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The van smelled like leather and cologne. Plush seats, chilled champagne flutes in holders, low music humming from hidden speakers. I sat facing him, knees nearly touching, the hem of my skirt already too high from how I'd had to fold into the cramped space. My heels dug into the carpeted floor, thighs clenched tight. Every bump in the road jolted me forward, just enough for our knees to knock again.

He didn’t move his leg.

I shifted slightly, pretending to adjust my seatbelt. My thigh grazed his again.

He was watching me. I knew it before I looked up.

His eyes were fixed on the curve of my legs. My skin prickled beneath his gaze, heat curling between my thighs.

“This van wasn’t made for long legs,” I muttered, tugging my skirt down in a pointless effort. My fingers brushed against bare skin.

“That’s why I picked it,” he said, voice low, smooth, and way too satisfied.

I lifted my chin. “You planned the seating chart too?”

“I plan everything, sweetheart.”

He didn’t blink. Just watched me like he already owned me.

I swallowed. “Even who shares rooms?”

He smirked like the answer was obvious. “Especially that.”

My heart kicked against my ribs. The back of the van was filled with quiet conversation, coworkers sipping drinks, laughing softly. None of them could hear us over the engine.

“You really put me with you?” I asked.

His eyes darkened. “Do you mind?”

I hesitated, then shook my head. “No. I just didn’t expect it.”

He leaned forward slightly, knee pressing harder against mine. “You should start expecting more from me.”

The air between us thickened. My nipples tightened under my blouse, and I crossed my arms, pretending I was cold. But I could still feel the heat of his stare on my skin, on the top of my thigh, on the faint space between my legs where his gaze kept drifting.

“I thought this was a team-building retreat,” I said quietly.

“It is,” he said. “I’m building something.”

“Building what?”

He smiled slowly. “Legacy.”

I laughed once, breathless. “That sounds ominous.”

He didn’t laugh back.

The van rocked again, rougher this time, and I lost balance for a second. My knee slammed into his. His hand shot out, steadying me by the hip. His grip lingered.

“Careful,” he said, voice lower now.

I let myself exhale. His fingers tightened slightly, like he wanted to memorize the shape of me.

“Sorry,” I said, but I didn’t move away.

He looked down at where his hand gripped my waist. Then back up.

“You ever think about what it’d be like,” he said, quiet now, just for me, “to have someone take care of everything?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean no more roommates. No more rent. No more worrying. You’d wake up in silk sheets. My house. My bed. My name.”

My throat dried out. “That’s a hell of a promotion.”

“It wouldn’t be a promotion.”

“What would it be?”

His thumb brushed my hip. “It’d be permanent.”

I should’ve laughed. Or pulled away. Or said something smart. But I just sat there, aching between my thighs, soaking through my panties while the man who signed my paychecks talked about silk sheets and permanence.

“You’re serious,” I said.

“I don’t waste time on things I don’t want.”

He leaned in, his breath warm against my cheek.

“I want something that belongs to me. Something no one else gets to touch. You get what I’m saying?”

My mouth was dry. “You mean like...”

“Exactly like that.” His eyes flicked down to my belly, then back up to meet mine. “One day soon, you’re going to be full with me. Walking into my boardroom carrying my future.”

My breath caught.

“You can’t just say that,” I whispered.

“I can. And I will.”

“You haven’t even—”

He sat back, pulling his hand away like a promise. “Yet.”

I clenched my thighs tighter.

The van kept rolling toward the mountains, but I wasn’t cold anymore. I was wet. Throbbing. Pinned in place by his gaze like he already had me on my back, legs spread, taking every drop of his legacy.

I looked out the window, pretending to focus on the trees blurring past.

But all I could feel was his knee, still pressed against mine.

—-
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The cabin glowed like something out of a catalog—stone fireplace roaring, candles flickering on the mantle, the smell of wine and pinewood thick in the air. My cheeks were already warm from the first glass, warmer from the second. Laughter echoed around the circle of couches and chairs. Everyone was relaxed now, legs tangled over ottomans, socks pulled off, hair coming down.

He sat across from me again, same as the van. Always across, always watching.

The flames danced in his eyes while he sipped something dark and expensive. He hadn’t looked away from me since I admitted I was single.

“Truth or dare?” Emily asked, already tipsy.

“Truth,” I said, my voice a little too quick.

“Okay,” she giggled. “Who here would you most want to kiss?”

Every eye turned to me.

I swallowed. My wineglass hovered near my lips, hiding half my face.

My eyes flicked to him. Just for a second.

Then I looked down.

“Pass,” I said.

“That’s not how the game works,” someone laughed.

He chuckled softly. “She can plead the fifth... this time.”

I glanced up at him. “You going easy on me now?”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, glass in one hand. “Not easy. Just patient.”

My pulse jumped.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I want you begging by the time I touch you.”

I nearly choked on my drink. The room felt louder and quieter at the same time. Music played low from the Bluetooth speaker in the corner, some moody indie track none of us were really listening to.

He stood without a word and crossed behind me. The others kept talking, asking more questions, dares flying across the circle, but I felt him before I saw him. His body passed close to mine, his hand grazing my waist as he leaned to refill my glass.

His fingers lingered just long enough to make it clear.

He set the bottle down, then slid back into his seat. I felt the heat of his touch even after he was gone.

I didn’t dare look at him. Not right away.

“So, Mia,” someone slurred, “are you dating anyone?”

I hesitated. “No.”

A few cheers, a few jokes. But my eyes caught his, and he wasn’t smiling.

His stare was different now. Possessive. Like my answer confirmed something he already knew. Like the thought of me with anyone else would’ve been a problem.

He raised his glass. “To honest answers,” he said.

Everyone drank.

I did too, but I felt it settle low. Warm. Heavy.

Later, as the game kept rolling and someone dared a junior exec to run outside naked, I leaned back on the cushions and let my legs stretch. My skirt slid again. I didn’t fix it. Not when I knew he was watching.

My skin buzzed. My belly tightened.

I could still feel the ghost of his hand on my waist.

The fire cracked behind me. Wood split, heat pulsed. I looked up and caught him licking a drop of
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