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Chapter 1
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Delilah 

MILF. Cougar. 

Those are words I would have never used to describe myself. But now, they linger in the sterile, air-conditioned hallway, reminders of how much has changed.

It's funny how one day can change everything. One night, one decision. That's all it took to completely change mine and Ethan Kingston's life. Standing in disbelief, I peer around the college’s athletic center, the events from the last week crashing back into me. 

At the other end of the hallway, the young college student we ran into only a few moments ago pulls a ringing phone out of his pocket. Holding it up to his ear, he disappears around a corner. Whatever words he's saying this time, I can't hear. Yet his earlier comments still ring in my ears, reminding me I don’t belong here.

Apparently, he was at the party Ethan had on Friday, four days ago. Then Ethan made the decision that changed everything. He left. Came over to my house. And I gave in, stopped fighting the attraction between us. Next came the phone call on Monday afternoon. That guy had posted photos from the party online, some of which included a topless sixteen-year-old girl. The school found out and rescinded both of their athletic scholarships and kicked them off the team. 

I fidget with the strap of my purse, my stomach tightening into knots. In front of me, Ethan strolls into an ominous conference room. The ache in my stomach intensifies. 

It's like a switch flipped inside of him. As soon as he entered the room the nervous, young kid disappeared. Instead, he stands tall and confident. With polite, respectful salutations, he greets every person sitting at the long table in front of us, while I sneak in and take a seat near the back. There are half a dozen of them, all wearing suits and business attire with stern faces. 

They match the room, serious with one goal in mind: basketball. Every single black leather chair contains the college’s logo, printed on the back. The wall even displays a giant ‘P.’ Everywhere I glance, reminders of where I am, a giant university, slap me in the face. I’m here with a college student, dating a college kid. 

Placing my purse on my lap, I fidget with the straps again, trying to make myself as invisible as I can. I cross my legs one way, straighten my floor-length dress, then switch my position. No matter what I try, I can’t get comfortable or shake the feeling that I have no business being here. I suck in a cold breath, watching the meeting unfold like a movie. 

Most of the people on the other side of that table appear close to my age. Yet every other word out of Ethan’s mouth is sir, ma’am, Mr. or Mrs. with more thank yous and pleases than I’ve ever heard my kids utter. It’s a side of him I’ve never seen. This is the student, the scholar, the business professional. 

Well, the future business professional. 

As they question him, my heart races. I twist my hands in my lap, hoping he can get his scholarship back. That’s his whole future on the line. A future he hasn’t even started yet. Everything hinges on him graduating. With each answer, I feel worse. Despite his mature statements and remorseful attitude, I can still see the young child in him, like a little kid asking for forgiveness after he stole a cookie from the pantry. 

I close my eyes, resisting the urge to rub my temples. He’s like half my freaking age, asking a panel for a chance to redeem himself. I’m halfway through mine at thirty-six years old. I was already married once. Already bought my first and second houses, had two children, grew my furniture painting business. 

What the flip am I doing? Who am I even kidding? 

No matter what he says, or how I feel when I’m with him, I cannot rob him of those moments and the chances for all of those firsts. I bite my bottom lip, clinging silently to my resolve. He deserves the opportunity for those memories, not to step into the middle of my botched up fail at life. 

“I understand that the party was at my house, and I take full responsibility for that. I understand how irresponsible it was to allow other people access to my home when I was not there,” Ethan continues, “but I honestly was not there. I had no idea who was there or what happened.” 

“With all due respect, Mr. Kingston,” one of the men states, “you truly expect us to believe one of your teammates threw you a party for your twenty-first birthday at your residence, and you were not in attendance?”

“Yes, sir. If you look closely at the pictures, I’m sure you will see that I’m not in any of them.”

My eyes jerk open. It was his birthday party? A sharp pain pierces my chest. He just turned twenty-one. Like literally just freaking turned twenty-one. That means – oh, god – I had sex with him when he was only twenty. 

My lungs burn. My breath comes in short, strained bursts. 

It’s okay. Twenty is still legal. I didn’t do anything wrong. 

Great, and now I’m that creeper trying to convince myself that it’s okay to have sex with some flipping kid. I’m a horrible person. 

“Is there anyone who can vouch for your whereabouts?” a female voice cuts in.

“Yes, ma’am.” He turns toward me. 

My eyes go wide. Why is there never a hole in the ground when I need one? 

My legs shake as I stand up. My hands clench the straps of my purse like it’s a railing that’s going to keep me from falling. 

“Hi.” I force a weak smile. It disappears before it’s even fully formed. I manage the few steps forward, stopping right beside Ethan. He appears at ease in his formal black suit while I tap my fingers against my long, blue maxi dress, feeling even more out of place with everyone else dressed in suits. 

“And you are?” the woman asks, peering over her thick eyeglasses at me. 

“Hi. Um . . .  I’m Delilah Rose . . . Ethan was at my house that night.” There, I said it. I feel nauseous, yet I’m still standing. 

“What was he doing there?” Skepticism laces her voice as she jots notes on a tablet. 

Great. Just flipping pancakes great. This is being documented, written for all of history to know that I slept with a kid. 

“Delilah is my girlfriend,” Ethan states when I don’t answer. “We were – ”

My hand flies to my forehead, slapping it as I shake my head. “He really doesn’t have to answer that, does he?” 

There’s a chuckle from the other side of the table. “I think we get the gist.” 

I’m about ready to open my eyes when another voice cuts in. “As convenient as it is for your friend to step up with an alibi, given the severity of the situation, do you have any actual proof of your whereabouts young man?” 

Ethan tugs at his shirt collar. He glances at me before sighing and nodding his head. “Yeah,” he reaches in his pocket and pulls out his phone, “there’s um . . . A photograph and text conversation.”

My mouth falls open. 

He presses a few buttons before stepping forward and handing the phone over.

“You what?” My hands fly to my waist.

He turns toward me, his eyes not meeting mine.

“You took a picture of me?”

Before he can answer, the doors behind us burst open. The kid we ran into a few minutes before being escorted into this room, Scott SomethingOrOther strolls in. Scott SomethingOrOther that recognized me, from a photograph. 

Oh, god. How many more people have seen it? My knees buckle. Ethan reaches for my arm, I cling to him for support, too nauseous and my vision too blurry to shrink from his touch. 

“Mr. Emerson,” Mrs. SeriousGlasses states, examining Ethan’s phone as she takes notes, “I believe we have already heard from you.”

“Ethan wasn’t there.” He ignores her as he steps forward, still talking. “Everything, the entire night was my responsibility. I’ve taken down the photographs and deleted them. Kingston shouldn’t be held liable at all. Please, don’t kick him off of the team. This was all on me. My dad can even show you credit card receipts, I purchased everything. The whole thing was my idea and responsibility.” He glances at Ethan. A shared nod passes between them. 

“Well, thank you all for your candidness.” Mrs. SeriousGlasses turns toward all three of us, holding the phone out. “We will let you know our decision in a few days.” 

“A few days?”

“Yes, Mr. Kingston,” she replies, still writing in her tablet, “we will have to debate our findings and take that information to the athletic association’s lawyers before we can let you know if we are able to reinstate your scholarship and allow you back on the team.” 

“Thank you for your time, ma’am.” He takes his phone back and shoves it deep in his pocket. “Coach,” he nods toward the man on the end before turning. 

Without a formal dismissal, we leave. That’s it. No verdict. No decision. 
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THE HOUR DRIVE HOME to the northern suburbs of Indianapolis drags on in silence. Like complete silence. He doesn’t even turn on the radio. I know he’s worried about his scholarship and their final decision, but another issue tugs at my brain, festering the entire drive. As the corn and wheat fields rush past, I can’t even focus on finding a solution to fixing my living room remodel for his parents’ house that I have to complete in three days. Instead, Ethan’s words from the meeting repeat in a never ending loop inside my head. He took his jacket off and hung it up in the backseat before we left the campus, yet even his toned muscles hiding beneath the rolled up sleeves of his white dress shirt cannot chill the betrayal building inside me. 

As soon as Ethan parks in my driveway and stops his car, I hop out, storming into my house. I hear his dress shoes tapping on the concrete right behind me, and the door clicks shut as he follows me inside. Yet I don’t turn around until I’m in the living room.

“You took a photograph of me?” I toss my purse on the chair between us and place my hands on my hips. Please let it only be one photograph, not lots or a video. 

He runs his hands over his face before ripping his tie off. “Yeah.” 

“So what? You need photographic proof of all your conquests?”

“No,” he takes a step toward me, tossing his black tie on the chair beside my purse, “it’s not like that.”

“Delete it.”

“No.” 

“Ethan, I want that picture destroyed.”

He shakes his head, taking another step toward me. “Not happening.” Brushing past me, he plops down on the couch, then reaches into his pocket. His large frame and long legs dwarf the oversized couch, yet he appears so at home on the grey material. He pulls his phone out and tosses it in the air at me.

I catch it with both hands. The screen lights up from my touch. I blink. It’s a picture of us. I’m asleep in his arms. The largest, most content smile I’ve ever seen graces his lips, like it’s the only place in the world he wants to be. Nothing is showing. It’s not erotic at all. 

“I’m not deleting it.”

I glance up at him, then back at the phone. “You made it your screensaver?” My voice catches in my throat, all of my anger dissipating. 

“Yeah,” he holds his hands out wide, gesturing for me to come to him. “and I’m gonna take a lot more of us.” I take a tentative step toward him. He reaches out and grasps my hands, tugging me onto his lap. “But I promise I won’t do it without you knowing.” 

“Thank you.” 

His hands snake up my arms, brushing my hair out of my face before tucking the stray strands behind my ears. “Bae, are we all right? With this whole thing, right now, I gotta know that we’re solid.”

“Ethan,” I close my eyes, “you just turned twenty-one.”

“I know how old I am.” 

I shake my head, “But you have –”

He grasps my chin. “Delilah, look at me.” I blink and peer up at him, our faces only inches apart. “I don’t care what anyone thinks I have or should do. All I care about is that I have you.” 

I twist in his grasp until I straddle his lap. Biting my bottom lip, I try to keep my resolve. Yet the deep gold flecks in the center of his grey eyes burn into me with a raw intensity and need, melting my willpower. 

His thumb slides over my cheek, drawing my bottom lip out of my mouth. “Slim,” he leans in closer, “tell me I got you.” 

My stomach twists. My hands clench his broad shoulders. How does it always come back to this? How am I supposed to fight that look, this fire between us? How can I tell him that I’m not ready for anyone else to know about us? That I’m still not sure if there is an us, if I can trust that emotion in his eyes? 

My heart beats in heavy thumps against my chest, my voice unable to answer. 

He doesn’t wait. He tightens his grip on my chin, pulling my face toward his until our lips crash together. Everything clenches and releases inside me as I kiss him back. 

“How much time do we have,” he asks between kisses, his lips still grazing mine, “before we have to pick up the boys?” 

I break away from him and suck in a much-needed breath. It doesn’t help the heat coursing through my body. Glancing down, I spot his phone. I tap the screen and turn back to him. Both my boys are at a playdate. I don’t have to pick them up until this evening. “About an hour.” 

He kisses my neck. His hands trail down my sides, clenching my hips and slowly grinding me against his already hard erection. 

“Fuck, Ethan,” I whimper, my head falling back.

“That’s right, Bae.” He kisses the front of my neck, down the thin material of my blue dress before sucking one of my breasts into my mouth. My nipple pebbles under his lips. His hands glide along my legs before finding the hem of my dress and pushing the material up. Like lava, his fingers scorch my flesh, zigzagging up my legs and thighs until he grips my bare hips. I hold on tight to his shoulders as he moves my body like a ragdoll, grinding my soaked panties against the giant bulge in his slacks. 

He turns his attention to my other breast while one of his hands sneaks below my underwear. His fingers slide along my wet folds, then flick at my clit, sending my body jerking as my back arches even farther. 

“Ethan,” I moan, pushing into his fingers, into his erection, needing him so badly. 

“Say it, Bae.” His hot breath teases my nipple through my dress. His hand moves faster, bringing me higher, pushing me closer to the edge. Then he backs away, trailing a line of kisses up to my ear. “Say you’re mine.”

I grind against him, trying to move back to that high. “Ethan, Ethan I . . .” I pant.

He sucks my earlobe into his mouth before nibbling on it and teasing me with more hot kisses along my neck. His fingers circle my clit again, drawing another moan from me. “Tell me this is mine.” 

“It’s yours. I’m yours.” The words tumble from my lips as I feverishly grind against him. 

He slides two, long fingers inside me, arching them in just the right spot as his thumb circles my clit. He bites my neck, sucking on it hard as his other hand trails up my body and clenches my other breast. 

My body detonates, my release spilling over his hand before soaking through my panties to his black slacks. As aftershocks pulse through my system, he kisses me deeply, holding me tight. 

When we finally break for air, he looks me deep in the eyes. Sliding his fingers out of my still quivering pussy, he brings them up to his mouth and licks each one off, a devilish grin on his face. “Mine.” 

I nod, unable to formulate any words.

With my chest still heaving, he reaches down between us and undoes his slacks, then tugs himself free. I can’t see anything beneath my royal dress. But, I feel each of his movements as I stare into his eyes. Pulling my panties to the side, he lines himself up and eases in. 

I cry out, gripping his arms so tight I’m sure it will draw blood. Placing both hands on my waist, he sets a slow pace. Circling my hips against his, I grind into him, my body inching higher and higher. He kisses me, slow and gentle, like our pace, over and over again. My body flies, unable to anchor itself down. 

As I soar higher, closer and closer to that cliff, his grip tightens. He rocks his hips. At first slow. Then harder, faster, until he’s slamming into me. I see stars. His arms snake around my waist, crossing my back beneath the flowy dress as he thrusts up into me. 

I cry out, my moans jumbled half words.

“That’s it, Bae.” He thrusts again, rolling his hips while he’s deep inside me. “Give it to me.” With one more hard pump, I collapse, my body jerking in his embrace. He rolls his hips deep into me twice before his body turns rigid, and he cries out. 

We stay locked in each other’s arms for several minutes, our hearts pounding and then slowing at the same rate. 

“Fuck, Slim,” he laughs, nuzzling my neck, “I think you ruined my slacks.” 

I pull away enough to look into his eyes and cringe.

“Don’t make that face.” He laughs again, his fingers trailing down my cheek. “It’s sexy as hell how fucking wet you get. All right,” he sucks in my bottom lip before peppering it with a few light kisses, “as much as I want to go for round two and bend your ass over this couch,” he slaps my ass with his free hand, “we have to get ourselves presentable and go get those boys.” 

As I stretch on his body, he grabs my waist with both hands and hoists me up, pulling me off of his still hard length and setting me on the floor. I stand on shaky legs, smoothing my dress as I stare at his long erection popping out of his pants. 

He stands up, wiggling his hips a little before tucking it away and leaning close. “Don’t worry,” he nibbles on my ear, “there will definitely be a round two tonight.” He squeezes my ass and gives me one more chaste kiss. “I’m gonna go change and be back in five. Does that give you enough time?”

I nod, my fingers toying with the buttons on his shirt. 

His hand comes up and stills mine. “Tonight.” He smiles with that dimple that almost has me in a puddle on the floor before sliding past me and darting toward the back of the house.

I shift my weight, my soaked panties sliding along my tender pussy. “Right,” I nod, “new underwear.” I rush toward the stairs, shaking my head despite the grin plastered onto my face. It’s going to hurt. Freaking hell, I know it’s going to hurt once he finally realizes I’m too old for him, but I can’t let go. 
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Chapter 2
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Delilah

“What are you doing still up this late?” Ethan's voice rings through my workshop at the back of my property late that night.

“Huh?” I don't even turn around to greet him as I finish the final touch-ups on my last birdhouse. This is the seventh one in two weeks. Then there were the jewelry boxes and floor-length mirrors that have already sold. Lots and lots of little stuff. I cringe at the thought, knowing I need to bust out some larger pieces and still finish another commissioned complete bedroom set. “It's not that late.”

“It's almost one-thirty, Slim.” His footsteps pad across the floor as he comes up behind me. “I know you're gonna be up by five,” he places his hands on my shoulders, “so let's call it a night. You've done enough.”

I shake my head, glancing at the other four birdhouses decorating the long worktable. Between them, the two end tables I managed to finish and the blue record cabinet, it's not much. But it's at least something for the store which Sheila, my saleswoman, keeps reminding me is running bare. “I still have more I need to do.”

He wraps his arms around me tighter, leans down, and kisses the top of my head. “It can wait 'til morning. The dishes are done, I folded all of your laundry, and the boys are sound asleep. Everything else will still be here tomorrow.”

I shake my head again, tomorrow's schedule playing on a loop in my head as my stomach knots with anxiety. “First thing in the morning, I have to schedule a truck to move all of this,” I wave toward the finished items, “then go furniture shopping and somehow find a magic piece to complete your mom's living room remodel because they will be home in two days. And I have to get it all done before Aiden has practice.”

“The living room is fine. Don't worry about that.”

“No, it's not.” I push out of his grasp, closing the lid on my wax. Collecting all of my tools, I head toward the back to put them away. “You saw it. Jill will definitely see it. It needs something more. Something big and bold and blue, and . . . Call me cray-cray, but it needs that.” My eyes land on the record cabinet as I stuff the can of sealer on the shelf. A huge grin spreads across my face.

Ethan strolls up beside me, crossing his arms. “You wanna put that in my house?”

“Uh-huh.”

“No offense, Slim, I love everything you do, but that one looks like someone melted a bunch of neon crayons down the front of a blue dresser.”

“Exactly. It's perfect.” 

“No.”

“Yes.” I lean against his chest. “It's perfect. You know it is. The blue matches the couch exactly. Even the pink and orange accents and the bohemian style totally match the ottomans Jill picked out.” I clap my hands, too exhausted to jump up and down. “Besides, you said it yourself, she likes lots of crayons. She's going to love it.”

“Yeah,” he runs his hand over his face before wrapping it around my shoulders, “yeah, she is. All right, Slim,” he gives my shoulders a tight squeeze before releasing me and heading toward the cabinet, “let's get this moved over there.”

“Now?”

“Yeah, that way you don't hurt yourself trying to do it in the morning, and that cute, little head of yours can quit worrying.”

He pulls out the two drawers and hands them to me, then squats down and picks the entire thing up. 

“Uh . . . D-don't you need help with that?”

“Nope,” he grunts, hoisting the heavy piece of furniture out of my workshop, “just the doors.”

“Obe-kaybe.” I pick up the ornate drawers and follow him out into the still muggy summer night. Shaking my head, I hurry after him as we cross my lawn, somehow managing to open the fence between our properties and not drop the drawers. 

Without so much as a grunt or break, we make it to his house. I reach for the sliding door to the daylight basement.

“Keys are in my pocket, Slim,” Ethan states, shifting his hips enough for me to access his pocket. “Some of us actually lock up our houses.”

“Uh-huh.”

Setting down the drawers on the concrete patio, I reach into his pocket. He sucks in a sharp breath as my hand glides along his hard length, searching for the keys. Seriously, is he always hard? My fingers linger, tracing his firm erection as heat spreads up my arm shooting to my core. 

“Don't worry, Bae,” he strains, “you'll definitely be seeing that tonight.” 

He shifts his weight, my eyes jerking to the oversized cabinet in his arms. Crap. That has to be heavy. Even on rollers, it took some effort for me to push it around. Dipping my hands farther into his pocket, I clench the keys and pull them out. 

“Found them.” I force a sheepish grin. Great. Now, I even sound like a creeper. 

As soon as I unlock and open the door, Ethan carries the cabinet inside and sets it on the floor. In the next moment, his arms box me in against a wall. His mouth covers mine. Heat blooms everywhere as I wrap my arms around him and feverishly kiss him back. 

“Let's get this upstairs so I can get you to bed,” he states, gasping for air as he pulls back. 

I nod, trailing my finger down his arm, thankful he chose to ignore my idiotic remark. He clenches my hand in his, bringing it to his mouth for a quick kiss before releasing me and turning back to the refurbished record cabinet. 

Picking up one drawer in each hand, I follow him up the stairs all the way to the living room. 

As I slide the drawers into place, he steps back, crossing his arms over his chest.

“You're right, it's perfect.”

I glance around the dark room, a laugh escaping my lips. “You can't even see in here. It's too dark.” I take a step towards him, a sudden rush of courage taking over with the way his eyes hover up and down my body. He’s not even looking at the piece of furniture. “If I didn't know any better, I'd think you were just saying that to get in my pan-shorts.” I glance down, checking that I'm actually in shorts.

“You're right.” He takes one step, closing the distance between us. “Let's go.”

Without warning, he leans down and picks me up, hoisting me over his shoulder. 

“Hey! Put me down.”

He smacks my ass and strolls out of the room. “I will . . . When we get to your room.”

I kick my legs, but he only tightens his hold, his fingers gliding up my thighs, inside my stained denim shorts.

“Ethan!” I try to sound serious but can't stop giggling. “I can walk on my own.”

“Nope.” My ass bounces in the air beside his head as he bounds down the stairs. “Not having you head back to your workshop to try to get more done.”

He strolls through the basement, his fingers running up and down my bare thighs as my ass bounces inches from his face. I clench my legs together, praying he can't smell my arousal. After stepping outside into the muggy August heat, he locks the door and heads toward the back of his property. 

“Come on, seriously . . . Let me down. I can walk.” I angle my elbows on his back, cradling my chin in my hands to keep my head up as I blow my messy hair out of my face. “This is embarrassing.” 

He glances side to side before smacking me on the ass again. “Not happening. No one can see us out here.”

I peer around through my straggly locks of hair. He’s right, yet again. Six foot privacy fences line either side of us, surrounded by tall trees and no windows on any of the neighbors’ houses facing us. 

We reach the center of my pool, and he stalls.

“Change of plans.” I can feel the smile radiating off of him as he slides his hand up my thighs, across my ass and pushes my shirt up before turning and nibbling my bare torso. 

“Change of what?” I mutter, hoisting my upper body up as much as I can and twisting to try and glance in front of me. He holds me tighter, yanking my shoes off. They fall onto the patio with two loud plops. 

“I think I need to wear you out. Make sure you sleep in tomorrow.”

Before I can react, he grabs me tighter and jumps into the pool. Water splashes all around us, drowning me in a sea of cold black. I sputter and gasp, shooting to the surface, then coughing and spitting out all the water that flew into my mouth. 

As I blink the water from my eyes, I catch Ethan resurfacing. He runs his hands over his face and through his hair before stripping his shirt off and tossing it outside the pool. Even in the pale moonlight, I can see his eyes grow darker as he stalks toward me. 

“Ethan.” I warn, spreading my arms out wide and taking a step back through the thick, four-foot-deep water. 

“No one can see us, Slim. It’s just you and me.” 

I swallow, my mouth turning dry despite the water still streaking down my face and hair. As I lick my lips, he pounces, capturing me in a tight embrace. One hand wraps around my back, the other travels up my torso, clenching one of my already pebbled breasts as he moans my name. His lips crash against mine. My legs wrap around his waist as he picks me up. “Fuck, Slim,” he groans as we separate enough for him to lift my shirt over my head, “do you have any idea how many times I’ve dreamed of this?” 

Hot waves ripple up my spine before the cool water dissipates the heat leaving goosebumps all over my flesh. 

This is crazy. Completely irresponsible. “Ethan, we can’t.” I cling to the tiny trace of sanity still holding on. Yet my hips have a mind of their own, grinding against his erection as my hands trace circles around his bare chest and biceps. 

He kisses my neck, sucking the tender flesh into his mouth. “We can and already are.” He picks me up higher, exposing my entire torso to the night sky as he leans down and sucks one of my breasts into his mouth. 

My mind goes blank. All arguments leave my lips as my head falls back, and I give in to his delicious torture. 
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“MOMMY, MOMMY,”  AIDEN'S little voice cries as he runs into my room.

“Huh?” I sit up in bed, blinking enough to realize I'm not wearing anything. Grabbing my blanket, I pull it up to my chin and brush my hair out of my face. “What is it, Baby?” 

“The pool monster’s gonna eat me!”

“What?” I scratch my head, blinking a few more times. Late morning light streams in the window. My eyes dart toward the clock, cringing at the nearly nine-thirty time. 

Aiden hops on my bed, bouncing up and down with energy at my feet. “Zane said there’s a pool monster, and one lives in our pool. He left footprints all over the floor and stole our clothes and dragged them into the pool, and he's gonna eat us, and . . .”

“Oh, mercy,” I rub my temples. It is too early for this. Scratch that, it's too late. No, I just need more sleep. I look at the clock again, willing it to display another time. “Baby, there are no water monsters.”

“But, but there are giant wet footprints in the house.” He holds his hands out wide, demonstrating their size. “And wet clothes outside. He came inside and took our clothes, and tonight he's gonna take me, and . . . And I don't want no monster eating me.” He wraps his arms around his little waist, shaking his torso as his eyes try to pop out.

I shake my head, resisting the urge to laugh. The five-year-old’s scared face is way too cute. “Honey, those are mommy's clothes . . . I went for a swim last night.” I tug the blanket tighter around me, then lean forward and hug him. “There are no monsters. Nothing is going to eat you. Go downstairs and watch cartoons or play on the Xbox with Zane, and I'll be down in a bit to make breakfast.”

“There are muffins on the table. Zane and I already had one.” He bounces on the bed some more. 

I rub my temples again. The man-boy made muffins. He stayed up late with me after spending all evening caring for my kids when he should have been worried about his scholarship and school. Then he even baked us breakfast before work. He’s just way too amazing. “Okay, go on downstairs, and I'll be right there after I get ready.” 

“See ya later, alligator,” Aiden sings, jumping off my bed and skipping to the door.

“Not for a while, crocodile,” I call after him, holding in my laughter. 

“I’m gonna go tell Zane there aren’t no monsters.”

“Okay, Baby.”

As soon as I hear his footsteps on the stairs, I fall back against my pillows. A stream of giggles escapes my lips. This is what it's like to date someone who actually cares. “I'm in deep and so far over my head,” I mutter, still giggling. 

After shaking my head one last time, I hoist myself up, groaning at my sore muscles. If I plan on keeping this up, I'm going to need to start doing some serious stretches. And find the time for more baths. I lift the blanket and glance down at my swollen vajayjay. Definitely need a long bath. 

Strolling into the bathroom, I stop in front of the mirror. “Son of a . . . Crap.” My hand flies to my neck, trying to rub off the reddish-brown mark as I lean closer. “I have a hickey.” I stare at the unmoving bruise in disbelief. “He gave me a hickey.” I don’t own any concealer to try and hide it. I could wear a turtleneck, but I glance toward the window, yeah, that’s not happening in this August heat. That’s awesome. So, so, so awesome. 

There’s no hiding this. 

I suck in a deep breath. 

“I can do this.” It’s just a hickey. People get them all the time. It’s not like all the parents on Aiden’s soccer team don’t already know there’s something going on between Ethan and me. At today’s practice, they’ll get their confirmation. Besides, I have kids, they have kids. We’re all adults here. Adults who obviously have had sex in our lives. I’ll just have to think like Ethan, not care what they think. I growl, turning away from the mirror, knowing that’s easier said than done. 

The reflection catches my attention.

“Are you flipping kidding me?” I whip my head around, staring at my backside in the mirror. Small scratches mar my back from him pinning me against the edge of the pool. Over half a dozen tiny bruises line my butt cheeks in a single arched row from his fingers. 

I bite my bottom lip, warmth creeping into my core from the memories. No one has ever owned my body like him, made me feel so alive and spontaneous. As crazy as it seems, I know I’m falling for him. Getting attached. 

“I’m so screwed.” 
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HOURS LATER, WE PULL into the parking lot for practice. The boys hop out, darting across the field. From the driver’s side, Ethan reaches over, his fingers caressing the mark on my neck. 

I raise my eyebrows at him.

He smirks, that darn dimple showing and making my insides flutter. “Relax, Slim.” 

“Uh-huh. Easy for you to say.”

“Yeah, maybe now all the dads will quit staring at you.”

I blink. Three times. “You did it on purpose?”

“No.” He laughs. “But, you gotta admit, it’s sexy as hell.” 

“Keep telling yourself that, hon.” I shake my head, but I’m smiling as I open the passenger door and climb out. 

Ethan reaches the back of his Mercedes at the same time as me. A huge smile spreads across his face as he opens the trunk and pulls out Aiden’s practice bag.

“Okay, what’s that smile for?” I just insulted him. Well, kinda insulted him. Either way, I wasn’t expecting this reaction.

He slings the bag over his shoulder, stepping close to me. “You called me ‘hon.’” He runs his hand down my chin, his fingers stalling along my bruise. “Mmm, seriously, sexy.”

“Yeah,” I give him my flirtiest smile as I stroll past him to the field, “you should see my ass then.” 

I ignore the stares from the other parents as I take my usual spot standing at the other end of the field. Glancing around, I find Zane, playing catch with Seth, his friend from baseball. That means Melody, his mom, is here. Clenching my hands at my side, I turn back to the field, watching all the little kids line up. I’ve got this. I won’t let it bother me. 

As the kids play, Ethan comes up behind me, wrapping his arms around me. 

I stiffen in his embrace. 

“Relax, Slim.” 

My eyes dart to the parents on the other side of the field. 

He leans his face against mine, his eyes following mine. “Why don’t you host a party?”

“What?”

“Yeah, an end of the season party for both teams.”

“Uh-huh. While I’m at it I’ll also run for president of their PTA once school starts.”

“I’m serious, Slim. Their last game is this Saturday, right?”

I nod, unsure how he knows that.

“Okay, host a pool party the next weekend. Whatever parents are curious will come. Then you’ll see there’s no reason to be nervous. I’m telling ya, they’re just jealous.”

“You’ve seen inside my house. I’m not inviting anyone over.” 

“But you have a killer pool.” I feel his smirk against my cheek. “We’ll have a cookout, swim, and show everyone we’re a regular couple. Then you can relax whenever we’re in public.”

“I don’t know.” But he just said that word, ‘couple.’ Like, we’re a couple. Not a fling. Not just some fun until school starts. 

He tickles my side. “It’s happening.” 

“I said I would think about it.” I laugh, twisting out of his grasp. “I never said I’d do it.”

“Yeah, but a minute ago, you said it was never happening. You’re cracking. That means, it’s happening.” 

I shake my head at the confident smirk on his face. “Whatever.” 
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Chapter 3
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Ethan

“Thank you, again, sir.” I force my voice to remain even and my face serious as I end the phone call. 

Still, the side of my lip twitches up into a smirk as I tuck my phone away in my pocket and watch Delilah. Her back faces me. Hovering a few feet away, rearranging knickknacks on that blue table she painted, I know she's listening; I can tell she's watching out of the corner of her eye.

I don’t miss a clue. Not when it comes to my Bae. My eyes rake over her body as I stroll up to her. She's wearing some short, blue dress. It matches the room, like that long one she wore a few days ago. And, every time she moves, the shiny material catches the light streaming through the windows, highlighting every part of her little body. 

Damn, I'm glad I took the afternoon off to be here. 'Sides, the rest of the day is just meetings and group conference calls. It's all for projects that start next month, after my internship ends. I don't need to be there for any of that. The big boss approved my recycling campaign this morning. Come first thing Monday, I'll get that all set up. Other than that, I've gotten all three projects I've been working on pretty well wrapped up, or at least taken care of enough that Craig, the engineer I've been working under, can handle them. 

Nope, no other place I need to be than here with my Bae. 

I adjust my pants, knowing she can see me, and wishing we had more time before my parents get back from their two week vacation. Their plane landed over an hour ago. That means they should show up any minute. 

“Hey,” I reach out, spinning her in my arms until she faces me, “it's perfect, stop messing with it.” 

She glances from side to side. “I just want it all to look –”

“It does.” I lean down and rest my forehead against hers, stilling her head. “Ma's gonna love it. Don't worry.” This room looks good and she knows it. She couldn't have done a better job if she crawled in Ma's head. Even that bright-ass dresser she refinished looks perfect, like it was painted just for this room. It matches those bright ottomans Ma picked out to a T. 

She bites her bottom lip. Something else is bothering her; the rearranging’s not just nerves over the room. It's written all over her face. Fuck. Maybe if I distract her, she’ll relax. Or at least tell me what’s going on. 

“Hey,” I lift her chin, her brown eyes meeting mine, “that was the school calling.”

She fidgets with her fingers. 

“They made their decision.” I keep my voice steady, drawing out the suspense.

Her eyes dart over my face. She swallows hard, her neck moving in the sexiest way. It draws attention to the faint mark still there, that I know she spent way too much time this morning trying to hide with her hair and a bunch of makeup she went and bought yesterday. 

My dick jerks in my pants, straining to get free. Man, I never thought I’d get so excited to tell someone anything. 

“Wha-what did they decide?” She places her palms on my chest. Her fingers glide along the buttons of my white shirt. 

My heart beats faster. No matter how good the news is, it's nothing compared with the feeling of having someone to share it with. 

“They reinstated my scholarship. Put me back on the team.”

She jumps up and down in my arms, like a little girl, a huge smile spreading across her face. “That's amazing. I'm so happy for you.”

“Yeah,” I play it cool while soaking up her compliments, “really, it was the only outcome. I mean, they need their star player and –”

Her lips crash against mine, silencing whatever else I was gonna say. Fuck, she tastes amazing, like watermelon and mint, the snack we ate less than an hour ago. I pull her closer, my erection rubbing across her stomach until she moans. 

Placing both hands on my pecs, she pulls away. “Your parents will be here any minute.”

“And what, you don’t think they want to see me banging you on their new couch?”

She glances around the room again, chewing on the side of her lip. “No. Maybe we shouldn’t tell them.”

There it is. The reason she’s fidgeting. “They’re gonna find out sooner or later.” 

Her eyes meet mine, pleading for later. 

I want to run my hand over my face, instead, I run it through her hair, down to her shoulders. My fingers trail the straps of her dress. I catch our reflection in the windows. I don’t wanna fight about this. Hell, I don’t ever want to fight with her. If she’s not ready, she’s not ready. “We should celebrate. Tonight.”

She tilts her head to the side.

“You know we both look way too good to waste all this fineness on my parents. Let’s go out tonight, celebrate the good news.”

Her hands stay on my chest, pushing with a slight pressure. Her face contorts into a half grimace. “You know I can’t tonight. I have to put the boys to bed early. They both have their championship games tomorrow.” 

I suck in a breath, wondering how much of this is her being an amazing mom and how much is her still not wanting to be seen with me in public. I could ask her to get a babysitter. But I know those boys come first. If they were my kids, that’s how it’d be, so I can’t push the topic. 

“But . . .” she reaches down, her hand disappearing inside her dress.

“For real, that thing has pockets?”

“Yes,” she laughs, pulling something out, “here.” She places it in my palm and curls my fingers around the small item. “I,” she swallows, “I got you something.”

I open my hand, staring at a simple key. But this ain’t simple. Or small. I blink, and it’s still there. “Delilah . . .” Her name is all I can say as I stand in shock.

“It’s nothing special,” she rambles when I don’t continue, “but I’m going to try and remember to lock my doors. And this way –”

I press my lips to hers, cutting her off with a possessive kiss. Fuck what anyone else thinks or sees. She’s mine. This proves it. 

The front door opening has us both jolting apart. I feel like a high school kid about to get caught making out in his bedroom. I don’t give two shits if my parents catch us. I don’t get her concern, but I’ll wait until she’s ready. At least now I know she’s all mine. I stuff the key in my pocket, readjust myself, and straighten my shirt as she smooths down her dress and hair, brushing it over her shoulder with her fingers. 

“All right, no going out tonight, but I am making you dinner. And after the boys are asleep and everything is set out for their games tomorrow, we’re celebrating.” Giving her hand a quick squeeze, I flash a smile before darting out of the room and down the hallway. I’m not giving her a chance to back out of this. Now I just need to find a way to make tonight special. 

“Ma!” I grab the heavy front door, holding it open and grabbing a bag from my dad as he pulls a stack of mail out of the mailbox. 

“I wasn’t expecting to see you here. Shouldn’t you be at work, boy?” 

Well that’s a greeting. Shutting the door behind my parents, I set their stuff by the stairs. “You know I couldn’t wait to see you. How was Italy?” 

Ma gives me a big hug. “Absolutely stunning and delicious. You’ll have to help your father with the cases of wine in the trunk.”

“You know I could have picked you up from the airport.”

“Nonsense. Besides, your father likes taking care of me. I couldn’t have you taking that away from him.” She pats me on the arm as she waltzes past me. “Italy was beautiful, but I cannot wait to sleep in my own bed and see that new living room.”

As she says the words, Delilah steps into the hallway. Like the first ray of light in the morning, she overpowers the space, warming every inch of my body. 

“Tell me that living room is done, dear.” 

“It is.” Delilah laughs, taking a step back and waving toward the room. 

“Ooh.” Ma shimmies, then does a little salsa step all the way down the hallway. 

My dad shakes his head, flipping through the stack of letters in
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