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Her Lips Lie

An Erotic Novel | Prologue

Isobel Langford appears to have everything — a stately countryside home in Surrey, a husband with power and prestige, and a life of polished dinner parties and Sunday chapel. But behind the grand estate’s ivy-covered walls, Isobel’s world is sterile, cold, and lonely.

Her husband, Edward Langford, a high-profile investment banker in London, is more devoted to his reputation than to his wife. Their marriage is a contract, not a connection — a performance held together by appearances and quiet resentment.

Then Jack Hargrove walks into her life — a brooding, sun-weathered builder from Sussex, hired to renovate their aging guesthouse. Jack is everything Edward is not: rough, warm, and dangerously present. Their first conversation is brief, civil. But his voice stays in her ears longer than it should. His eyes hold hers an extra beat — not a stolen glance, but a mutual pause too charged to ignore.

What follows is a slow, decadent unraveling: shared cigarettes behind the shed, the brush of fingers when passing tools, the quickened breath of a woman who hasn’t been seen — truly seen — in years.

But as Isobel steps deeper into forbidden heat, she must ask herself what she’s really risking: her marriage, her reputation... or her soul.
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Chapter 1: When Eyes Linger Too Long
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The air inside Langford House was always cool — not from the breeze, but from the silence. A mansion built for show, filled with antiques no one touched and conversations that stopped just short of warmth.

Isobel stood by the tall window in her dressing room, nursing a lukewarm cup of Earl Grey. She wore her robe in silk the colour of pale roses, cinched loosely at the waist, her hair swept up, tendrils falling free at her nape.

Below, in the garden near the west wing’s crumbling guesthouse, a man moved through the morning light.

Jack Hargrove.

He was shirtless under the sun, jeans low on his hips, his arms corded with muscle as he hoisted timber onto his shoulder. She’d caught his name from the estate manager, but hadn’t spoken to him — not yet. It was improper. Unnecessary. And dangerous.

But something about him made her stay at the window.

She watched as he reached for his water bottle, the movement stretching the muscles across his back. A faint sheen of sweat clung to his skin, catching the light, and her breath faltered as he paused—just briefly—and turned his head.

He didn’t look directly at her. Not quite.

But he knew.

The prickle on her neck, the way her hand tightened around her teacup — she felt seen, as if her robe were transparent, as if her thoughts were loud and full of shame.

She took a step back, heart hammering, lips parting with a soft gasp. What was she doing? He was a labourer. A stranger. And she was—Edward’s wife.

The wife who hadn’t been touched in four months.

The wife who had stopped flinching when her husband rolled away in bed.

Down below, Jack wiped the sweat from his neck with a rag, then bent to lift another plank. The curve of his back, the thick strength in his thighs, the rhythm of his breath — it all spoke to a kind of man she no longer knew. A man who worked with his body, not just his words. A man who took what he wanted.

She turned from the window quickly, ashamed of the heat building between her legs, of the way her own pulse betrayed her.

From behind the closed door came Edward’s voice on a call — clipped, cold, transactional.

She closed her eyes.

It had been so long since anyone looked at her like she wasn’t a painting hung up on the wall.

Outside, Jack kept working. And though she didn't dare look again — she knew he'd felt it too.
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Chapter 2: The Shed
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The clouds had gathered just after lunch. A grey veil stretched over the sun, cloaking the estate in a strange, breathless quiet. Somewhere behind the main house, Isobel could hear the low hum of a hedge trimmer and the distant rhythm of wood being split.

She told herself she needed rosemary — for the lamb.

That’s why she went into the old shed behind the guesthouse.

The smell of sawdust and earth greeted her before she even touched the rusting handle. Inside, the light was low, filtering through slats in soft, golden beams. The air was thick with heat, scent, and something more: presence.

He was already there.

Jack Hargrove stood near the back, toolbelt around his waist, sleeves rolled, shirt partially unbuttoned and clinging slightly from sweat. He was oiling a hinge, brow furrowed, large hands working methodically.

When he turned and saw her, he paused.

Just one second too long.

She steadied herself. “I... needed some rosemary. I thought I saw some drying in here yesterday.”

He wiped his hands on a rag, dark eyes catching the tremble in her voice. “Far end. Above the window.”

She moved toward it, her heels clicking gently on the wood. The shed was narrow. She had to brush past him.

He didn’t move.

The space between them vanished as her shoulder grazed his chest — hard, warm, real. Her breath caught, and her eyes met his in the slanted light.

“Bit overdressed for garden work, aren’t you?” he murmured, his voice low, rich, amused.

She felt the heat rise in her cheeks. “I wasn’t planning to stay long.”

Jack tilted his head, still not moving. His gaze dropped, briefly, to the delicate gold necklace nestled above her robe’s neckline. Then back up, unapologetic.

“You watching me this morning?” he asked, voice quiet.

Her breath stilled.

“I wasn’t—”

“You were.”

It wasn’t accusatory. It was just a fact.

He stepped slightly closer. Just enough for her to feel his breath near her cheek. “You should’ve come down, Lady Langford. Could’ve brought me water instead of hiding.”

Her pulse throbbed in her throat. “I’m not hiding.”

“No?” His eyes dropped again, this time lower. “Then what’s this?”

His finger lifted slowly, almost teasing — and traced, not her skin, but the collar of her robe. The silk edge. One soft stroke. Nothing more. But it felt like everything.

She stepped back — not out of rejection, but survival.

“I should go,” she whispered.

But her hand still clutched the rosemary. Her lips parted as though expecting something else to happen.

Jack didn’t stop her. He simply looked, long and slow. “Dinner’s at seven, yeah?”

She blinked. “Why would that matter?”

He smiled, a little crooked. “It’s a big house. Lots of places to go missing before seven.”
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Chapter 3: The Hallway
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The Langford estate at dusk was a painting of shadows and soft amber light. Thick curtains swayed lightly as the evening breeze whispered through the open windows.

Isobel stood at the top of the grand staircase, her fingers gripping the polished banister, heart drumming louder than the distant chimes of the grandfather clock.

She’d just passed the main hallway, a place once filled with laughter and easy conversation. Tonight, it felt different — like the walls were holding their breath with her.

She wasn’t alone.

A shadow detached itself from the doorway at the end of the hall.

Jack Hargrove.

He was cleaning his hands with a cloth, but the slow way his eyes darkened as they found hers made her stomach flutter.

“You’re up late,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

Jack stepped closer, the faint scent of pine and sweat wrapping around her.

“Could say the same,” he replied, stepping into the pool of light. His presence filled the corridor, magnetic and undeniable.

They were only inches apart. She could see the rough edge of stubble on his jaw, the way his dark eyes softened under the low light.

Her breath caught as he raised a hand, fingers brushing a stray lock of hair from her face — gentle, almost reverent.

Time slowed.

Her pulse thundered in her ears.

She wanted to close the distance, to feel his lips — rough and warm — against hers.

But the ghost of Edward lingered somewhere in the house.

Jack’s eyes flickered, and the moment shattered like glass.

He stepped back, voice low but steady.

“This isn’t right. Not yet.”

Isobel nodded, swallowing the ache in her throat.

The hallway felt suddenly too cold.

“Not yet,” she echoed.

As he turned and walked away, she pressed a hand to her lips, tasting the ghost of what might have been.
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Chapter 4: Secrets in the Dark
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It started with a touch so light it could have been a mistake.

A brush of fingers at the base of her spine as she reached for a wine glass. She stilled, but Jack didn’t apologize. His hand remained a beat too long before it was gone.

The next evening, it was his voice. Low, close to her ear as she arranged flowers for the dining table.

“You always look this tense before dinner. Does he bore you that much?”

She didn’t turn to look at him. Didn’t trust herself to.
But her fingers curled tightly around the stem of a rose.



Three nights later, the boundary cracked.

She was in the back garden, barefoot on the stone path, the moon low and swollen in the sky. The house behind her was quiet. Edward had gone to bed early with a headache. Again.

Isobel wandered through the herb garden in silence, her silk robe fluttering against bare calves.

“Couldn’t sleep?”

His voice came from behind the fig tree.

She jumped.

Jack stepped out, tucking something into his back pocket. A cigarette, perhaps.

“Didn’t mean to scare you,” he added, eyes scanning her from head to toe. “You’ve got no idea how loud silk is in the dark.”

She crossed her arms, though the night wasn’t cold.

“I’m not here for you.”

He tilted his head. “Then who are you out here for?”

She didn’t answer.

Instead, he stepped closer. Not enough to touch, but enough that her breath caught. Her robe felt thinner now. Her skin more awake.

Jack’s gaze held her like a grip. Firm. Steady. Unrelenting.

“You ever think about what it’d feel like?” he asked.

“What what would feel like?” she asked, throat dry.

He stepped even closer, close enough that she could feel the heat of him — and the wild, reckless rhythm inside her surged.

“My hands,” he whispered, “on your bare back. Pinning you against that wall behind the greenhouse. My mouth on your neck, biting down when you moan too loud.”

Her knees nearly gave out.

“You don’t get to say things like that,” she whispered.

“Don’t I?” he murmured. “You let me touch you. You stand close and watch me work like you’re starving. Don’t lie, Lady Langford. You want it just as bad.”

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

Jack took another slow step forward. Their bodies didn’t touch, but the tension was suffocating now — like the air between them was alive and desperate.

His hand lifted slowly. One finger traced the edge of her jaw, trailing down her throat. Just a ghost of contact, but her whole body pulsed.

“You don’t need to say anything,” he murmured. “But if you step inside that greenhouse right now... I’ll take it as a yes.”

He didn’t wait for her answer.

He turned and disappeared through the old iron door.

The seconds dragged like hours. Her heart thundered in her chest. Every instinct screamed for her to run back to the house. To close her bedroom door. To forget.

But she didn’t.

Isobel followed.

And the door closed behind her.
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Chapter 5: The Greenhouse
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The air inside the greenhouse was thick with heat and scent — soil, jasmine, and something sweet that clung to her skin like sweat.

Glass panes fogged from the warmth inside, trapping the world out, the sins in.

Isobel stood just inside the door. Barefoot. Breathless.

Jack was waiting in the far corner, half in shadow, shirt already undone and hanging open. His chest gleamed with a sheen of sweat, the rise and fall of it slow, deliberate.

He didn’t move toward her. He just looked.

“You came,” he said.

Her throat worked as she tried to swallow. “I shouldn’t have.”

Jack’s lips curved in that lazy, wicked smile that made her stomach twist.

“Say shouldn’t again, the way your thighs are clenching tells me otherwise.”

Heat shot down her spine.

He stepped forward finally, slowly, like a predator, and stopped just inches from her.

“Take off the robe,” he said softly.

She didn’t move.

Jack leaned in, breath hot on her ear.

“You walked barefoot in the dark to get fucked, Isobel. Don’t act shy now.”

Her fingers moved before her mind did. The silk slipped off her shoulders, pooling at her feet.

She wore nothing underneath.

Jack hissed softly through his teeth. “Fuck... You were hoping I’d touch you like this, weren’t you? Skin to skin. No barriers. No lies.”

His hands were on her then — one gripping her hip, the other sliding up her back, calloused fingers dragging fire across her skin. She gasped, arched into him.

He dipped his head, nose brushing her throat. “Tell me what you want. I want to hear you say it.”

“I don’t—”

“Try again,” he growled, biting her neck just enough to make her yelp.

Her hands dug into his shoulders. Her body was shaking.

“I want you,” she whispered. “I want you to ruin me.”

Jack lifted his head, eyes burning.

“Oh, I will.”

His mouth claimed hers, all tongue and teeth and hunger. She melted against him, moaning as he walked her backward toward the potting bench.

He lifted her easily — strong arms spreading her legs, planting her right where he wanted her. Cold wood against her bare thighs. Hot mouth everywhere else.

He pulled back, eyes dropping to her glistening skin.

“So fucking wet already,” he murmured, dragging two fingers up her slick folds, teasing her clit with slow circles.

“Tell me who made you this wet.”

“You,” she gasped. “You did.”

“That’s right.” He pushed two fingers inside her, rough and slow. “And who’s going to make you scream?”

“You are—oh, God—Jack!”

He growled at the sound of his name on her lips. “Say it louder.”

She did.

He made her beg. Made her moan. Made her shatter — once on his fingers, once on his tongue, again when he finally drove into her, hips grinding hard and slow, whispering filth in her ear with every thrust.

“This pussy was made for me,” he said. “Not him. Me. You feel that?”

She could only cry out in response, clawing at his back, biting his shoulder to keep from sobbing his name into the humid air.

When she came again, shaking and full, he let go right after — groaning low and deep as he spilled into her.

They stayed there for minutes after. Her legs wrapped around his waist, his face buried in her neck.

She should’ve felt guilt. Regret.

But all she felt was alive.

And dangerously addicted.
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Chapter 6: The Glow She Couldn’t Hide
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She woke up sore.

A sweet, aching soreness between her thighs that made her lips part in the softest sigh as she stretched beneath the silk sheets. The morning light spilled through the curtains, pale and golden, and for a moment, she lay still — suspended in the warmth of memory.

Jack’s hands.
His mouth.
The way he had said her name like it tasted better than sin.
A flutter ran through her belly.

Then came the crash of reality.

Edward.

She sat up too quickly, the sheets pooling around her hips. Her robe — discarded last night on the floor of the greenhouse — was still outside, probably clinging to the dirt and dew. Her skin still smelled faintly of soil and sweat and something utterly not her husband.

She rushed to the shower.

As the water hit her skin, she scrubbed harder than she needed to. But no matter how hot it was, she couldn’t rinse Jack away. He was under her fingernails. In the tiny bruises on her hips. Behind the bite mark high on her inner thigh.



Breakfast was served in the solarium, like always.

Edward sat across from her, sipping coffee, scrolling through emails on his tablet. He was in a crisp white shirt, pressed to perfection. His silver cufflinks gleamed.

“You’re in a good mood,” he remarked, not looking up.

Her spoon froze halfway to her mouth.

“Am I?”

“You’re humming.”

She set the spoon down gently.

“I suppose I slept well.”

He glanced up finally, frowning. “Well, that’s rare.”

She forced a soft laugh, reached for her tea. But her fingers trembled slightly, and she saw it — a faint tremor Edward didn’t miss.

He narrowed his eyes.

“Everything alright?”

“Yes,” she said too quickly. “Fine. Just... pleasant dreams.”

Edward’s jaw tightened.

But he said nothing more.



By noon, she caught sight of herself in the hallway mirror.

Hair still damp. Skin glowing. A softness in her mouth that hadn’t been there in months.

She looked like a woman who’d been touched. Taken. Worshipped and devoured.

And no amount of pearls or perfume could cover it.

Her fingers brushed the hollow of her throat — the same place Jack had bitten her. The bruise was fading already. But the memory lingered like wildfire beneath her skin.



She found herself wandering near the garden again that evening. The greenhouse door was closed, the glass catching the fading light.

She didn’t go in.

Not yet.

But she felt him watching.

Somewhere behind the trees.
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Chapter 7: Predator Eyes
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Jack watched her from across the lawn.

She was standing on the veranda in a pale blue dress, talking to the housekeeper about dinner arrangements. One hand delicately lifted a teacup. The other toyed with her necklace.

She looked proper. Composed. Polished.

Like a lie in soft focus.

But Jack knew what was underneath.

He knew how her breath hitched when he pushed two fingers inside her.

He knew the sound she made when she came — that broken, almost embarrassed gasp, like she wasn’t supposed to enjoy it so much.

He knew how tight she gripped his hair when he went down on her.

And she was pretending nothing happened?

No. No, that wouldn’t do.



He hadn’t meant for it to go this far.

When he took the job, she was just another bored wife in a too-big house. Pretty, yes. But untouchable. Polite. Married.

He’d planned to keep his head down.

Until she started watching him.

Those stolen glances over garden books. The way her voice got breathy when she asked about vines. How she lingered by the greenhouse in a silk robe like she didn’t know what it did to him.

She wanted it. Wanted to be seen. Touched. Filled.

Now she was back to tea and polite smiles like it never happened?

He wanted to see her squirm. Break again.

He wanted to undo every button of that modest dress with his teeth.



Later, he watched her walk alone toward the stables. Evening sun hit her face, made her skin glow.

She didn’t know he was behind the trees.

Didn’t know how hard he was already.

She paused for a moment, as if she could feel the weight of his stare.

Then she walked faster.

Jack smiled darkly.

She was scared of what she’d done.

And she loved it.



He waited until she was back inside. Lights on. Curtains drawn. He stood at the edge of the garden, palms itching.

He was going to have her again.

Not just in the greenhouse.

Next time, it would be in their bedroom — the one she shared with her husband.

He wanted her moaning against Edward’s pillow.

He wanted her torn between guilt and goddamn pleasure.

Her Lips Lie

Scene: Their Bedroom



It started with a message.
A small, square of thick paper tucked inside the pages of her book.
Tonight. Your room. No excuses.

Isobel’s hands trembled as she folded the note closed. Her pulse throbbed in her throat, in her wrists, between her thighs.

She didn’t reply.

She didn’t have to.



That night, Edward fell asleep quickly — as he always did. A light sedative helped him drift into silence, unaware that his wife lay beside him stiff as stone, eyes wide open, heart galloping in her chest.

She waited. Breath held. Barely blinking.

Then she heard it.

The soft groan of the door opening.

A creak on the old floorboards.

And then — stillness.

Her mouth went dry. Her body tensed.

Jack stood in the dark.

No words. No sound.

He closed the door behind him slowly. Silently.

She didn’t move.

He crossed the room and stood at the foot of the bed, his eyes flicking briefly to Edward’s sleeping form. Then to her.

She was wearing nothing but one of Edward’s shirts — long enough to cover her thighs, thin enough to show she wore nothing underneath.

Jack’s voice was a whisper, but it curled in her ear like smoke.

“Get up.”

She slipped from beneath the covers.

The room was moonlit. Silent. Dangerous.

Jack reached for her.

His fingers found the hem of the shirt. Lifted it.

No panties.

“You came ready,” he murmured.

“I shouldn’t be here,” she breathed.

“You’re exactly where you want to be.”

And then he kissed her.

Not like the first time. Not like the greenhouse.

This was different.

This was possession.

His hands were under the shirt, gripping her bare hips, pulling her against the bulge in his jeans. She gasped as he backed her into the dresser, her body lifted slightly onto the edge, her thighs falling open like a prayer.

“I dreamed of fucking you right here,” he growled softly, pressing his forehead to hers. “With him in the bed. Knowing you’d never be able to sleep beside him the same way again.”

She moaned. Quiet. Shaking.

He dropped to his knees and licked her — slow, filthy, reverent — while her fingers tangled in his hair and her legs trembled against the wood.

She came with her teeth buried in the back of her hand.

And then he stood again.

Undid his jeans.

She didn’t even hesitate.

She turned, braced her hands on the edge of the dresser, and arched her back — her eyes flicking once, terrified, to the bed where Edward still slept.

Jack slid into her slowly. Torturously. Until she was full of him.

“Say it,” he whispered in her ear.

She shook her head, biting back a whimper.

“Say it, Izzy.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “God, I’m yours—”

He fucked her slowly. Then harder.

Until the dresser was knocking softly against the wall.

Until she was shaking in his arms, her legs giving out.

He held her through it, grunting her name like a curse against her skin.

When he finished, he stayed inside her for a moment longer, his breath hot against the back of her neck.

Then he pulled out. Fixed himself. And pressed a kiss between her shoulder blades.

“You’ll think of me tomorrow,” he said.

She didn’t respond.

She couldn’t.



He left without another word.

She returned to bed. Crawled beneath the sheets beside her husband. Her thighs still sticky. Her mouth still swollen.

Edward stirred slightly.

She held her breath.

But he didn’t wake.

And she didn’t sleep.
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Chapter 8: His Shirt on Her Skin
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Isobel wore the same shirt the next morning.

Not because she wanted to tempt fate.

But because it was the only thing that still smelled like him.

Edward had gone for his usual walk after breakfast. She lingered upstairs, brushing her hair longer than necessary, her body still humming with the ache Jack had left inside her.

She didn’t know he was watching her from the orchard.

Didn’t know how that shirt clung to her hips in the morning light. How the outline of her thighs whispered memories he couldn’t forget.

She had given herself to him in her husband's bed.

Now she walked through the garden like none of it mattered.

Jack felt a flicker of something he didn’t want to name.

Possession.



By mid-morning, she was gone — in town with Edward.

Jack went inside.

The housekeeper had left the bedroom windows open.

The room smelled like soap, dust, her.

He crossed to the wardrobe. Opened it. Found the drawer she kept her nightclothes in.

There, buried under silk and cotton: the shirt. His shirt.

The one she'd worn that night in the greenhouse.

He brought it to his face.

Still her.

He imagined Edward’s hands on her. Her laugh at the breakfast table. Her mouth on a coffee cup.

He imagined someone else watching her the way he did — some guest, some other man.

His jaw clenched.



That evening, it almost happened.

The near-catch.

Edward was in the study, poring over letters. Isobel had slipped into the hallway, claiming she needed air. She wasn't gone a minute before Jack appeared behind her — silent, coiled, starving.

"You’re not wearing my shirt anymore," he said, voice low.

She stiffened. Her eyes darted toward the study.

"Jack, not here—"

But he stepped closer. Pressed her to the wall.

"You wore it this morning," he whispered against her ear. "Don’t pretend it was an accident."

Her breath hitched.

"You left your scent in my bed," he growled. "And then you walked away like I was nothing."

"I didn’t—"

"You belong to me now. You know that."

She gasped as his hand slid up her thigh.

Footsteps.

Edward’s voice, casual, distant: "Isobel?"

Jack vanished like smoke.

Isobel turned, breathless, flushed.

Edward appeared at the hall’s edge. “There you are. I thought you’d gone out.”

“I was just... thinking,” she said softly.

He smiled. “Join me for a drink?”

She nodded.

But her legs shook as she walked.

Because Jack had left his mark — his fingers, his words — between her thighs.

And she couldn’t stop craving more.
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Chapter 9: He Wanted Her Ruined
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She didn’t hear the door open.

She only noticed the mirror.

The reflection.

Him.

Jack stepped inside her room just as she was changing — the bodice half-unbuttoned, the soft slip clinging to her hips. Her mouth parted in shock, her arms flying up.

“Jesus, Jack—”

He shut the door behind him. Quiet. Dangerous.

“No more hiding,” he said.

“Edward’s downstairs—”

“I don’t care.”

He was across the room before she could move, one hand braced against the wardrobe behind her, the other gripping her jaw.

“Do you know what you did to me?” he growled. “You wear my shirt, let me fuck you in your husband’s bed — and then you smile at him like you’re still clean.”

She shuddered. “You said not to act different—”

“You think I want you to play good wife?” His voice dropped, a low rasp. “I want you ruined for him. I want you wrecked. So used to me you can’t look at him.”

His mouth crashed against hers.

She didn’t fight it.

Didn’t want to.

Her fingers clawed at his shirt as he pulled her slip down to her waist, cupping her breasts roughly, devouring her like he needed her to survive. Her head spun. Her thighs clenched.

“Tell me you don’t love this,” he panted, dragging her back onto the chaise lounge near the fire. “Tell me you don’t love being filthy.”

“I—Jack—God—”

He lifted her hips and slid inside her
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