

    
        
          Take Me, Mister Kane

        

        
        
          Ginny Knight

        

        
          Published by Ginny Knight, 2026.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      TAKE ME, MISTER KANE

    

    
      First edition. June 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Ginny Knight.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235718357

    

    
    
      Written by Ginny Knight.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Ginny Knight

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Want Me, Mister Nash

          
        
          
	          Take Me, Mister Kane

          
        
          
	          Still Desired

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Ginny Knight’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Ginny Knight

01

02

03

04

05

06

07

08

09

10

11

12

Further Reading: Want Me, Mister Nash

Also By Ginny Knight

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

01


[image: ]


Kate slid her key into the lock with a soft metallic click, swallowed by the low hum of the hallway lights. After twelve grueling hours on the ward—endless charting, patient calls, the faint antiseptic smell clung to her scrubs like a second skin. All she wanted was the simple ritual that would wash the day away: a long, steaming shower, then the cool relief of clean sheets against her aching body. Nothing more complicated than that. Just quiet. Just rest.

The door swung open, and before she could even drop her bag or kick off her shoes, Ted was there.

“Hey, babe,” he said, grabbing her around the waist as she stepped inside. “I’ve been horny as hell waiting for you to come home.” His arms encircled her waist from behind, pulling her back against the solid warmth of his chest. His voice carried that familiar eager edge—the one that surfaced after a few beers on the couch or a long afternoon of scrolling on his phone. He didn’t wait for a reply. In one smooth motion, he lifted her and carried her to the dining room table. 

Kate stiffened, shoulders sagging under the weight of another long, stressful day. Why now? Can’t he see I’m tired? 

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down in one swift pull, letting the fabric pool forgotten on the floor. A heartbeat later, he shoved his pants just far enough out of the way.

This shouldn’t take long, Kate thought as he positioned himself and pressed forward with no real preamble. 

“Ow!” Kate jerked upright, the sharp, unprepared intrusion jolting her fully awake. “Shit, Ted. I’m not ready—not even close.”

“Sorry.” He spat into his palm, rubbed the saliva roughly along his length, and pushed back in with a grunt.

“Oh yeah. You like this, Kate? You like your man fucking you like a champion?” The words came out in hot, ragged bursts against the side of her neck.

“Ooh, go on, Ted!” she forced out, injecting as much enthusiasm as she could muster while her mind drifted elsewhere. “Shove it in, big boy.” She wondered if he had washed the dishes.

Ted was going for gold. He slammed into her as though brute force was enough to make her come. Sweat beaded and trickled down the sides of his temples, catching the dim overhead light.

By her calculations, Ted would come in about ten strokes. His rhythm never changed. Kate started the countdown. Ten, nine, eight...three—he blew his load inside her.

“Oh, Ted. Oh, Ted,” she arched just enough to sell the performance.

“Did you come, Kate?”

Pathetic. Seven years into their marriage and countless conversations later, he still didn’t understand there was more to sex than making her come. Not that he got that right either. “Yeah, you were fucking amazing,” she lied, giving him the reassurance he needed. At least one of them would go to sleep satisfied.

He grinned as if he’d just won a medal. “I’m going to shower and get ready for bed.” He raised an eyebrow. “Perhaps you can suck me off later.”

“I’d love that, Ted,” she replied. Would he have caught the sarcasm if she had added a ‘thank you’ at the end?

He wandered off toward the bathroom, humming under his breath. Kate stayed perched on the table a moment longer, legs still parted, before sliding down to her feet. A slow, warm trickle of his cum leaked out as she moved. She didn’t bother to wipe it away. Too tired. Instead, she shuffled to the living room and collapsed onto the worn sofa. She fell asleep in her scrubs, with the faint scent of sex lingering on her skin.
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Kate woke with a dull ache between her legs and the sticky residue of the night before still clinging to her skin. She adjusted the water temperature and closed her eyes as the sponge glided over her body. Her imagination took over. Instead of the sponge, her boss’s hand slid over her body. Dr. Deacon Reed had her suspended against the wall. His hands teasing her, his rod sinking deep. She ignored the sting of the soap as her fingers circled her pink pearl. She was close now.

“Damn it!” She jolted away from the spray of water. The water turned ice-cold, killing the fantasy. Kate’s shoulders sagged. Two weeks of nagging and broken promises and building maintenance still hadn’t fixed the tap.
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She dressed in fresh scrubs, then groaned when her phone beeped with a reminder. Her six-month checkup was today. She’d made the appointment weeks ago, when Ted still had a job. They’d planned to meet for dinner afterwards. Now...now she was working extra shifts, sleep-deprived and trapped in a relationship. Why the fuck did I book the last appointment?

“Kate, are you leaving?” Ted called from the bedroom.

She closed her eyes and counted to ten. “Yes, I’m on the morning shift.”

He appeared in the doorway, still in his boxers. His bed hair stood in tufts. His body had softened from lack of exercise and binging on beer. “But you’ll be home early.” He winked at her. “I’ll be ready for you.” He waved his semi-hard dick at her.

“I’ve got my six-month check-up today. It’s the last appointment. I’ll be home late.”

“You should quit.” He scowled at her, the corners of his mouth turning down.

“And how will we live?”

“Fuck Kate. Stop breaking my balls. I told you, I’m working on a business idea. I came up with a name. What do you think? ‘The Roof Doctor’,” he grinned. “My logo will be a stethoscope on a roof.”

“What do you know about roofing?”

“Why can’t you say it’s an amazing idea, go for it? Every business idea I have, you shoot it down.”

For a second, Ted looked less angry than defeated. The excitement drained from his face almost instantly, leaving embarrassment behind. He rubbed the back of his neck and looked away from her, shoulders sagging. “I know you think I’m fucking useless lately,” he muttered. “Kate, I’m trying. I just...I don’t know how to fix this.”

The vulnerability in his voice caught her off guard, but it vanished just as quickly beneath his frustration.

Ted slammed the door behind her as she left.
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The car beeped twice as the alarm activated.

“I see you’ve taken the best parking spot again.”

The voice was deep, commanding, and carried a distinct accent. Kate’s head snapped up.

“Dr. Reed.” Her face flushed. She fumbled with her car keys. A smile was stuck on her face. Stop staring. Look away. She dropped her gaze. Shit. Now she was staring at the front of his trousers. He was even better-looking up close.

His biceps strained against the sleeves of his shirt as he held the door open for her. She slipped past him and brushed against his chest. A spark shot straight to her core.

They rode the elevator in silence. Kate could feel the weight of his stolen glances. She knew he’d caught her looking more than once.

Finally, the elevator jerked to a halt, and Dr. Deacon Reed headed to the opening doors.

“Have a lovely day,” she said. 

Dr. Reed gave her a slow smile and raised a finger in greeting.

Moron. Have a lovely day. Are you twelve? She leaned her head against the side panel of the elevator, mortified.

The lingering heat from her solo session in the shower refused to fade. All morning, Kate ran on pure adrenaline and lust. By the time her shift ended, the adrenaline spike had worn off, and exhaustion had crashed over her. Her phone beeped, reminding her that her check-up was in thirty minutes. Her finger hovered over the call button. She should
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