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Prologue
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Millhaven sits quietly in the green belly of South Carolina. Pine stands that block the sun for miles. A man-made lake where fathers teach their sons to fish and mothers watch from folding chairs with cold tea sweating beside them. Summers here drag on until the leaves turn brittle and drop, but the heat never really leaves. It seeps under doors, sticks to skin, makes the nights too warm to sleep.

It’s the kind of place people don’t leave if they can help it. Grandparents in white clapboard houses they built after the war. Grown kids living three streets over in new ranch homes with fresh mulch and HOA signs about trash days. Friday night lights at Millhaven High. Saturday yard sales that pull half the neighborhood into one driveway. Sunday morning pews packed tight at Three Pines Church.

Most folks in Millhaven live right. They say yes, ma’am and no, sir. They never kiss anyone but the person they promised at the altar. They know their neighbors’ names and wave when they pass on narrow streets. A man here knows his children should grow up honest. A woman here knows gossip is a blade that cuts fast, so she keeps her lipstick soft and her smiles softer.

But some people want what the rest never dare touch. They feel it at night, under the hum of the bedroom fan. A hunger that doesn’t fit inside a marriage bed. A thought that sticks when the lights are off — a thought they pray away before the alarm clock rings.

A few don’t pray it away. They slip out when the house goes quiet. They park where the tree line swallows the road. They pay cash at the Whisper Inn. They text numbers they saved under fake names. They lie. They wash off the sweat before slipping back under the covers beside the faithful bodies that trust them.

Millhaven doesn’t forgive them if they’re found out. It never has. The town will turn cold in a second — a neighbor’s eyes looking through you at the grocery aisle, a pastor’s hand dropping from your shoulder. The price is high. The risk makes it sweeter. The ones who stray this way know it’s risky. They do it anyway.

And when they sit in the front pew next Sunday, they bow their heads lower than anyone else — eyes shut, lips parted, still tasting what they shouldn’t have touched.

Emma James knows how to smile like that. She came home to Millhaven to live right, to love safely. But she was born with a mouth that opens easily — and a hunger that never really left.
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The sun had already claimed the day by the time we pulled up to David’s parents’ house — not just warm, but brutal. That late-summer kind of heat where even the shadows feel hot and the pavement could fry skin. The car’s AC cut off with the engine, and I felt it immediately. The air shifted, thick and dry, crawling under the wrap I’d tied loose over my hips.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the side mirror as I pushed the door open. Hair pinned up. Sunglasses just right. Bikini straps visible against my shoulders. I’d gone with the black one. Low-cut. High-waisted. Tight at the hips, snug at the chest — a fuck-you to age, gravity, and anyone who assumed I’d stopped being worth looking at the minute I got engaged.

David glanced over, smiling. “You look hot,” he said, simple and sincere.

I smiled back. “I know.”

He reached over and squeezed my thigh before grabbing the bag from the back seat. His hand lingered just long enough to make a promise — but not long enough to keep it.

I stepped out into the heat, adjusting the wrap so it hit at just the right angle. If I bent forward too far, they’d get a view. If I sat wrong, they’d get a different one.

I wasn’t going to be careless.

But I wasn’t hiding, either.

Inside, the noise wrapped around me like steam — children shrieking near the pool, ice cubes clinking, music playing too quietly from a speaker someone had set by the kitchen window. David’s mom appeared almost immediately, arms wide, lipstick too bright for the time of day.

“There she is! My favorite daughter-in-law—almost!”

I let her hug me. Kissed her cheek. Smiled and let out a polite half-laugh. I was good at this now, saying the exact thing to make them feel warm inside without ever really saying anything at all.

David’s dad barked something from behind the grill. Smoke billowed. The cousins were all variations on the same adult baby: backwards caps, pale shoulders, drinks already in hand. David peeled off to grab beers with his uncle. I was steered outside like a guest of honor.

“Here,” his mom said, placing a mimosa in my hand and guiding me toward the deck. “I saved you the shady chair.”

Of course she had.

There was always a chair ready. Always a gentle smile. I wasn’t just the fiancée. I was The Bride. The woman they’d all quietly decided was now part of the family, but still needed to be watched for cracks.

I set my mimosa down and unknotted the linen wrap.

The heat hit instantly. My skin was already glistening, and the moment I peeled the fabric away, I felt the breeze lick across my stomach, my thighs, my chest. The bikini hugged everything — tits up and tight, ass barely contained, hips high and bare. I’d waxed two days ago and moisturized obsessively since.

The lounger was hot. Plastic sticking to my back as I reclined. I shifted, adjusted. Crossed my legs slowly, letting the tops of my thighs glisten in the sun.

Someone dropped a bottle cap. An uncle laughed loudly. And just beneath it all, I felt eyes.

I always did.

Some men pretend not to look. Others don’t bother. But I knew how to feel it — that prickling warmth when a glance lands and lingers. And there it was. From the man at the cooler. From one of the cousins as he walked by too slowly. From the neighbor, mid-conversation, glancing over the rim of his sunglasses.

Let them look.

It didn’t mean anything. Not really.

But it still felt good.

David had wandered off — something about grill temperatures and the wrong kind of charcoal. I was left alone under the shade, mimosa half-empty, eyes half-lidded, skin humming.

And then—

Then the air shifted.

I didn’t hear a splash. No yell. No running footsteps or laughing cousins. Just a kind of... pause. Like the space changed around me. Like the volume lowered.

I turned my head toward the pool, eyes slow from heat and bubbles, expecting nothing.

He was rising out of the deep end, water pouring from his skin in sheets. Hands braced wide on the concrete lip, shoulders flexed as he pushed up, back arched, abs carved and slick under the sun.

He stood.

He shook his hair once — a single motion that sent droplets flying — then stepped onto the deck. Like a movie star. 

That’s when I saw it.

The black swim trunks clung to him, still dripping. The fabric was thick but soaked through, plastered to his skin. And in the front, unmistakable, obscene: the bulge.

Heavy.

Low.

Thick.

His cock pressed against the fabric like it had nowhere else to go. Not just visible — defined. Full head, shaft, curve. It looked heavy enough to swing. And it made every man at that party look like a joke.

My breath stopped.

Not a gasp. Not a choke. Just... My body stilled. My thighs pressed tighter together. The mimosa trembled slightly in my hand.

I stared.

Not a glance. A full, frozen, locked-on stare.

The cock. His body. The muscles at his hips, the way water traced down the center of his chest, over his abs, disappearing into that curve at the waistband. It was obscene. And perfect. And completely impossible.

And then I noticed his face.

Younger. Softer than the body, but not by much. Eyes bright, amused. Mouth tugged in a smile that wasn’t smug — just aware.

Adam.

David’s little brother.

My fiancé’s nineteen-year-old brother.

I blinked, tried to recover, to look away—but it was too late. His eyes had already locked with mine.

He saw.

He saw me looking.

He saw where I was looking.

His eyebrows lifted just slightly. Then he smiled — just for me. Not big. Not gloating. Just enough to say: You saw. I know you saw.

And I didn’t look away.

Couldn’t.

Because this wasn’t the same boy I remembered from awkward teen dinners and high school drop-ins. This wasn’t the kid with the cracked voice and acne across his shoulders. This wasn’t a boy.

This was a Man. Capital M.

And I had just stared at his cock for a full three seconds in front of his entire family.

Something low and dark twisted inside me. Shame. Heat. Desire.

Jesus.

He was nineteen.

Nineteen and hung like a fucking god.

And I was dripping.

“Hey,” David said, suddenly beside me. I flinched.

He didn’t notice. He was holding two plates of grilled whatever, grinning like this was the best day of his life. “Food’s ready. You hungry?”

“Sure,” I said, my voice wrong. “I’ll eat something.”

David handed me a plate and kissed my cheek, then looked out over the pool. “Oh, hey! Adam’s here. He finally showed up.”

I didn’t answer.

David smiled and took a bite of his burger. “Poor kid’s would drown in pussy once he gets back to college. Too bad he is so extremely shy around women. Still a little boy, I guess.”

I forced a laugh and looked away.

Adam had towel-dried his hair and was stretching his arms up behind his neck, standing tall by the poolside. There was nothing little about him.

—-
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I didn’t say
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