
  
  
      
        
          Rough Cut

          A Blue-Collar Alpha Male Breeding Erotic Short

		      
          SJ Rowe

        

        
          [image: ]

          Crow & Compass Publishing

        

      

    


  
  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 
Copyright © 2026 by SJ Rowe 
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by an electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.
Published by Crow & Compass Publishing
Tucson, Arizona
Originally published in 2025 under author name Stella Rowe
www.stellarowe.com






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Under Inspection
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Interior Access
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Snapping a Line
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Face Work
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Flush to the Studs
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Load-Bearing
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Finishing Nails
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        The Clean Cut
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Note from SJ Rowe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About SJ Rowe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Stella
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Under Inspection
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The fence had been leaning for months. One monsoon shoved it past saving. A section gave out completely in July: boards warped, nails rusted, slats bowed in like tired shoulders. I waited until August, then finally made the call. 
He showed up two days later in a beat-up black truck. Pulled into the drive like he’d done it a hundred times. Didn’t say much. Said his name was Rafael, but I could call him Rafe. Local, cash-only, didn’t mind the heat. I watched from the front window while he walked the fence line, one thick hand dragging across the wood, the other gripping a clipboard scratched with unreadable notes.
That was it. No pitch, no pressure. Just a number and a nod.
Now he was out there again, and I wasn’t pretending not to stare.
A book lay open in front of me. I hadn’t read a word. My eyes kept drifting up, drawn like magnets to the wide rectangle of the window.
He was shirtless today. That was new.
At some point, he’d taken it off. Now it hung on the post like an afterthought. His skin was bronze, glazed with sweat, darkened by the sun. Broad back, broad chest, muscles cut sharp under a sheen of heat. A scar curved just under one shoulder blade, pale and mean-looking. I traced it with my eyes more than once.
His jeans were worn, almost white at the seams, riding low on his hips. Solid. Weighty. Built to carry, to break, to take.
And God, those hands.
He swung the hammer like it was an extension of his arm. Controlled. Rhythmic. Deliberate. Sweat ran down his ribs, soaked into the waistband, vanished where I couldn’t follow.
I shifted in my chair. Crossed my legs. Uncrossed them. My thighs stuck to the seat.
Rafe didn’t look toward the house often, but when he did, it was direct. No coyness. He didn’t wave, didn’t grin. Just met my eyes and held them for long enough to let me know he saw me looking. Then he turned back and kept working.
I was a grown woman, not a teenager peeking at the lifeguard from behind her sunglasses, and still, I felt caught.
The heat outside pressed through the glass, baking the tile. I got up, barefoot, padded to the counter, pretending to refill my coffee though I hadn’t touched the last one. The sink faced the yard. It gave me an even better angle. His back muscles flexed and released with each strike of the hammer. Sweat ran in lines I wanted to follow with my tongue.
I stood there a while. Longer than I meant to. The ice was gone.
He paused at the fence, turned toward the gate. Wiped his forehead with the back of his wrist. His empty water bottle dangled from one hand.
He looked up at the house again. This time, he didn’t look away.
Shit.
I opened the freezer and shoved a few ice cubes into a glass, filled it with water from the filter. My hand was wet before I made it to the door.
Outside, the air hit like an open oven. The pavers under my feet burned, even with the thin layer of dust. I stepped fast, careful, until I reached the grass. Rafe met me halfway, still holding the empty bottle. He didn’t smile.
“Hot,” I said. Idiot.
He took the glass from my hand. His fingers brushed mine, gritty and warm. The touch lasted just a moment too long.
“Thanks,” he said, voice low and gravel-worn. “Was hoping you’d come out.”
That landed hard. I blinked up at him, then away. “Thought you might need a drink.”
He took a long pull from the glass, ice rattling faintly as he tipped it back. A drop escaped the corner of his mouth, rolled down his neck, caught in the hollow of his collarbone.
I was staring again.
His hand wrapped around the rim as he lowered the glass. Then he caught my wrist with the other. Lightly, not tight, but enough to stop me from backing away.
“You always watch this much?”
My breath caught.
I tried to laugh. It didn’t come out right. “You always work shirtless?”
He finally smiled. It was slow, almost lazy. But there was nothing kind in it. It made his whole face sharpen. Dangerous. Hungry.
“You like what you see?”
I should have pulled my hand back. I didn’t.
I didn’t say anything at all.
His eyes dropped to my chest for the briefest second, then came back to mine. He released my wrist and drank the rest of the water. The glass clinked as he handed it back.
“Finish your book,” he said. “Before I finish the job.”
He didn’t look back.






  
  Interior Access
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I tried to read. Really tried. 
Picked up the book, turned a few pages, even highlighted a sentence like I was studying it. But the words didn’t stick. They hadn’t since he walked into my yard two days ago with that toolbox and a silence that filled the yard like a dare.
Now he was out there shirtless, hammering like he meant it.
The sun had climbed higher. My A/C was running, but the kitchen still felt hot, the air heavy against my skin. I shifted. Thighs stuck to the chair. The ice in my glass was melting faster than I could drink it.
I glanced out the window again. Just once.
Rafe hadn’t looked up in a while. Not since that smile. Not since asking me if I liked what I saw and walking away like he already knew the answer.
I should have gone to the other room. Closed the curtains. Done something productive. But I sat there, book open, body humming.
So when the knock came on the sliding glass door, I jumped.
He stood on the patio, one arm raised, casting a shadow across the curtain. I set my glass down too fast and it sloshed over the edge.
I crossed the tile barefoot and slid the door open. Heat poured in behind him.
“Gate latch,” he said. “Need to check it from your side.”
“Right.” I stepped back. “Come in.”
He did.
But he didn’t move toward the gate. He shut the door behind him and stayed where he was, just inside the kitchen. The air thickened.
He looked at me like he was measuring something. His chest rose with slow, even breaths. His jeans rode low on his hips, damp with sweat.
“You lied,” I said quietly.
He nodded. “Yeah.”
I swallowed hard.
“If you’re gonna keep staring,” he said, “you should do something about it.”
My breath snagged.
“I wasn’t—”
“You were.” His eyes dragged over me, deliberate and unhurried. “And I liked it.”
I stood there, stunned, heat rising in my chest, my cheeks, my thighs. The silence between us stretched taut.
Then he stepped in.
His hand landed on my hip. The other curled behind my neck. And then his mouth was on mine: hot, demanding, and sure.
I gasped, and he took it. Deepened the kiss until I forgot everything but the weight of him, the taste of him, the way his body pressed me gently into the wall like I’d been put there for this.
His mouth slid down to my jaw, my throat.
“You gonna be a good girl,” he murmured, “and let me wreck you?”
I shuddered. Nodded.
“Words,” he said against my skin.
“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”
That smile again, brief and wicked. Then his hands were back on me, rougher now, sliding under my tank top, dragging down my sides. His fingers left heat in their wake. My skin ached for more.
“God.” My voice broke. “I don’t even know you.”
“You know enough.”
I did. I knew his name. I knew how he moved, how he worked, how his muscles looked under the sun. I knew how it felt when his fingers brushed mine too long, when his eyes pinned me like a held breath.
He moved like he had every right to touch me, and I let him. Let him press his palm between my thighs, over the thin cotton of my shorts. My hips jerked forward before I could stop them.
“Fuck,” I whispered.
“You ever been fucked against your own wall?” he asked, lips brushing my ear.
I shook my head. I didn’t trust my voice.
His fingers curled, pulled the fabric tighter against me, pressure right where I needed it. I whimpered. Grabbed at his shoulders, nails dragging across damp skin.
“Didn’t think so.”
He kissed me again—slower, teasing, tasting. My whole body arched toward him, aching.
He paused. Just for a second. Looked down at me, eyes darker than before.
“You on the pill?”
“Yes.” My voice was thin. Breathless.
“Good.”
“You’re shaking,” he said, his voice low against my throat.
I was. My legs weren’t steady, and I didn’t care.
His hand slipped between my thighs again. My shorts were soaked through now. I could feel it. So could he.
“You want me to stop?”
I shook my head.
He pressed his fingers harder into me. “Say it.”
“No.”
His mouth curved against my neck. “Then say what you do want.”
God. I couldn’t. Not with my heart in my throat and my whole body burning.
Still, I said it. “I want you to touch me.”
“I am touching you.” He dragged his knuckles higher, brushing the edge of my underwear. “Be specific.”
“I want you inside me.”
His hand stilled. Just for a second.
Then he pulled me tight to the wall and kissed me like he meant to mark me. Slower, but rougher too. Like he was fighting to stay patient. Like he wanted to shove me out the door and take me against the fence right then.
My hips rocked forward without thinking. I wasn’t trying to be seductive. I was just desperate.
“Rafe,” I whispered.
“Yeah.”
“I need you.”
His breath hitched. “Fuck,” he muttered. “Alright.”
Then his hand was sliding under the waistband of my shorts, and I forgot how to think.






  
  Snapping a Line
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His hand slid under my waistband like he owned it. Fingers warm, slow, deliberate. My breath caught before I could stop it. My head hit the wall harder than I meant. 
His mouth didn’t leave mine. He kissed me like he needed it. Like I was already his to take.
I was soaked, and not just a little. His fingers moved through it, easy and slick, and the low grunt he let out when he felt it made my knees shake.
“Fuck,” he muttered against my lips. “This pussy’s starving.”
My body seized at the word. My ex-husband had never used that word. Never like that. Not with reverence. Not with certainty.
He dragged his middle finger up the center of me, slow and firm. Found my clit and circled it once, then again. My hips jerked. I gasped into his mouth.
I could already feel it building, high and tight and wild. I hadn’t even had time to brace for it.
“Rafe—”
“No,” he said, tone sharp but quiet. “Not yet.”
“But—”
“Hold it.”
He didn’t stop touching me. He just slowed down. Stayed on the edge. Each circle worse than the last.
My hands scrabbled at his shoulders. Not pulling him closer. Not trying to escape. I just needed something to hold onto. He filled up all the space around me, all the space inside me, and I was coming apart.
“Please,” I said. “Please—”
“You want to come?” His voice dropped to a
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