

    
        
          Fallen Into Desire

        

        
        
          Cougars In Danger, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Vera Wild

        

        
          Published by Vera Wild, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FALLEN INTO DESIRE

    

    
      First edition. June 28, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Vera Wild.

    

    
    
      Written by Vera Wild.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Fallen Into Desire

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Fallen Into Desire


[image: ]


By Vera Wild

––––––––
[image: ]


THE WELL WAS AN OLD one, sunk deep into the forgotten ridge that clawed its way above Silver Creek like a scar on the earth. Not the kind you see in travel brochures—deep, narrow, its walls lined with thick green moss and rusted iron that gave off a constant metallic tang mixed with the damp, earthy smell of wet stone and forgotten secrets. Sarah Kline had wandered into it by pure accident on a late-afternoon hike, her body already humming from the heat. Sixty-five years old, and the years had been merciless in the best way and cruel in the worst. Her belly hung heavy and soft over the faded belt of her denim shorts, the skin stretched drum-tight, veins standing out like blue rivers under the surface. Her breasts—massive, sagging, each one weighing as much as her head—strained against the thin cotton blouse, dark nipples poking through like they were daring the world to stare. She was beautiful. Always had been. Men had been staring at her since she was a girl. Women too. And in the quiet of her own bedroom at night, when the mirror fogged up, she sometimes felt like a goddess who had been condemned to carry too much weight for one mortal frame.

That day she was alone, chasing something small and stupid: lost earrings, maybe, or just the reckless thrill of being somewhere no one knew her name. The sun sat low, bleeding the sky crimson, painting the air thick and heavy. She carried her small pack, a half-empty bottle of water, and a flashlight she barely needed because the light was still good enough to guide her feet. Her thighs rubbed together with every step, the friction sending a low, familiar warmth through her core. She had worn the shorts on purpose, the ones that hugged her wide hips and made her feel almost young. The ground began to dip. The air grew stiller. Then the earth opened up like a hungry mouth.

She fell.

The drop felt endless, twenty feet that stretched into eternity. Dirt and gravel cascaded over her as she tumbled, scraping her arms raw, her legs stinging, her face burning. When she hit the bottom, the impact drove the air from her lungs in a sharp gasp. Pain flared through every bone—ribs cracking like dry twigs, spine jolting, the old scar on her left knee from that stupid teenage motorcycle ride flaring hot and familiar. She lay there panting, trying to orient herself. The well was a black pit, lit only by the narrow blue-black circle of sky far above. Her flashlight had shattered on impact, but she still had her phone. One bar. Enough for desperation.

“Help,” she whispered, then louder, her voice echoing back distorted, mocking. “Anyone!”

She tried to climb. Every rung of the iron ladder groaned under her heavy body. Sweat poured down her face, soaking the blouse until it clung like wet skin, outlining every curve of her breasts and belly. Her nipples hardened from the chill and the terror, rubbing against the rungs and sending electric sparks straight to her core. Between her legs, the ache was wrong—too sharp, too alive. The fall had cracked something open inside her. She was old, fat, but her body remembered how to burn. Remembered how to want.

Time stretched like taffy. Hours? Days? The light outside shrank to a sliver. Then she heard it: boots crunching on gravel above. Footsteps. A voice, deep and calm, cutting through the darkness.

“Ma’am? You okay down there?”

Sarah laughed, a wet, broken sound that hurt her throat. “I’m fine. Just... stuck. Come on down and get me out.”

The ladder rattled. Then he dropped in, landing silently on the bottom ledge. He was young—thirty-five, maybe thirty-seven—tall and lean, built like a man who spent his days hauling hoses and climbing walls for a living. Fire chief, he said. Jake Harlan. Broad shoulders, corded arms, dark hair tousled by the fall, stubble that shadowed a strong jaw. His turnout coat hung open, revealing a black T-shirt stretched across a flat chest. Eyes like polished onyx, catching the last of the light and holding it hostage.

He looked at her for a long, breathless second, and something in his face changed. Not pity. Raw, animal hunger.

“You’re... a lot to look at,” he said, voice rough as gravel.

She laughed again, self-conscious and breathless. “Flattery from a man who’s about to get his clothes dirty.”

He shook his head slowly. “Not flattery. Fact. You’re beautiful, Sarah Kline. I can see it even in this dark.”

How did he know her name? She hadn’t spoken it. But he was already pulling out his flashlight, the beam slicing up the shaft. The light caught on her belly, on the way it spilled over the top of her shorts, on the dark wet spot forming between her thighs where her blouse clung. His gaze lingered, heavy, then traveled lower.

He climbed up to the surface. She heard him talking low into a radio, voice urgent. Then he came back down, a length of rope in his hands. “They’re sending a truck. But we might need to do this fast. You need to be out before dark. The ridge gets cold fast after sunset.”

Her heart hammered so hard she felt it in her teeth. The well suddenly felt like a warm womb, dark and intimate, holding her against the stone. The air thickened. She could smell him—clean soap, faint smoke from the firehouse, and something darker, raw and masculine that made her pulse quicken between her legs. She was wet. Soaked. It had been years since she’d felt anything like this. Not since her husband’s hands on her body, before the weight and the years and the loneliness had settled into her bones.

Jake tied the rope around her waist with careful, shaking
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