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Josh stepped into the low-lit pub, the heavy scent of wood smoke and ale wrapping around him. The sound of fiddles and guitars drifted through the room, mingling with the clink of glasses and bursts of laughter. It was folk music night, and the place was alive with energy. He wasn’t much for folk, truth be told, but his mate swore by it, said the girls were all free spirits, flowing skirts, and wild hair. Josh liked the idea of that.

He ordered a pint, leaning against the bar, eyes scanning the crowd. That’s when he saw her.

She stood by the stage, completely engrossed in the music. Her long, floral skirt swirled with every beat of the song, paired with a denim jacket that hugged her waist just right. Her hair, reddish-brown and untamed, cascaded down her back, catching the warm light of the lanterns that hung above. She swayed with the rhythm, eyes half-closed, her lips parting slightly as the music picked up pace.

Josh felt a pull, a raw magnetism. She was beautiful, but more than that, she was alive in a way he hadn’t seen in ages.

With his drink in hand, he made his way over, heart thudding in his chest. As he got closer, the music hit him harder, a pulsing, infectious beat that tugged at his limbs. The room shrunk down to just her.

“Good night for it,” he said, his voice just loud enough to catch her attention without breaking her from the trance of the music.

She opened her eyes, locking onto his. A slow smile spread across her lips, mischief flickering in her gaze. “A night like this is always good. Especially when you let go.”

Josh grinned. “Is that an invitation?”

“Depends. Can you dance?” She raised an eyebrow, clearly challenging him.

“Can’t say I’m much for spinning, but I know how to move,” he said, stepping closer, testing the space between them. The music changed tempo, quicker now, the fiddle urgent and wild.

Her eyes sparkled. “Then show me.”

He couldn’t resist. Without thinking, he grabbed her hand, pulling her towards him. Her laughter rang out, light but sultry, as they found a rhythm together. Her body pressed against his, the soft fabric of her skirt brushing his jeans. He felt her hips twist under his hands as they danced, her movements fluid and teasing, always just out of full reach. She leaned into him, and he caught the scent of something floral and intoxicating, like her hair had been kissed by summer.

“What’s your name?” he asked, voice low in her ear as they swayed, closer now.

“Fiona,” she said, her breath warm against his neck. “And you?”

“Josh,” he murmured, his grip tightening just slightly at the small of her back, pulling her against him in a way that made his pulse race.

She tilted her head, looking up at him through thick lashes, biting her lip in a way that sent a jolt of heat through him. “Josh,” she repeated, testing it on her tongue like it was something she wanted to savour.

The music sped up again, but they didn’t. Their dance slowed, bodies pressed together, moving in time to something else entirely. Her hands slid up to his shoulders, fingers tracing lightly over the back of his neck, and he felt like the room might explode from the tension building between them.

Fiona’s lips were close now, teasingly so, and Josh couldn’t resist any longer. He leaned down, capturing her mouth with his, their kiss deep and electric. She kissed him back just as fiercely, her fingers tangling in his hair, tugging him closer, her body arching against his. It was a kiss that promised more than just this moment, filled with heat, hunger, and a wildness that matched the music thrumming around them.

When they finally pulled back, breathless, Fiona’s smile was wicked. “Maybe you can dance after all.”

Josh chuckled, still feeling the heat of her lips on his. “I’ve got other moves too.”

She smirked, her gaze darkening with something more than just playful teasing. “Let’s see what else you’ve got then.”

The music roared on, but for Josh and Fiona, the world outside their heated glances and whispered words had already fallen away as she pulled him outside. 

The music pulsed inside the pub, but out in the beer garden, under a sky freckled with stars, it was quieter, more intimate. The soft murmur of conversation drifted through the air, but Josh didn’t hear any of it. All his senses were locked on Fiona, her hand gripping his as they stumbled together through the darkened path towards a shadowed corner, where the brick wall of the pub met the old wooden fence. The music still filtered out through an open window, the lively strumming of the guitars and the wail of the fiddle wrapping around them like a spell.

Fiona’s back hit the wall softly, and before she could catch her breath, Josh pressed into her, their bodies colliding with a raw urgency. He kissed her again, rougher this time, his hands in her hair, pulling her closer as though they couldn’t get close enough. She moaned against his lips, the sound making his blood thrum in his veins. Her fingers slipped under the hem of his shirt, nails raking lightly over his skin, sending shivers down his spine.

His hands slid down her sides, feeling the curve of her waist through the denim of her jacket before he found the soft fabric of her skirt. He gathered it up in fistfuls, bunching it at her thighs, revealing her legs to the cool night air. His palms roamed over her skin, hot and demanding, as her hips bucked slightly towards him.

She tugged at his belt, fingers deft and impatient, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “I need you, now,” she whispered, her voice husky and filled with want. There was no hesitation, no doubt, only pure, unfiltered desire.

Josh growled softly in response, the primal sound sending a jolt of excitement through her. He unfastened his jeans in one swift motion, pushing them down just enough to free himself, the rough brush of her thigh against him making him harder than he thought possible. Fiona’s eyes were dark with lust, her lips swollen from their frantic kisses. She lifted her leg, wrapping it around his waist, pulling him closer, pressing herself against him in a way that made him ache with need.

“God, Fiona,” he groaned, the heat between them unbearable now. His hands gripped her hips, positioning her just right, and with one swift thrust, he was inside her. She gasped, her head falling back against the wall, her body arching into his, every inch of her pressed against him as he filled her.

The rhythm was instant, natural, like they were moving to the same beat as the music that still poured through the window. Josh thrust deeper, harder, the friction sending sparks of pleasure through them both. Fiona’s hands clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in, urging him on, her moans mixing with the night air, the music, the rustle of leaves around them.

Their movements were frantic, raw, each thrust building on the last, a desperate need for more. He buried his face in her neck, kissing and biting the tender skin there as his
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