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I hate mornings. Like, seriously hate them. But here I am, jogging through the park at ass o'clock because apparently, that's what responsible adults do. God, when did I become one of those?

The sun's barely peeking over the horizon, casting a soft glow on the empty paths. It's quiet, peaceful even. I'd never admit it out loud, but there's something kind of nice about having the whole place to myself. Just me, my thoughts, and the steady rhythm of my feet hitting the pavement.

As I round a bend, I catch a glimpse of my reflection in a nearby pond. Damn, girl. Those morning runs are paying off. My freshman fifteen (okay, maybe it was more like ten) is long gone, replaced by toned legs and a flat stomach that even I have to admit look pretty hot in my black running shorts and pink tank top.

I smirk, thinking about what Brian would say if he could see me now. That asshole. He dumped me right before summer break, trading me in for some bleached-blonde sorority chick with more boobs than brains. Whatever. His loss.

I bet he’d regret that decision now. I giggle and pick up my pace. My ponytail swings behind me, and I imagine it's giving a big middle finger to my ex and all the insecurities he left me with.

At least I never slept with him. God, that would've been a mistake. I mean, sure, we fooled around a bit, but I always held back from going all the way. Something just never felt... right, you know? I'm grateful for that gut feeling, despite being curious what sex is like. I didn’t think I’d be a virgin in college.

I slow down to catch my breath, hands on my knees as I gulp in the cool morning air. That's when I hear it – a soft moan coming from the nearby greenbelt. What the hell?

Curiosity gets the better of me–because of course it does–and I creep towards the sound, peering around a thick bush. Holy shit. There's a couple there, locked in an embrace. The guy has the girl pressed up against a tree, his hand disappearing under her skirt while she arches into him, head thrown back in pleasure.

I can feel the heat rising in my cheeks as I watch them, knowing I shouldn't be, but unable to look away. I mean, this is basically porn without the subscription fee, right? The way the guy's muscles flex as he moves, the girl's fingers digging into his back, the soft gasps and moans... It's hot as hell, and I feel a familiar warmth building low in my belly. My breath hitches, my own body reacting to the scene unfolding before me.

Shit. Am I getting turned on by watching strangers hook up in a park? That's... that's not normal, right? But it feels so wrong, and yet, so fucking right.

As the guy takes a moment to get his jeans open so he can pull out his cock, I'm overwhelmed with a neediness deep in my core. What would it be like to be desired so much that the person has to have you and they don't care that you're at the park?

I can only see the guy from the back, but I can tell the moment he has his cock out and he presses it into her pussy. Watching their hips rock together as they both moan in pleasure is mesmerizing. Each time she meets him thrust for thrust, another surge of arousal runs through me. Fuck, I wish that was me, and suddenly my jogging shorts are too tight and my sports bra feels scratchy against my hard nipples.

I slip a hand down into my shorts and panties to find some relief. The lightest touch gives me a jolt of pleasure. It's like everything is on high alert right now and nothing will be enough to satisfy me until... until what? Until I get fucked like that by someone who doesn't care about where we are, only how good it feels when he slides into me?

The guy starts thrusting harder and faster, and his grunts fill the air as she cries out, begging him not to stop. Damn, they're close already, just from this short little romp. My fingers work my clit in time with his cock moving in and out of her pussy, slapping against each other while he mutters, "Yeah, you like that?"

I reply yes in my head as if I’m there while she moans, “Yes!” and her nails rake down his back desperately as he slams into her.

I'm so caught up in my own pleasure–and, let's be real, the free show–that I don't notice the approaching footsteps until it's too late. A familiar deep voice startles me out of my voyeuristic trance.

"Enjoying the view, Savannah?"

I yank my hand out from between my legs and whirl around. My heart is pounding so hard I swear it's trying to escape my chest. And... oh. Oh shit. Standing there, looking like he just stepped out of a freaking fitness magazine, is Mr. Evans, my best friend’s father. Suddenly, I'm hyper-aware of just how awkward this situation is. Yeah... Jillian’s father just caught me with my hands down my pants in a public park while watching a couple fuck. This is probably not my finest moment.

My face flushes as I meet his eyes, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I can see the amusement in his gaze, but there's something else there too. Something darker, more primitive. It sends a shiver down my spine, and I feel a fresh wave of arousal pool in my belly.

Mr. Evans is tall. He's easily over six feet, with a lean, athletic build that his fitted blue running shirt does nothing to hide. His chestnut hair is slightly tousled, with streaks of gray at the temples that I've always thought made him look distinguished. And those eyes... warm brown with flecks of gold, crinkled at the corners from the smile playing on his lips.

I realize I'm staring. Shit. Say something, Savannah!

Keeping my tone hushed, I blurt out, "Mr. Evans! I, uh... I wasn't... I mean... I was just... tying my shoe?" Real smooth, girl. I can feel my cheeks burning with shame.

He chuckles, a deep, rich sound that does funny things to my insides. I imagine being alone with him and making him laugh like that, and my stomach flutters with desire. His voice is smooth and nonchalant, but I can tell he’s amused as he looks over towards the couple fucking against the tree. "Must be a complicated knot. You've been standing here for a while."

Oh god. He was watching me? I want to crawl into a hole and die of embarrassment. I'm not just busted; I'm humiliated. "I'm sorry," I blurt out. "I didn't mean to... you know. Peep. And whatever." My words are a jumbled mess, and I can't seem to stop them. I feel like I was caught in the act myself.

He holds up a hand, still smiling. "Relax, Savannah. I'm not judging. We've all been curious at some point, right?"

There's something in his tone, a hint of... something that makes my insides quiver. Or maybe it's just the way his eyes are roaming over me, taking in my flushed face and slightly heavy breathing. I suddenly feel very aware of how little I'm wearing, how the tank top clings to my sweaty skin.

"How about we pretend this never happened?" he suggests, his voice kind. "I won't tell if you won't."

I nod, grateful for the out. "Deal. Thanks, Mr. Evans."

"Please, call me Zachary," he says. "You're not a kid anymore, Savannah. No need for the formalities."

His words make my knees weak. I've known this man for years, watched him cheer at Jillian's soccer games, eaten dinner at their house countless times before and after his divorce from Jillian’s mom. But suddenly, it's like I'm seeing him for the first time.

"Okay... Zachary," I manage to squeak out. Using his name feels intimate in a way that makes my pulse quicken.

"So, you come here often?" he asks, and then chuckles at his own words. "Sorry, that sounded like a bad pickup line. I just meant, I haven't seen you around here before."

Some of the tension eases from my shoulders and I laugh. "Yeah, I've been coming here most mornings. Trying to get in shape."

His eyes sweep over me again in a way that thrills me. "Well, whatever you're doing, it's working. You look great."

The compliment catches me off guard, and I feel that damn blush creeping back up my neck. "Oh, um... thanks. You too. I mean, you look good. Like, really good. Not that I was checking you out or anything. I just... I'm gonna stop talking now."

Zachary laughs again, and I want to bottle that sound and keep it forever. "You're adorable when you're flustered, you know that?"

Adorable? That's... not exactly what I was going for. I want him to see me as... Wait, what am I thinking? This is Jillian's dad. Off limits in every possible way.

Before I can come up with a response, a loud moan from the nearby couple breaks the moment. Right. Them. I'd almost forgotten about our unwitting porn stars.
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