”

      Steph has to talk loudly to be heard over the increasing volume of the music. “We thought it would be funny to make Desmond’s life hell, since he’s done it to us so many times.”

      “Yeah, we wanted to watch him turn green with jealousy over you, but, yeah…” She looks at something in the distance over my shoulder. “We’re a little worried we’re breaking his heart instead.”

      I turn to see what she’s looking at and find Desmond at the edge of the dance floor, his anxious gaze zeroed in on me like a secret service bodyguard. Once again, I face Steph and Melissa. “I don’t understand. What would break his heart?”

      “You, Quinn.” Melissa sounds exasperated. “Dancing or talking to another man.”

      “I don’t want to dance or talk to another man,” I blurt. “But if Desmond wants something serious with me, he hasn’t said so.”

      “Quinn.” Steph shakes me. “Do you know how many women my brother has given sex lessons to? None. That kind of thing only exists in romance novels. It’s all a cover. We knew the second we saw you two together that he was a goner for you, girl.”

      My heart takes flight up into my mouth. “Are you sure?”

      “Are we sure?” Steph elbow her sister. “She wants to know if we’re sure.”

      “Why wouldn’t he just tell me…”

      My question trails off when I realize I already know the answer. It comes back to me in the form of our conversation inside the bodega over coffees.

      “You want a lesson from me so you can ask out other men?”

      “M-men…” I stuttered, considering his question. “Well, sure, I think that would be one advantage, don’t you? Being more assertive.”

      I’m the one who asked Desmond for lessons in confidence and sexiness.

      Only now can I remember how he deflated when I confirmed he would be teaching me to be sexy so I could lure other men. My God, why did I say that? Does he really still think I’m just angling for a sensual education so I can use it on someone else?

      My fingers cover my mouth. Otherwise, I’m certain my heart will fly out and land on the floor. I have to go tell Desmond the truth. Right this very second.

      I have to confess that I love him.

      And I will. I now have the confidence to say it without fear.

      “Go,” Melissa says, smiling.

      Needing no further invitation, I spin on a toe and go toward Desmond where he is still standing on the edge of the dance floor. Before I can reach him, though, another man steps into my path, blocking the man I love from view.

      “Hey cutie. Let’s dance.”
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      A man steps into Quinn’s path and my life flashes in front of my eyes.

      Seriously, I relive the moment I was born, right up to an hour ago when she walked out of the guest room, more beautiful than a woman has the right to be. The ground turns to rubber under my feet and a horn blares in my head.

      Nope. Hell no.

      Mine.

      That girl is mine.

      I don’t even remember moving. One second, I’m on the outskirts of the dance floor, the next, I have my hand wrapped around some fucker’s neck, lifting him off the ground.

      “It’s not happening,” I rasp through clenched teeth. “She’s taken.”

      He’s waving his arms, but no words are coming out of his mouth. Possibly because my fist is cutting off oxygen to his windpipe.

      “Desmond!” Quinn cries, her cool hand slipping under my shirt and racing up my chest. There is murder pumping in my blood, but her touch cuts a path through my rage and surrounding sounds drift back to my ears, along with Quinn’s pretty voice. “Please, don’t. I was coming to you. I need you.” She fists my shirt right above my heart and tugs. “Let him go, please?”

      With a grunt, I toss him down, watching him scrabble away and vanish into the gaping crowd. “I don’t want you here, Quinn,” I bellow. “I want you home in my bed.”

      She comes to stand directly in front of me, cupping the sides of my face. “That’s where I would be if I wasn’t such a dufus.”

      “You…what?” Lines form between his eyes, the rage slowly fading there. “You could never be a dufus, sweetheart.”

      “This time I could.” Tears form in my eyes. “I didn’t mean it, when I implied I wanted a lesson from you so I could ask out other men. I was lying. It was always about you. I just didn’t know how tell you that…I felt safe and warm with you, Desmond. And I didn’t want our time together to end so fast. Yes, I wanted to be more confident, but it was only you who made me feel that way from the beginning and—”

      Desmond’s mouth stamps down over mine, winding our tongues in a long, possessive kiss. His hands trace over the slopes of my shoulders, down my ribcage and settling on my hips, all this while his mouth devours mine with a low moan. I reach up and cross my wrists behind his head, gasping when he yanks me up onto my toes. “Quinn?” he says hoarsely, his harsh breaths pelting my mouth.

      “Yes?”

      “I’ve wanted to marry you since this morning.”

      I laugh tearfully, my chest squeezing. “You have?”

      “Yes.” He pulls me tight to his body, his chest rising and falling with unsteady shudders. “Quinn?”

      “Yes?”

      “I’m in love with you. I’m so fucking in love with you.”

      “I’m in love with you, too,” I whisper into his neck, meaning it with my whole heart.

      “Oh thank Christ,” he says on an exhale. A beat passes before he continues. “I’ve never been like this. Felt like this. I don’t know how to handle what you do to me, sweetheart. I’m going to be protective and possessive…and fuck it, I might stalk you. I don’t know how I’m going to let you out the door for work every morning. I’m already stressed about it.”

      “It’s okay, we’ll work on it together.”

      “Yes. Together.” He presses our foreheads together and nods. “My Quinn. How was I living without you all this time?”

      “I could ask you the same thing.” I let him sway us a moment, then I slowly drag my tongue along the inside of his collar. “Take me home, Desmond.”

      His voice is little more than a scrape of raw sound when he speaks in my ear, his hand on the small of my back, pressing me into his erection. “I can’t make it home, Quinn.”

      Tingles start in the center of my tummy and spread outward, like ripples in a pond. My nipples tighten like bolts and his beard on my neck is an assault on my senses. A delicious one. “Then take me somewhere. Anywhere.”

      Desmond levers me off the ground and carries me away from the dance floor. Over his shoulder, I see Steph and Melissa giving me encouraging waves and I return them, but my sole focus is on this man. What he’s going to do to me. How we’re going to make love in a public club. Surely that must be illegal, but I can’t summon the will to care. Nothing outweighs my hunger to have this man inside me, where he’s meant to have been all along.

      He doesn’t stop walking until we reach the darkest corner of the club. There are a ton of people dancing, the floor packed tightly with bodies, and these clubbers are noticeably drunker than the ones in front. A burgundy booth lines the wall and only flashes of it can be seen when the lights hit it just right. That’s where Desmond takes me.

      He takes a seat in the farthest, most hidden corner of the banquette, yanking my legs open in a straddle and settling me on his lap. “Fuck,” he breathes against my lips. “I’m so hot for it, Quinn. Hump my cock a little and see what I’m talking about.”

      As if I can stop myself. The juncture of my thighs is already directly on top of his hard shaft, so all I have to do is circle my hips and a sharp flash of lust rocks me. “Desmond,” I moan into the curve of his neck. “We didn’t practice this position.”

      “Practice starts now. By this time next week, you’re going to be an expert at all the positions, Quinn. Especially the one where you lie down, open your thighs wide and let me eat.” He tugs down the top of my tube dress and closes his mouth around one of my nipples, pulling deeply. “God, you’re a fucking meal, little girl.”

      His mouth drags across my chest and gives my other breast the same attention, his hands busy between our bodies, ripping his zipper down. He grunts into our kiss and guides my hand to his now-exposed shaft where it stands straight up, wedged between my thighs. So thick. So alive. I want so badly to pull the tight dress up to my waist so I can rub myself on his erection, but the whole dance floor is behind us, and I don’t want to expose my butt. Desmond seems to read my mind, however. He leans up and removes his jacket, stretching his T-shirt across those incredible muscles, all the while chuckling at my reaction to his flexing body.

      Finally, he positions the garment over my back, shielding me from view.

      “We can’t help this, can we, Quinn?” Desmond breathes against my ear, his capable hands finding my bottom and kneading it, rocking me forward, sweet nothing separating my weeping flesh from his hardness. “No, we can’t. We have no choice. It’s fuck my girl or die.”

      I’m nodding, my pulse wild in my ears, seemingly louder than the music. My inner walls are clenching tight, tight, like a fist, seeking out a part of Desmond I’ve never even experienced before. Still, my body knows. It yearns. And I give in to the base urges I only understand somewhat, flattening my palms on the back of the booth on either side of Desmond’s head and writhing my soft flesh all over his swollen sex.

      “Good girl. Best girl.” His middle finger slides down the split of my bottom, rubbing up and down, over the rim of my back entrance. Tingles ripples up my spine, sparking excitement in my nerve endings. Touching me there seems to turn him on even more and his hips start to pump upward, dropping, thrusting, dropping, making my breasts bounce with every lustful movement. “Soaking wet. So ready for it, aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” I whine, trying to open my thighs to get closer, even though it’s impossible. Just a little more friction and I could let the orgasm take me.

      Desmond has other plans.

      His right hand lets go of my backside, circling his shaft once more, dragging it to the gate of my virginity and pausing. “All this time, I thought you needed me to take it slow. Now I know the truth, don’t I? When we walked into your apartment, I should have dropped you down on this dick and given you a hard first ride, huh, sweetheart?”

      My mouth is open and panting on his neck. “Yes.”

      “No more waiting.” He impales me on the first couple inches, groaning through clenched teeth. “No rubber either. Let’s make me a daddy on the first try, sweetheart. I want everything with you—and I want it now.” Having worked enough of his sex inside me, Desmond falls back against the booth and repositions his hands on the cheeks of my butt, wedging me the rest of the way down, inch by inch, until I’m fully seated. “Oh fuck, Quinn. Fuck. Yes. Tell me you’re okay. It’s so goddamn tight.”

      “I’m okay,” I sob. I expect pain, but there is nothing but huge, hot pressure. Every iota of me is filled to capacity and my body feels possessed. My thighs are glued to his rough hips, my nipples chafing on his T-shirt. Owned. Furthermore, I’m having sex in a public place with this big, beautiful man and the newfound confidence that has been building all day overflows. How could it not when he already looks like he’s struggling to maintain control? Because of me?

      Biting my lip, a thrill rolling down my spine like a metal ball, I curl my hands in the neckline of his shirt, lean back and work my hips in slow grinds, my breath catching at the way his eyes darken, his jaw popping. “Fucking me like you want twins up in that belly, sweetheart. Is that what you’re asking me for? I got more than enough firepower in these balls to get you there. Just nod your pretty head.”

      Do I want Desmond to fill me so deeply that we’re forever joined?

      Yes.

      God, yes, I want that more than anything.

      And I’m already nodding to let him know.

      A shudder passes through his barrel chest and I sense his control snapping. I’m only given the opportunity to roll my hips one more time, sliding his manhood in and out of my slick flesh, when Desmond throws me down on my back, right there on the booth.

      I see nothing but lights flashing on the ceiling.

      Bass pumps all around us. Conversations spike over the music.

      But I’m only aware of Desmond’s grunts as he fucks me hard and raw and rough on the booth of the club, my back sliding up and down on the leather. The act of being claimed is so intense, I arch my back and scream, my fingernails ripping down the flexing breadth of his back, but he only continues to seat himself inside me, over and over, grunting expletives into my ear.

      “You’re going to bring this tight, little pussy home to me every fucking night. Understand me, sweetheart?” He rams himself deep and holds. “I’m not playing games.”

      “Every night,” I whimper, wrapping my legs around his hips, clinging for dear life. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

      “I won’t. I’ll never stop hitting this. Never. I’m going to hunt you down, day and night.” He drops his mouth into my neck and kisses the skin there tenderly, once, twice. “I’ll never stop loving you, either, Quinn. My heart is yours and you can’t give it back. You hear me?”

      “I don’t want to,” I whisper, his mouth finding mine, giving it a thorough, groaning sweep of his tongue. “Desmond…I love you. I love you.”

      My declaration makes his shaft flex inside me, his muscles stiffen. “Hearing that makes me need to come. Ahhhh, shit, sweetheart. You had to say it.” He starts to bear down on me faster, faster, his hips slapping mine, tunneling his thickness inside me, creating slippery wet friction that drives my pleasure higher, higher, higher. “Say it again when you’re close.”

      I drop my thighs wider, uncaring who can see us. Unconcerned if hundreds of people are watching Desmond take my virginity on the booth of a club, desperate and sweating. “I’m close. I love you. I’m close.”

      Another shudder passes through him, this one violent and his thrusts turn almost mean, his muscular arms caging my head in, his jaw slack, eyes unseeing, as he drives into me in a frenzy. “I love you, Quinn. I love you.”

      Stars dance in front of my eyes a moment before my climax crests and then all my senses deplete, apart from touch. I can feel only the tumult of pleasure originating between my legs and winding around my bones, throughout my belly, my inner thighs. Oh Lord. Oh my Lord, it’s the most exquisite feeling in the world and I get to share it with Desmond as he follows behind me a moment later, bellowing into the crook of my neck, his hips jerking with involuntary spasms. And the hot stickiness…it flows and coats everything. My insides, my outsides, the booth and parts of my dress.

      It’s not just physical release, though that would be extraordinary in itself. There is also a lessening of pressure in my chest, as if my heart needed to connect in this one final way with my soul mate or it might have been crushed.

      Now I’m complete.

      Now we’re complete.

      Desmond kisses my mouth, lingering there for long moments, before sitting up. He brings me with him, pulling me onto his lap and holding me like a priceless artifact.

      “Mine forever,” he says, laying my hand on his heart. “Yours forever.”

      “Forever,” I whisper back, my eyes damp.

      I never find out who saw us that night, because Desmond tucks my face into the crook of his neck and carries me out the back exit door, out into the night and straight into our happily ever after…
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        Five Years Later

      

      

      

      My heart is racing out of control.

      There’s a horrible crackling sound in my ears.

      Another five seconds and I wouldn’t have made it out of the fire alive.

      I drop to my knees on the sidewalk and knock my helmet off, letting it smash down onto the concrete beside me. A paramedic rushes over and asks me a series of questions, but I wave him off, trying to catch my breath. Nothing would help. Nothing is going to help but having my wife in my arms. Jesus, I almost died tonight.

      When there was a chance I wouldn’t make it up the smoky staircase, all I could see was Quinn. My daughters were there, too, vying for attention in my consciousness. But like always, my wife overrode everything—and without her voice in my head, I don’t know if I could have summoned the extra power it took to make it out before the stairway ceiling collapsed.

      “Captain Conlon.” One of my men slaps a hand down on my shoulder. “We should get you some oxygen—”

      “I’m fine,” I say, my voice raw from smoke. With an effort, I climb to my feet, my lack of equilibrium causing me to weave. Another one of my fellow firefighters rushes over to steady, me, but I push them away. Don’t they know the only thing I need in this world is my wife?

      We married five years ago, two days after we met, and we’ve never spent a night apart, unless I’m working a twenty-four. I go with her to the fancy restaurants she reviews for the Times and I’ll admit it, she’s turned me into a goddamn foodie. I know what a crostini is now and I’m man enough to admit it. Even my sisters, who have become Quinn’s best friends, say things like, it has a nice kick of citrus that pairs well with the texture.

      And there I am, nodding along, trying to arrange a perfect bite on my fork.

      We still drink bodega coffee, though.

      The reminder of my first date with Quinn sends a shard of pain into my side. Jesus, I almost left her tonight. I almost left her and the girls. Five more seconds.

      There’s a screeching of tires and I glance to the curb, only to find my wife diving out of her car in a white, shortie nightgown. She’s barefoot and her glasses are crooked—and she is the most exquisite creature in the universe. With her hands covering her mouth, she scans the abundance of medical and fire personnel, searching, her eyes finally landing on me.

      Her relief is almost painful, it’s so immense, but it matches mine. Me too, sweetheart. And then she’s running toward me on the sidewalk, tears streaming down her beautiful face. I’m worried as hell she’s going to step on broken glass or something, but thank God she makes it to my arms without incident, leaping and wrapping her arms around my neck.

      “Desmond, they called me. They called m-me a-and they said to come down here right away. Are you okay? Oh my God. I was so scared.”

      Someone on my crew must have called Quinn, proof I’ve made no secret of my complete and utter obsession with my wife. There are times I can’t make it through a whole shift without meeting her in my truck, out in the parking lot, borderline starved to get my come inside of her. Pacing like an animal until the second she arrives and I can fill her pussy up. There’s no telling how many kids we’re going to have at this rate, but I’m cool with a dozen if Quinn is up for it.

      “Sweetheart.” I bundle her close, inhaling the perfect scent of her neck. “I’ve got soot all over me. Your beautiful skin is going to get filthy…”

      Those are the words that come out of my mouth, but she hears the subtext. She hears the anguish in my tone and knows tonight could have been bad.

      Most of all, she knows I need her.

      Now.

      “Good.” Quinn goes up on her toes and whispers in my ear. “Make me filthy.”

      She’s over my shoulder before the invitation fully leaves her mouth and I’m striding around back of the neighboring building, reminding myself over and over that we extinguished the fire and she’s safe there. She’s safe. Nothing can hurt her.

      When we reach the deserted back alley, I shrug her down off my shoulder, a strangled groan leaving my mouth when she locks those sexy legs around my hips. Fuck. It gets better every time with this woman. She makes me insane. I lust for her. I worship her.

      Her fingers are busy on my fire jacket, getting it open and shoving it off my shoulders, leaving me in fire pants, suspenders and a white T-shirt soaked with sweat. Like I told her, my arms are slick with soot, along with my face, my neck. “Sorry about this mess…”

      “Oh yeah,” she says tremulously, sarcasm breaking through her need. “You’re a real turn off looking all strong and heroic like this.”

      My mouth moves into a lop-sided smile and we breathe through a laugh together. But my amusement dies almost immediately and suddenly I can barely swallow. “Oh God, I love you so much.” I crush her against my chest, bury my face in her hair. “I almost…Christ, Quinn, I almost—”

      “But you didn’t.” Her voice catches. “Now show me how alive you are.”

      We burst into motion, Quinn pushing the suspenders off my shoulders, me ripping down the zipper of my pants. Shoving down my briefs. My wife gasps at the sight of my hard cock—never fails to have that reaction. God love her, those eyes are like a kid on Christmas, her nimble fingers trembling on my chest in anticipation.

      Five years later, I still feel guilty as sin for taking Quinn’s virginity like a fucking savage in a nightclub, of all places, and I’ve spent every day since trying to make up for it. I’ve taken her to fancy hotels, I’ve doused our bed in flower petals and I’ve chilled enough champagne to open a liquor store, but the guilt remains. And apparently I’m not going to make any headway getting rid of it tonight, because here I am, pressing my angel of a wife up against a filthy building and kissing the breath out of her.

      The thing is, though, my wife doesn’t care where or when I take her.

      She just wants it, any way she can get it. Thank. God.

      Quinn has turned into a little fiend for her man since coming to me as a shy virgin and I’m proud to say she’s confident as hell now. She knows all it would take is a bat of her eyelashes and I would crawl over hot coals to do any damn thing she asked.

      Because of the fact that she clearly has me wrapped around her finger, she’s told me repeatedly that not only am I allowed to manhandle her, she welcomes it. Needs it. So I take that permission now and run with it.

      Her light, silky nightgown is a stunning contrast to my hard equipment, my calloused hands, as I lift it to her waist. As always, she’s wearing those innocent white panties and with her legs wrapped around me, I have no choice but to rip them off.

      Finally, I manage to stop kissing her magical mouth, my voice husky against her lips. “I thought of you when…I never stop thinking of you, Quinn. Not a second passes.”

      Her hands run over my face, my beard. “I never stop thinking of you, either. My husband, my love. My Desmond.”

      I lock our lips together, breathing, breathing, and I guide my throbbing dick to the sweetest heaven I could never have imagined existed and will never, ever take for granted. My wife’s pussy. It owns me, heart, body and soul, just like the woman it’s attached to.

      I’m not even inside her yet and she’s already whimpering, wiggling around, knowing she’s about to get a good, hard fuck. Her tits are overflowing over the top of her nightgown, her nipples visible through the translucent material, but I have a deep need to focus on her eyes as I sink inside, slide out slowly and take my first bone-rattling pump. I need those gorgeous eyes to ground me, bring me back from the edge I’m on after almost leaving her tonight—and they save me, as they always do.

      They always will.

      “I love you with my whole heart, Quinn. Everything I am.”

      “Everything I am is yours, Desmond.” She arches her back, freeing her succulent nipples from her neckline and I dive forward to suck them. “I love you,” she sobs, holding my head close, gasping when I start to drive into her hard, fast, her heels digging into my ass.

      My growls weave together with her moans as we set a whole new kind of fire to the alley and each other’s hearts.
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        Have you read the rest of the Lights, Camera, Insta-love Series?

      

        

      
        All three books are available now and can be read as standalones!

      

      

      
        
        When Alice woke up this morning, she never expected to end up on a reality television competition where the contestants are terrible bakers. She’s been ambushed and now she’s expected to make a cake that actually tastes good? While the cameras roll? 

      

        

      
        Just when Alice thinks the situation couldn’t get any worse, the man she’s always loved from afar, British celebrity baker Sebastian Cove, is introduced as one of the judges. Sebastian has a reputation for being ruthless when judging desserts, but his glacial blue eyes soften the moment they land on sweet, flustered Alice. He wants a lot more than a pinch of her sugar and he’ll move heaven and earth to get it…

      

        

      
        Get it here:

        https://bit.ly/2Hh0LAI

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Dash of Spice (Book #2)

          

        

      

    

    
      Professional hockey player Aidan “the Brooklyn Brawler” Tulane is known for his temper on the ice. When Aidan’s agent suggests he judge a reality television baking competition to soften his image, he reluctantly agrees, even though he’d rather get hit in the head with a ninety mile an hour puck. 

      

      That is until he locks eyes with one of the contestants—a beautiful Vegas showgirl named Lola. He wants her immediately, with an intensity he’s never felt for anything but hockey. Unfortunately, Lola’s employer is corrupt and dangerous. She claims that being with her is a risk and she won’t let Aidan take it. But Aidan is ready and willing to take his brawling skills off the ice in order to protect Lola and make her his forever…

      
        
        Get it here:

      

      

      
        
        https://bit.ly/2HTQAT1

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Let’s Keep in Touch!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Join Jessa’s newsletter to be alerted when new releases go live!

      

      

      
        
        Sign up here:

        https://www.jessakaneauthor.com/newsletter-sign-up
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