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      I hope it’s not too much of a spoiler to tell you this book features pregnancy.
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      At the time I wrote this book, Americans like these characters had a choice whether to continue their pregnancy. Effective June 24, 2022, Americans no longer have that choice. If I were writing this book today, the plot and emotions expressed would be different. The stakes would be different. These characters would have had a different journey, and I think this trope carries new weight. Because our right to bodily autonomy has been revoked, I know reading this story might be difficult for some. Please know that I am fighting for reproductive justice.
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      He’s drowning in a life shaped for someone else. She never expected one reckless night to change everything.

      Walt Sheffield knows exactly how to play the part people expect: tailored suits, polished smiles, and the perfect script for every room he walks into. Yet the practiced charm is suffocating him.

      His father’s death brings financial ruin and exile from elite society — and to Walt’s surprise, it feels like freedom. Delivering mail gives him space to breathe, space to think, and far too much time to obsess over the woman who refused to perform for anyone.

      Orla Brady is building the career she fought hard to earn. She’s on the cusp of a promotion in an industry that constantly underestimates women, part of a loud family that never minds its business, and absolutely unprepared for the consequences of one reckless night with a stranger in an ill-fitting tux.

      Now she’s pregnant… and she can’t even find the slick charmer who turned her world upside down.

      Until he shows up as her new mailman.

      Then he keeps showing up — because for the first time in his life, Walt is living honestly, and he’s desperate to prove he’s worth her time.

      Turns out becoming a real person is terrifying when someone worth loving is watching.

      Live Wire is a steamy romantic comedy featuring a surprise pregnancy, explosive chemistry, and the broody Brady family falling hard when they least expect it.

      **Previously published as Current
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      “Trip, put on a suit. I need you to come with me today. I’ll text you the address.” My father doesn’t waste time with pleasantries. Not with me, anyway. He hangs up the phone abruptly. I could have had plans today. I could have been out somewhere. He has no idea and he doesn’t care. Something evidently came up and I’m needed to show my face and preserve the family brand.

      I look at the address my father sent: Heinz Hall downtown. I remember something vague my mother had said about going to a client’s daughter’s wedding this weekend. The fact that I’m being called in as a pinch hitter means Mom is either faking a dizzy spell or she mixed up her Benzos with her vitamins this morning.

      I could tell my father to fuck off. I could get in my car and just drive away. I have a college degree—I could probably get a job doing something and support myself. I used to watch YouTube videos about people who just live in a van and drive around the country, working on farms in short bursts to support their wanderlust. I don’t have the first clue how to do anything on a farm, and we’ve always had plenty of money to travel in style. I don’t have wanderlust so much as…a deep and burning desire to escape the Sheffield name and all that goes with it.

      But if I’m honest, I can’t escape the hope that eventually, my father will smile at me and maybe tell me I did a good job at something.

      Depending who you ask, my parents are model citizens. They’re involved in philanthropy and sit on boards of directors for charities. They invest in their communities and our last name shows up all over kids’ baseball jerseys and soccer fields we’ve patronized. But behind closed doors, my mother criticized my sister’s appearance incessantly. My father spent the past 25 years both telling me I’m worthless and insisting I need to step up and take the helm of the family empire.

      The promise of that is intoxicating. Taking the helm. What would that feel like?

      I step into my closet and start putting on my tailored suit. It’s like a costume. When I’m wearing it, I’m Trip Sheffield, heckuvaguy. I shake hands too aggressively and laugh too hard at old men telling sexist jokes. When I say something, it has no substance or else it makes women uncomfortable.

      I tighten a perfect Windsor knot in my tie, hating my reflection in the full-length mirror. Maybe it’s not entirely fair to say the suit is a costume. I’m never not wearing tailored couture. The last time I tried to be me, I was in high school. I was a day student at a posh academy where boarding students came from all over to “prepare for a lifetime of success.”

      I was, of course, expected to participate in respectable sports like lacrosse, golf and tennis. I was expected to take courses in business and economics. But one day I enrolled in an acting class. I figured I spend my entire life acting like Trip Sheffield. What if I tried something else?
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      I stare into my reflection, remembering the twitch of my father’s neck muscles when he personally drove to campus to inform the head of school there had been an error in my registration. To anyone else, he was an attentive father, taking time from his corporate life to see to his son’s education. I saw the way his entire body clenched, felt the sting of his fingers digging into my arm as he walked me to his car.

      I learned two things that day. First, whatever hold the Sheffields apparently had on the upper class is apparently precarious, and second, our friends and neighbors are evidently utterly unforgiving of any activity that carries the slightest whiff of not meeting expectations.
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      I tuck my phone into my jacket pocket and sigh, hoping I’m not late to meet my father.
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      He greets me with a nod and starts walking inside. “Hey,” I say, causing him to stare at me disapprovingly. “I just…can you brief me before we go in?”

      He rolls his eyes. “Mick Brady’s son is getting married. Owns Beltane Engineering. They’re consulting on the Garfield project for us. You recall your responsibilities to this property?”

      “Sure, Dad. Of course. This is just a little last minute for me is all.”

      “Yes, well. Your mother wasn’t feeling well today.” I don’t ask after her. There’s no point really.

      “Anything I should be aware of before we go in?” I arch a brow, glancing around his shoulder to see if I know anyone.

      My father licks his teeth and waits a few beats before saying, “The broad comes from a well-connected family in the south hills. There will be a lot of important contacts here today, but they’re here for a wedding. Don’t bring up business. And for the love of god, don’t try to talk about your bakery.”

      I hold up my palms in a surrender gesture. “Of course not,” I sputter. My father gave me a task for his company’s new project in the Garfield neighborhood. I keep clinging to hope that this will be my big opportunity to prove myself to him, but most of the time he doesn’t seem to remember he assigned me a project to lead.

      There had been a project planning meeting, and he asked for ideas to round out the development. I spit out the phrase “keto bakery” in a panic after scrolling through social media on my phone in my lap. I plunked in the terms “powerful influencers” and “market trends” and managed to get the nod from our investors. I’m supposed to be creating a trendy, new customer magnet as part of some big project my father has going in that neighborhood.

      That’s what our family business does. We develop new commercial projects, secure investors, sell the businesses, reap the profits. Only I’m not sure how any of it really works. I mostly take credit for the work our interns are doing.

      Dad shakes a bunch of hands as we walk inside and take our seats just before the ceremony begins. I tap the program on my leg nervously as the wedding party files past. And then a woman catches my eye, because she looks as uncomfortable as me.

      She’s tall and gorgeous, and she moves like she’s not used to wearing a dress. I look at the program, and almost everyone has the last name Brady, so the man with his arm hooked around her is most likely her brother. I find myself feeling relieved that he’s not competition, as if a woman like that would ever look my way.

      Her full lips are painted a deep red, the color of ripe cherries. Her long, golden hair is looped into a braided crown, and she is absolutely regal moving through space, like she owns every atom. She turns her head to scan the room and looks through me, past me, like I’m just a face in the crowd.

      I stare at her for a half hour, not even aware when the wedding ends until she files right on past me again and I watch as she walks directly toward the bar across the hall, in the space reserved for the reception.

      I feel my father’s hand on my shoulder, an ounce more firmly than is comfortable. “You see that tall drink of water over there?” Dad points at the bar and my heart sinks when I realize he’s gesturing at the regal beauty from the ceremony. “She’s one of the Brady kids and I’m doing business with her family. Why don’t you go over there and show her some of the ol’ Sheffield charm?”

      It’s not really a request. I exhale slowly, wishing it weren’t so easy to let my slimy persona slide into place. I nod at my father and walk toward the bar.
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      “I still can’t believe you two are having a regular wedding.” I lean against the wall in the dressing room as my friend Nicole smooths out the skirt of her very fancy wedding gown. My cousin’s bride-to-be twists to the side to check herself from multiple angles.

      “Isn’t it wonderful?” Emma Stag, one of Nicole’s friends, claps her hands, perched on the edge of a stool so as not to mess up her hair or gown. Nicole and Emma both have unmanageable curls, and the wedding stylist tamed everything into elegant up-dos.

      I pat my braids, hoping they don’t stand out as homemade. My mom died when I was ten, and she was sick for years before that. I had bowl cuts until high school and grew up surrounded by Brady boys. There was nobody to teach me I was supposed to care about up-dos, let alone teach me how to create them. Nicole sometimes offers to do fun things with my blond waves, but she’s marrying Zack today and I didn’t want to distract her. It was better for me to figure something out on my own. This braided concoction is the result of hours scouring internet tutorials, and as I look around the room at these gorgeous women, I feel self conscious. But then I remember that I’m a badass engineer and I blink those feelings quickly away.

      The bridal party is all decked out in black gowns everyone promises they’ll wear again, and I have to admit that as far as dresses go, this one is pretty decent. Nicole knows I don’t really go for dresses, but our gowns have pockets, one of those ruched up designs that flatters everyone’s waist, and a neckline that lets me actually wear a regular bra.

      I can already feel myself maybe agreeing to wear it to the next work function my dad deems formal. Another perk of being an engineer: ripped jeans and flannel shirts are the norm on a job site. I have to care about my clothes a few times a year, tops.
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      “But look at the shoes,” Nicole says, showing off the deadly looking spike heels that make her calves look terrific. As my thoughts wander, I almost forget I asked her about her fairytale princess wedding. “And there’s a cookie table.”

      “Who doesn’t love cookies?” Nicole’s other bestie, Maddie, lives with my other cousin, Liam. They have a kid together and everything, but even before she was a mom, Maddie was the queen of snacks. She’s even got a fanny pack to match her bridesmaid dress, since she uses those bags to hold her diabetes supplies…and cookies, apparently.

      The Brady guys are technically my cousins, but really they’re like brothers. Our families lived under the same roof for years. The three of them even greeted my prom date with glowering expressions and threats of violence.

      Despite all that dysfunction, everyone in my extended family is happily partnered, and I hear about it no fewer than forty times a week. My dad seems more excited about his imaginary future son-in-law than he does about his existing daughter.

      Okay, that’s not fair.

      But he and his girlfriend do keep asking pointed questions about my love life, and I try to steer them back toward questions about electrical systems.

      Everything seemed a lot easier before they all remembered that I’m a woman. I silently curse my cousins for all managing to find true love before I was ready to even start looking. Now there’s all this pressure on me, in addition to the building pressure for me to advance in my career, pass my exams, and start taking on my own electrical engineering projects. Dad wants me to take the helm for the company’s new power plant projects, and he seems to pivot between asking about my love life and making sure I’m up on all the new codes for high voltage transmission lines.
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      The wedding planner swoops in to the room, clapping her hands and telling us all to take our places. I have to admit, it’s pretty cool that Nicole and Zack are getting married in Heinz Hall. This place is like a dream for a gang of civil engineers. Sure enough, as I sneak my head around the corner to peek at the aisle, I see my relatives all pointing out architectural features and admiring the load-bearing columns in the historic Pittsburgh concert hall.

      The crowd is full of my dad and uncle’s clients and golf buddies, who seem to overlap with Nicole’s parents’ clients and golf buddies. I worry there won’t be a single person here that I can tolerate outside my relatives, but then my eye drifts to a group of women wearing varying shades bright red, sitting in the middle on Nicole’s side. I instantly relax. The ladies of Foof will keep me sane at the reception.

      Fresh Out Of Fucks, they call themselves. Nicole introduced me a few years ago when she and Zack first got together and I was really struggling with being the only female engineer in a world full of men who all think they know more than me. Foof gets together every few weeks to strategize about the best ways to overcome our problems. Sam Vine, who owns a kick-ass tech startup, talks about Foof like we’re witches, gathering together over a cauldron to combine our powers.

      Mostly, I just appreciate the support. I never have to explain anything there, not really. It’s amazing to have female influence like that. I grew up in a house with five men. On the one hand, I never had any opportunity to doubt that I belonged in the world of engineering. On the other, I was at least 18 years old before I realized it’s not normal to be able to identify your cousins based on the smell of their farts.
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      After the ceremony, I grab a drink and make a bee line for the ladies in red. “Orla!” Sam sings out my name and shakes her glass at me. “You look terrific. Did you take my advice about the shape wear?”

      “I told you I don’t do shape ware,” I tell her, rolling my eyes.

      “You’re missing out. It just smooths everything.” As she gestures up and down her abdomen, I catch sight of a guy staring, and I roll my eyes again.

      “You’re attracting attention,” I say, my voice a little quieter. Sam waggles her eyebrows, like she knew and that was the point. Sam laughs and shimmies as Logan, another Brady girlfriend, makes her way toward us.

      “Oh my gosh, Orla, you look beautiful. This whole thing is just beautiful.” Logan claps her hands and bounces on her toes. “Cal won’t stop talking about the architecture of the building.” At the ripe old age of 31, Cal’s six years ahead of me in age and a few decades behind me in common sense.

      Except when it comes to girlfriends—Logan’s pretty great.

      “Let’s talk about something more important,” Sam says, steering us both across the room. “Nicole mentioned there was a cheese sculpture.” The food at this event was actually something I got excited about when Nicole was describing it over the past few months. Wait staff circulates the room with all sorts of things wrapped in bacon, tiny cups of shrimp, various flavored meats.

      “I think she commissioned an actual chalet made of Swiss cheese,” I say, snagging a skewer of chicken satay from a waiter, who grins at me suggestively. I consider kneeing him in the balls, but I don’t want him to drop the meat. I might want more of this later.

      Sure enough, we approach a table that would fit in at an art gallery. It’s like a model railroad village, but all the structures are made from different cheeses, and tiny knives invite would-be destructors like Foof to tear down the walls.

      “Now we’re talking,” I say, setting my drink on the edge of the table and reaching for one of the knives. My tongue pokes out in anticipation while I consider where to start. I twirl the cheese knife, pondering. Should I slice into the roquefort sheep farm or the gouda windmill?

      “You can handle my knife like that any time.” A deep male voice cuts into my decision space and I whip my head around to see who said something so gross. The guy who was staring at me and Sam earlier, who looks like a Ken doll, gestures lewdly in the vicinity his crotch and then winks. I absolutely hate winkers.

      “Pass,” I say, jabbing the knife into an Italian villa made from asiago.

      Undeterred, Ken-doll leans on the edge of the table and watches me. “You really know your way around a hard blade,” he says. “Any chance you’ll save a slice for me?”

      “Unlikely,” I say, and I turn away from him, grabbing my cheese and my drink and finding my friends, who have migrated toward the fruit table. Nicole did say we should all stretch out our stomachs with the appetizers to make room for the feast she’s got coming our way. I’m here for it.

      When I get back to my friends, Logan and Sam are conspiring about introducing themselves to some of the rich old buzzards here at the reception. Sam hired Logan as the CFO at her company, and the two of them are inseparable.

      I’d kill for a female best friend at work. Sure, we’ve got Dakota, but our project manager is mainly in the office and I’m typically out on job sites. I munch on my cheese and listen as they rank the rich guests by their likelihood of becoming investors in Sam’s business.

      Soon, I realize they’re not going to stop talking about work, and I have nothing of substance to offer in the conversation.

      As my mind wanders, Ken-doll keeps looking at me and licking his lips. I glare at him, but then I decide his lips are actually kind of pillowy. He’s really fucking hot, but he knows it and that makes him seem gross.

      I look around for Maddie and Emma, hoping they’ll distract me, but when I find them, they’re both gushing about how great it is to have a day off from their kids, and I feel left out of that conversation, too.

      Unlike Sam and Logan’s work talk, Maddie and Emma’s mom-talk causes my chest to tighten and the blood in my temples to pulse uncomfortably. I know they’re entitled to a break, but it stings a little to hear them expressing relief about it when I know my mom sobbed for months when she learned her cancer was terminal. All she wanted was more time to be a mom.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I drift over to where Nicole and Zack are chatting with their guests. Zack, usually the grouchiest guy around, is actually smiling as he fiddles with his new wedding ring. It glints silver in the lights in the hall. I’m about to have my turn hugging them when Nicole’s sister steps in my path. “Oona, right? Wasn’t it a beautiful ceremony?”

      “It’s Orla,” I remind her. She knows damn well what my name is, because my dad said I had to play nice and work with her to plan Nicole’s shower. Thankfully, she took charge of that whole thing, but she still had to type my name in the “to” line of every group email.

      “Orla, of course.” Her smile is as fake as her nails. I never have any idea how to behave around fake people. I grimace and poke my cheese with a toothpick. She leans closer to me. “Soon it’ll be your turn! Do you think you’ll choose a non-religious ceremony as well?”

      “Uh. Yeah. Because we are not religious.” I know it’s a faux pas to say that, but why is she asking me about my wedding at her sister’s wedding? I spin away from her as she blinks, and make my way back to the snacks.

      A server passes by with bacon-wrapped-dates, and I pluck one from the tray, cramming the sweet and savory goodness into my mouth. “Um, god, that’s good,” I say involuntarily.

      “Aren’t they, though?” This time I’m intercepted by my dad, who seems to be making his way toward the bride and groom. I look around his shoulder to make sure Nicole’s sister is gone before I fall into step alongside him. He drops a kiss on the top of my head. “You look beautiful, sweetheart.”

      “Thanks, Dad. You clean up nice, too.” Dad always wears suits to work, so this slightly fancier suit shouldn’t make much difference, but with his silver hair cut short and his beard trimmed, he looks damned sophisticated.

      When I look up at Dad’s eyes, I see they’re a little watery. “You gonna make it?”

      He dabs at his eye with the heel of his hand. “Oh, yes. I’m just thinking how much your mother would have enjoyed seeing your cousins all grown up. And you, obviously. Anyway, I was just missing her today.”

      I feel a pinch inside my torso, like my spine has locked itself into place. I have to breathe very carefully as I work to maintain my composure. This is all feeling like too much. I just wanted to hug my fucking cousin, and even that has meant a journey through emotional minefields.

      “Hey, Dad, I’m just going to grab a drink.” I squeeze his arm and try to turn out of his grip.

      “You’ve already got one, Orla-bear.” He taps at my glass. I chew on the inside of my cheek.

      “I meant water, Dad. Best to alternate. Haha. Gotta pace myself.” I force a smile and he nods.

      I walk away, not knowing where to go. I can’t seem to find any of my friends and my relatives are all scattered throughout the room.

      A huge combination of uncomfortable feelings has my head throbbing a little bit, but when I look up at the bar again, Ken-doll is standing in my space. “You look lost, little lamb,” he crows. “Want me to help you find your way?”

      I roll my eyes. “Are you always this pompous? Little lamb? Come on.”

      He blinks. “I was just referencing the cheese sheep you destroyed over there.” He shrugs and reaches for my plate, and plucks up the remains of a tiny cheese-sheep. Then he opens his mouth, sticks out that tongue, and eats my cheese.

      I should hate him. I should punch him. Any other day, I’d stomp on his foot and tell him to get lost. I can’t put my finger on it, but I know this is an act for him. It takes one to know when when you’re putting on a show, after all. I squint at him, wondering what’s beneath this shell. He grins and suddenly, I have to know.

      I very calmly set down my cheese, smooth out my skirt, and grab his hand. A solution to my wedding discomfort has presented itself to me. I’m going to walk away from this crowd and get sweaty with this sexy, gross douchebag.

      “All right,” I say. “Let’s do this.”

      His eyes flash a brighter blue. “Come again?”

      “I plan to,” I say, tugging on his arm. “There’s a hotel across the street.”
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      I’m in way over my head. I delivered my smarmiest, most terrible lines to this chick like I always do, hoping like always that she’d be so turned off that she’d continue to avoid me all night. Because then I could pretend that I gave it my best effort. I played the role. I’m a Sheffield, after all. I need to come on to beautiful women at fancy parties, acting like I expect them to sleep with me.

      But they don’t usually do that.

      I work very hard to repulse them before they can figure out what a disappointment I am.

      “Hold on a second, sweetheart,” I say. She freezes in her tracks and whips her head around to glare at me.

      “Do not call me that,” she barks.

      “Okay, okay. But what should I call you?”

      “You’re going soft on me now? After offering to let me wield your knife?”

      I swallow and run a hand through my hair. “Baby, you know how it is. Women like⁠—“

      She holds a palm up. “You can stop with the pet names right the hell now. And don’t you dare tell me what women like.” She starts walking again, dragging me out of the venue into the windy Pittsburgh afternoon. I guess this is happening? “My name is Orla fucking Brady. And just for that last comment, you better make me come at least twice.”

      “Come?”

      “At least! Twice!” She shoulders the revolving door to the hotel across the street and the bellhop springs to attention as she stalks through the lobby. We get to the elevator and she stops, hand on her hip, looking up at me. “Well? You need your room key to call the elevator.”

      “I don’t have a room,” I mutter. “I live two miles away…”

      “Ugh, I hate you,” she mutters, rummaging around for a pocket miraculously disguised in the side of her dress.

      “Join the club,” I mutter, watching as she pulls out a key card and summons the elevator before sliding the card back into her pocket. I have no idea why, but I’m painfully turned on right now.

      Orla fucking Brady is taller up close than she looked up front at the wedding. Her arms look fit and toned and her body seems firm and commanding in her bridesmaids dress. I’ve had a hard-on for her since I saw her walk down that aisle a few hours before.

      Now that I’m here at a hotel with her, and she’s demanding orgasms, I’m not quite sure what to do about it. We walk into the elevator and she leans back on the polished brass railing against the wall. “You going to tell me your name? Or should I call you baby and sweetheart?”

      “Trip,” I spit out. “Everyone calls me Trip.”

      “Everyone calls you that or that’s your name?”

      The doors slide open and she pops off the wall, nodding her head for me to follow her down the hall.

      “My name is Walton Henry Sheffield the third,” I tell her, and she halts in her tracks.

      She turns to face me, one eyebrow arched. “No,” she says. “I’m not calling you that. That’s ridiculous.”

      “Well, like I said, everyone calls me Trip.” I’m starting to get annoyed, but I also find that my attraction to her increases along with my irritation. I’m not annoyed at her so much as I’m hearing her validate a secret thought I’ve been wanting to voice all my life.

      “Wally,” she says, pulling out the key card again and sliding it into the notch on her room door. “I’ll call you Wally.”

      I step into the room and Orla places two hands on my chest and shoves me at the bed. Taken aback, I fall and she straddles me on the mattress. Her thighs are pressed firm against mine and that skirt bunches up, revealing the long, tan lines of her legs. My hands move automatically to caress them. Being here with Orla feels daring. I imagine my father scanning the reception, wondering where I’ve gone. Fearing I’m saying something that will impact his reputation. Instead, I’m in a hotel room getting shoved around by a grouchy, Celtic goddess.

      “Well, Wally? I believe you offered me the use of your knife?”

      I snort out a laugh. “You gonna slice my throat with it?”

      “Are you saying you want me to choke you with your own dick, Wally?”

      I feel a burst of energy and a surge of lust, and I thrust up off the mattress, flipping us both over so I’m on top of Orla, nestled between her legs. I jut my hips against her, feeling the warm heat at the apex of her thighs. She wants me, too, I remind myself. She’s into this for some reason.

      I’m totally overcome, outside my normal comfort zone. I’m typically timid with women in bed. Frankly, I don’t think I’m very good at making things good for them. But for some reason, this woman rejects my Trip performance. I can be anyone I want right now.

      And I want very badly to be a man who makes Orla-fucking-Brady feel good. I lick my lips, staring down at her chest, and take a deep breath. “I’m going to stuff my dick into your pretty little pussy, Orla-fucking-Brady,” I tell her, and her eyes turn molten. I press her wrists above her head with one hand as I unzip my fly. “Does that sound okay to you?”

      “Finally, Wally,” she says, smiling. “That’s exactly what I want to hear.” I manage to undo my belt buckle and yank down the zipper on my slacks as Orla watches, wriggling. I pull my cock out from my boxers and tap it against her thigh a few times.

      “Keep your arms above your head,” I command, releasing her wrists. I’ve never told a woman to do this before. I had no idea how fucking powerful I’d feel when she listens. My cock jolts in my hand as she nods her head. I use my free hand to yank down her panties, and I throw them on the floor behind me.

      I start tracing a path up her leg with the tip of my cock and let my other hand trace along her body on my way back to her wrists. Her tits are amazing, firm little apples, and I groan as her nipple hardens under my thumb. I pause there, at her breasts, circling the bump through the fabric of her dress and I move across her chest to give the other nipple my attention as I jerk myself off slowly.

      “Oh god, Wally, I didn’t think you’d actually be good at this.” Orla moans and writhes on the bed. I let go of my shaft and reach between her legs, my fingers finding a hot, wet paradise. I’m really not a confident person. My entire family treats me like I’m an idiot. I’ve spent my whole life building up a fake, slimy wall when I interact with people so I don’t have to reveal anything true about myself. And usually, when I do get a woman to come to bed, I fumble around with all the mechanics.

      So I’m not entirely sure where the inspiration comes from when I circle my index finger inside Orla-fucking-Brady, pull out the glistening digit, and bring it up to my lips. I’ve got her wrists pinned above her head again with one hand and I lean close to her face as I lick her moisture off my finger. “Delicious,” I whisper. And it’s true. She tastes like danger and confidence and wanting, and I’m starving for it.

      I sink to my knees between her legs, letting go of her arms as my fingers dig into her thighs. I push them open, rucking up her skirt and baring her for my delight. The scent of Orla’s pussy greets me, earthy and salty. Maybe a little mean, like her. I meet her eye as I stick out my tongue and lick her, hard.

      “Fuck, Wally. Oh, god,” she shouts as I carry on, lapping at her. I’ve never done this before. I feel Orla shudder beneath me and I’m forlorn that I’ve missed this opportunity to bring a woman to this state before now. I groan against her tender flesh, and the vibration causes her to buck up against my face.

      I peel back Orla’s petals with my thumbs as my fingers stroke her upper thighs, and I lap and suck at her pussy like it’s something new. Something miraculous. Because it is. I’ve never been this close to a woman’s center. Everything here is complicated and foreign, which is fitting because women seem complicated and foreign to me.

      And yet, this pussy and this woman seem to respond very positively to my attention, for the first time in my life. “Do not stop doing that, Wally,” she pants, as I nudge her with my nose, continuing to lick. I feel my erection bobbing against my stomach, a bead of moisture forming on my undershirt.

      I swallow and gaze at this stranger spread before me. She’s wild now, frantic, her hips reaching up as I move my face away, removing the friction she needs. She’s desperate for me, I think, and the thought is a heady drug. Never has someone been wild, unhinged for me. Just for me. Not for my money or my family or my connections. Never has someone rejected my public persona, seen the real me and…liked it. “Please,” she whimpers, and her hands claw at my hair, trying to pull my face closer.

      “You need this.” It’s both an observation and a question as I delicately trace a finger beside her clit.

      “Oh, yes, please, Wally,” she moans. “Please!” As she begs, I slide my finger inside her and alternate stroking her clit with my thumb, and blowing on it, and then I feel Orla-fucking-Brady come apart. Her body clamps down on the finger I slide inside her, and she screams, her nails digging into my scalp as she tries to hold me closer against her body.

      I leave the finger inside her and press hard against her clit with my thumb as she thrashes around, until she returns to her body, when I expect her to yell at me to get the hell out of her hotel room. Instead, she looks at me with sex-drunk eyes and says, “Where the fuck have you been all my life?”

      I shrug and rock back on my heels, looking down at my erection, which has turned purple as I grow harder than ever, relishing in the image of Orla coming. I blow out a breath when she doesn’t kick me or tell me to leave.

      “I believe you requested two of those,” I tell her, raising my brow at her and stroking my cock again. She looks down at it and nods. I’m a tall guy. I have big feet. My body is proportional. But I still feel like some sort of Nordic god as Orla ogles my cock.

      “I have an IUD,” she blurts.

      “Okay…”

      “It means I can’t get pregnant, asshole,” she says, and starts trying to wiggle away from me.

      “Where are you going?” I grab her hip and hold her still, tracing my cock along her thigh again. I love the feel of her skin against my sensitive tip.

      “I haven’t been with anyone in almost a year,” she says. “I’m clean.”

      “Actually, I think you’re very dirty.” I reach a lazy hand up to play with her tits again and she practically purrs as I pinch her nipple. Interesting.

      “Oh, god, I hate that you’re so fucking good at this,” she groans, arching her back up off the mattress toward my fingers as I retract my hand. “You keep bringing me to the edge and then moving the fucking edge. Jesus, Wally. Why do you even bother with those terrible pickup lines when you’re⁠—“

      I pinch her nipple and she screams. I think about her words, that I’m good at bringing her pleasure. “Are you ready for my cock, Orla-fucking-Brady?” I raise a brow and look at her, with her braided crown a mess as she runs her palms down her regal cheeks.

      “Yes, damn you. Please fuck me with that monster cock.”

      “Hm.” I crouch back down, kneeling between her open thighs. I reach around for my wallet, procuring a condom. “Should I wrap up?”

      Orla pants and stares at me. “Probably,” she says, her hands grasping at the sheets, impatient. I roll the rubber on slowly, wincing at the sensation. If she says anything else about her orgasm, I’ll come in a heartbeat. And fuck me, that pussy. That wet, hot, puffy pussy of hers is still contracting a little with her post-orgasm shock waves. I can see it winking.

      A thousand fantasies flash through my thoughts before I land on what to say next. “On your knees, then.”

      “What?”

      I grin. It’s like Orla desperately wants me to do all the things I’ve always desperately wanted to do in bed, but never had the opportunity to try. I grip her hip and flip her over as she squeals. “I said ass up, Orla.” I toss her skirt up even higher and give her rump a smack as she adjusts herself on the bed.

      Standing behind her, massaging that round, firm ass with one hand, I line myself up with the other and slam into her. I hiss, because it feels so good I might blow right away and I know I need to get her off one more time or she’s going to know I’m a fraud.

      I puff out my cheeks as I exhale, slowly stroking into her until my hip bones bump against her ass cheeks. She starts pressing back against me, meeting me as I drive into her. “Fuck yeah,” I say. “You like that?”

      “You know I fucking like it. God, your cock feels amazing. I can practically feel it up in my rib cage.” She’s right. I’m so deep inside her at this angle. She’s wrapped tightly around me like moss on a rock, and just as slippery. Orla starts rocking her hips up and down and back and forth until the two of us are sweating and grunting in a race to see who comes first.

      “Touch yourself,” I command, reaching around with both hands to massage her breasts as I pump into her. She slithers a hand between her legs and
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