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 Chapter 1 
 
    Rowdy 
 
      
 
    Groceries N Stuff. I smile and shake my head as I stare up at the big sign over the front doors of the grocery store. This little town is a long way from the bright lights of Las Vegas and all the other big cities I traveled to when I was on the MMA circuit, which is exactly why I moved here. I’ve been in this little town for a couple of weeks now, after spending months looking around trying to find the perfect spot to settle down. 
 
    I ruled out big cities almost immediately. I’ve spent too many years surrounded by bright lights, and everyone knows who I am. All the men want to fight me simply because of who am I am; they want a chance to show their dick’s bigger than mine. As if that were even a possibility. And the women? Well, they want to fuck me because of who I am. But that’s not who I am anymore. That’s who I was. 
 
    I’m thirty-eight years old. That’s basically old age in the world of mixed martial arts. Sure there are a few guys older than me still climbing into the cage on a regular basis, but do I really want to celebrate my fortieth birthday by facing off against a guy in his early twenties eager to take my title? Eager to make a name for himself by taking down the champ? I don’t fucking think so. 
 
    So here I am, in a little town where I’ve been recognized by exactly two people. A guy at the hardware store said I looked just like Rod “Rowdy” Rowling, and the other guy was an over-the-road trucker who’d actually seen one of my fights when he was in Vegas during a title fight. 
 
    I enter the grocery store, enjoying the air conditioning. One thing about deciding to live in the south: It’s almost always hot, even when fall is just a month away. 
 
    There’s two girls at one of the two cash registers. Looks like I came in during shift change. One of the girls has long blonde hair and nice wide hips that make my cock stir. Yeah, I definitely made the right choice in moving here. I can’t tell which girl is starting—both of them are looking down at the drawer as they count the money—but if the blonde is at the register when I check out then I might be picking up more than food during this little shopping trip. 
 
    I grab one of the little plastic baskets by the door and head down a random aisle. I don’t need much, but tonight’s a night to celebrate. The paperwork is finally complete and the building I plunked some money down on is now mine. My dream, my own gym to help others get fit and stay healthy, is now that much closer to becoming a reality. I grab a thick steak, a big fist-sized potato to bake, a frozen apple cobbler for dessert, and a bag of sugar for some sweet tea. After thinking about it for a minute, I grab another steak and potato, just in case Blondie comes over and works up an appetite with me. The cobbler’s big enough to share. I grin as I walk toward the front of the store, wondering what she tastes like. I lick my lips, looking forward to finding out. 
 
    Looks like it’s my lucky day because the sexy thick blonde is at the register. I let my eyes wander up and down her curvy body, and then I notice she’s breathing heavy, and her hands are trembling as they hover over the cash register, her eyes locked on to the guy standing in front of her. The guy with a knife pointed over the tiny counter separating them. 
 
    “Don’t make me repeat myself, lady,” he says. “Give me the money now or I’ll cut you.” 
 
    The girl’s hands are shaking bad as she swallows and licks her lips. My eyes lock on to her tongue for just a second before I force myself to focus. She’s shaking but doing her best to stay in control. She’s not crying, not freaking out. She’s brave. I’m going to make sure that bravery doesn’t get her hurt. 
 
    I reach into the basket as I approach. The guy is focused on the girl. He doesn’t see me until I’m just a few feet away. 
 
    He turns toward me, startled, but the knife is still pointing at the girl. 
 
    “What the fuc—” he starts to say, and then I throw the five-pound bag of sugar right at his face. 
 
    I hear a satisfying crunch as his nose breaks and he staggers back, aiming the knife at me. I raise my hands, palms out. 
 
    “Come on, buddy,” I say. “You don’t want to do this.” 
 
    I don’t really give two fucks about what he wants to do. But I’m a trained professional fighter. A lethal fucking weapon. I gotta give the civilian a chance to back down before I stomp his ass into the ground. 
 
    He lunges toward me, slashing out with the knife. I feel a tug at my shirt and look down. There’s a cut, about six inches long. Fucker ruined a perfectly good shirt, but he missed the skin. No sting. No blood. I grin at the man as I pull the shirt off and wrap the ends of it around my hands. I hear the girl breathe in sharply. I glance at her and see her staring at my chest. She’s breathing heavier now than she was when the punk had the knife pointed at her. Oh yeah. Me and Blondie are going to have some fun. 
 
    The punk steps forward and lunges again. This time, I step into him, spinning until my back is against his chest. I wrap the shirt around the knife blade and slam my foot down on his instep. He cries out and his hand opens. I toss the shirt and knife several feet away, then spin back to face the would-be thief, trying to decide if I should hurt him a little or a lot. 
 
    I glance at the girl again, unable to resist looking at her even when I’m in the middle of a fight. She’s not looking at my chest anymore. Instead, she’s pulled her gaze up to my face. My heart stops for a second, although it feels like an eternity. I forget to breathe as I stare into the biggest, bluest, most innocent eyes I’ve ever seen in my life, and I hear a voice whisper inside my head mine. I suck in a breath and my heart starts working again as the punk jumps toward me. I think about how close he had that sharp blade to the girl—my girl—and the answer comes to me. I’m going to hurt him a lot. 
 
    I jump up and do a spinning reverse roundhouse kick, catching him on the side of the head with steel-toe-covered boot. He goes down, catching his face on the cashier’s counter on the way to the floor. I’m ready to follow through with a kick to the ribs but the guy is out cold. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    The voice is soft, breathless, and sexy as fuck. I look at the girl. She’s staring at my chest again. I can’t help myself and flex my pecs for her. She gasps, forcing herself to look up at my face when she realizes I’m looking at her. The cutest fucking blush I’ve ever seen creeps up her neck and cheeks. 
 
    I put the groceries on the counter and smile at her. 
 
    “Hi,” I say. “What’s your name?” 
 
    Her blush becomes even redder. 
 
    “Kaylee,” she stammers out. She stares at me for a second or two, and then drops her gaze, sweeping my groceries across the scanner. “I probably need to call the cops.” 
 
    I nod. “Yeah, but I don’t like attention. The cops can come to me if they want a statement.” I swipe my card and smile at her. “I’m Rowdy, by the way.” 
 
    “Hi,” she says. “I’m Kaylee.” And then she grimaces, shaking her head. ‘I guess I already told you that, didn’t I.” 
 
    I hold back a laugh, reaching out to take her hand in mine. My pulse quickens and my cock grows hard as steel when I feel her soft skin. 
 
    “It’s okay, Kaylee. Nothing to be embarrassed about. You just had a knife in your face. Anybody would be rattled.” 
 
    “You’re not,” she says softly. 
 
    I wink at her as I grab my groceries, trying hard to resist adjusting my throbbing cock. These jeans are damn uncomfortable with a hard-on. 
 
    “That’s because I’m a badass.” 
 
    She giggles, and it takes all my willpower to keep from tossing her on the counter and fucking her brains out right there. I don’t want to leave, but I know she has to talk with the cops so dinner tonight is out, and if I stay any longer I’ll end up fucking her before the cops arrive. She’s just too sweet to resist. 
 
    “See ya around, Kaylee,” I say, turning and heading toward the door, already planning on coming back to Groceries N Stuff tomorrow. 
 
    “What do I say if the cops ask why you didn’t stay?” 
 
    I look back at her and grin. “Tell them I had to go home and jerk off because the sexy cashier made my cock hard as a fucking rock.” 
 
    Her eyes grow wide and her lips form a perfect “O”, and I can’t help but notice the hard nipples pressing against her shirt. Holy hell, I might have to jerk off in my truck just so I can concentrate enough to drive home. I flash her another wink and walk out the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Kaylee 
 
      
 
    “Tell them I had to go home and jerk off because the sexy cashier made my cock hard as a fucking rock. That is exactly what he said.” 
 
    Kim, my best friend in the whole world since third grade, covers her mouth with both hands and squeals. I can’t blame her. I would’ve probably squealed too, but I was too shocked. First, I was almost robbed, and almost stabbed. And then I was saved by a real-life superhero, and then that superhero . . . what? Did he actually flirt with me? I shake my head and sip some more of my wine. There’s no way that god of all that is manly came on to me. I squeeze my thighs together just thinking about him. 
 
    He had to be at least six feet tall, probably taller. Dark red hair trimmed short on the sides but long on top. A sexy beard. And so in shape that even his muscles had muscles. His biceps were as big as my head, and I’d die a happy girl if I could feel those broad shoulders and lean my head against that muscular chest just once. 
 
    “Tell me about the tattoo,” Kim says. “You said he had a tattoo on his chest.” 
 
    I blush. “I didn’t really get a good look at it. There was a lot going on.” 
 
    Kim smirks. “I bet. There was a lot going on in your brain and between your legs.” She sets her wineglass down, hugs herself, closes her eyes, and makes kissy noises. “Oh, Rowdy. Take me, you big stud. Rock my world and ruin me for all other men.” And then more kissy noises. 
 
    I pull the throw pillow tucked between me and the armrest of my couch and toss it at her, laughing. 
 
    “It wasn’t like that,” I say. “The guy had a knife. I could have died.” 
 
    That seems to sober Kim up. She gets a serious look on her face and nods. “Yeah, it’s still a shame you didn’t get a better look at him. I bet he probably had the dreamiest blue eyes.” 
 
    “Green.” 
 
    Kim smiles a wicked smile and I groan. 
 
    “Fine,” I finally admit. “I saw it. It’s burned into my brain forever. It’s a big tattoo that covers his upper chest. A lion wearing a crown, and it has a stick of dynamite in its mouth.” I tilt my head, remembering it. “That was a little weird though. The dynamite had a fuse on both ends and both of them were lit. Dynamite doesn’t have a fuse on both ends, does it?” 
 
    Kim shrugs and picks up her wineglass, taking another drink. “Heck if I know. Maybe it means he’s ready to explode.” She flashes me a mischievous smile. “Maybe he wants to explode in you.” 
 
    I grab back the pillow I had tossed at her and cover my face, my cheeks feeling so hot they could be on fire. 
 
    “Shut up,” I yell through the pillow, still clutching it to my face. 
 
    “You know you want him,” Kim says. “Admit it.” 
 
    I drop the pillow and roll my eyes. “Well, duh! Of course I want him. Any woman with a pulse would.” 
 
    Kim groans. “I knew I should’ve stuck around. I always miss the good stuff.” 
 
    I raise an eyebrow. “The good stuff?” I ask. “Hello. Remember the part about me almost getting stabbed?” 
 
    She waves my comment away. “Well, yeah, that part was bad, but the rest of it is good.” She gets a dreamy look on her face. “Just imagine. He could be home right now, stroking his cock while thinking about you.” 
 
    Just imagine? As if I could not imagine. I’ve tried not to think about it but the look on his face when he said it. He didn’t look like he was joking. And I couldn’t help but drop my eyes down below his waist when he said it His shoulders and chest and biceps aren’t the only thing big about him. I shiver, squeezing my thighs together. Fuck. My panties are drenched. Again. I’ve already changed them once tonight. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter what he’s doing,” I say. “I’ll probably never see him again.” 
 
    Kim stares at me. “Kaylee, where do you think you are? New York? No, you’re in a little town with one grocery store. That we both work at. We see everyone in this town.” She gets a look on her face like she just bit into a lemon. “Sometimes more than we want to.” 
 
    “Oh.” I frown. “Is Scott still bugging you?” 
 
    Kim rolls her eyes. “Of course. I kiss him once, he manages to grab my tit while trying to shove his tongue down my throat, and then all of a sudden I’m his girlfriend or something?” She shakes her head. “Hard to believe there was a time I thought about letting him be my first.” 
 
    “Ugh!” I drain my wineglass and grab the bottle off the coffee table. “That deserves a refill.” 
 
    She holds her glass out toward me. “No doubt.” 
 
    We both just sit and drink our wine for a few minutes. I sigh. “What’s really sad is that most guys around here are just like Scott.” I wave my hand, sloshing a little wine on my hand. The thought crosses my mind that I might be slightly drunk. “Do you know how many first dates I’ve been on?” 
 
    Kim nods. “Between the two of us, we’ve probably gone out with every guy around our age within fifty miles.” 
 
    “And we’re both still virgins,” I say, trying to keep from sounding too upset about it. Trying, and failing. “Sometimes I think I’m just going to die a virgin. All the young guys around here are dumb” 
 
    A crazy idea, possibly inspired by wine, pops into my head. “All the young guys around here are dumb,” I say again. I sit up quickly, sloshing a little more wine on my hand. I drink some of it so the glass isn’t so full. “My first time needs to be with a real man. An older man.” 
 
    Kim’s eyes sparkle. “A man with a lion tattoo on his chest?” 
 
    I blush. As soon as the idea is out of my head it sounds crazy. I lean back in the couch, shaking my head. “Never mind. I’m drunk. It’s a dumb idea.” 
 
    Kim shakes her head. “It’s a great idea. It sounds like he’s into you.” She smirks. “So let him get into you.” 
 
    I bite my lower lip. Just the idea of having Rowdy’s hard body on top of me makes me sweat, the fire between my legs roaring back to life as I imagine holding his shoulders as he fucks me. But then I shake my head. 
 
    “It would never work,” I say. “He’s older, refined, with a body chiseled from stone. And he’s so brave. He took on that guy with the knife without any hesitation at all. I’m just a small-town girl barely old enough to drink. What could he possibly see in me?” 
 
    “Tits, ass, and pussy?” Kim says. 
 
    I roll my eyes. “That’s not really enough to base a relationship on.” 
 
    Kim turns her head and looks at me. “Says who?” She shrugs. “Besides, you’re not looking to get married or anything. You’re just looking for a practice guy to show you how to do it right.” She closes her eyes, her words starting to slur. “I think I had too much to drink, Kay. Gonna crash here for the night.” 
 
    She’s snoring before I can even answer and I hold back a giggle. 
 
    “A practice guy?” I ask myself. My lust overrides my common sense. “I’m going to do it,” I say. “He’s the one.” 
 
    Kim makes some sound that sounds sort of like ‘awesome’ but I’m not sure. 
 
    Slowly, and somewhat unsteadily, I stand up. I promise myself no more wine, ever, grab a blanket and cover Kim up on the couch, and then head to bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Rowdy 
 
      
 
    I bounce around on the balls of my feet, circling the punching bag as I throw out a few jabs. The sound echoes in my makeshift gym in the garage. If I’d hit a person as hard they’d be on the ground with a couple of broken ribs. I made sure to let the cops know that when they showed up at my house last night to ask questions. The punk who’d threatened Kaylee had lost a few teeth and his jaw was wired shut for a while, but he could’ve ended up in a lot worse shape. Besides, most of the damage to his face came from kissing the counter on his way down. 
 
    The cops took my statement, got a couple of autographs for their kids, and then went on their way. True to my word, I had stroked my cock while in the shower, thinking of Kaylee’s big blue eyes looking up at me as she sucked my cock, coming harder than I’ve ever come in my life. 
 
    I had gone to the grocery store bright and early, barely holding in my frustration when the guy at the register told me today and tomorrow are Kaylee’s days off. 
 
    I knew I should’ve gotten her address or phone number before I left last night. I growl in frustration, unleashing a devastating left-right-left punch combo that knocks the bag off the chain. It hits the ground with a heavy thump, and I hear a soft gasp behind me. 
 
    I spin around, already knowing it’s her. There’s no real way to know just from a gasp, but I know. 
 
    She’s standing at the open garage door, her eyes roaming up and down my body. I’m just wearing gym shorts, and I’m covered in sweat, but there’s no mistaking the lust in her gaze. She licks her lips, and my cock—already at half-mast just from seeing her—hardens even more and presses against the front of my shorts, throbbing angrily. 
 
    “Hi,” she says softly. 
 
    “Hi, beautiful,” I reply, taking a step toward her. I freeze when she retreats a step. 
 
    She twirls the end of the long blonde ponytail laying over her shoulder. “I hope you don’t mind me just showing up. I asked around, and it turns out a few people knew all about the famous MMA fighter who had just moved to town.” 
 
    I smile. Guess a few more people than I imagined knew who I was. I don’t mind since that knowledge led beautiful Kaylee to me. “I don’t mind.” I take another step toward her. She doesn’t step back this time. “You’re welcome here any time.” 
 
    She smiles that innocent sexy-as-fuck smile of hers but it’s quickly replaced by teeth chewing on her bottom lip and a nervous look in her eyes. I stare at that lip for several seconds, wishing it was me nibbling on it as I held her curves against me. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” she says quickly. 
 
    I blink and stare at her, wondering if my hearing just went to shit. All those shots to the head in the octagon finally caught up with me and I’m hallucinating. Because there’s no way she actually said what I heard. 
 
    She reaches into the purse hanging from her shoulder and pulls out a few folded bills. 
 
    “It’s not much, only a hundred dollars,” she says, holding the money toward me. “I know you deserve a lot more but it’s all I can afford.” 
 
    I arch an eyebrow. “Do I look like a prostitute?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “No, but I know you couldn’t be interested in me so—” 
 
    Her eyes widen as I quickly approach her. She tries to step back but I grab her and toss her over my shoulder. “I need a shower. Let me show you how not interested I am.” 
 
    She wriggles back and forth, squealing as she kicks her legs in the air. 
 
    “Let me down,” she says in a high-pitched voice. “You’re going to hurt yourself.” 
 
    I swat her ass as I carry her into my house. “Hush.” 
 
    I keep my hand on her curvy ass as I carry her upstairs. She doesn’t complain, and I smile. 
 
    Her breath hitches when I take her into my bedroom and set her down in front of the door leading into the bathroom. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she whispers. “You’re serious.” 
 
    “As serious as a fucking heart attack,” I say, dropping my gym shorts to the floor. 
 
    “Now strip, or I’ll do it for you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Kaylee 
 
      
 
    Speaking of heart attacks, I feel like I’m about to have one. The most perfect man in the whole world is standing naked in front of me, his hard cock bobbing in the air, the thick shaft throbbing in time with his pulse. And the man is HUGE. Not that I’ve ever seen any outside porn movies, but I have felt one. I was going to let Freddie Jenkins be my first, just because I didn’t want to still be a virgin when I graduated. He took me to prom, we had a nice time, and then we started to get busy in the back seat of his car. I was all set to go all the way, and then I squeezed his dick and he came all over his tuxedo pants. After that, all he wanted was a nap. 
 
    I think it’s safe to say Rowdy wouldn’t come if I gave his cock a squeeze. I’m not even sure I could wrap my fingers around that thick shaft. He arches an eyebrow. 
 
    “So you want me to undress you?” He smiles and reaches for me. “I’m fine with that.” 
 
    I step back quickly, a mouse-like squeak escaping my mouth as one hand goes up to cover my breasts and the other goes down between my legs, even though I’m still fully clothed. 
 
    He’s looking at me, and I can tell that he’s seconds away from undressing me himself. Part of me wants to experience that, but I picture him tearing my clothes from my body like some caveman, and I like the dress I’m wearing. It’s dark blue, sort of form-fitting above the waist to accentuate my breasts, while the skirt, which goes to my knees, flairs out, providing a little camouflage for my hips. 
 
    I step out of my blue sandals and reach back to unzip the dress. 
 
    “Turn around,” he says, “and unzip it slowly.” 
 
    I capture my bottom lip between my teeth as a rush of heat flows through me. I turn around, my back toward him, and slowly pull the zipper down. 
 
    Even with my back to him, I can feel his eyes on me. I hear his breathing quicken as I slide the dress down my arms and heat pools in my center as I realize I excite him. Slowly, I slide the dress down past my hips, letting it fall the rest of the way to the floor. 
 
    Wearing only a lacy blue bra and matching panties now, I turn to look at him and my throat goes dry when I see Rowdy slowly stroking his cock. I lick my lips when I see a bead of precum on the head. His cock throbs even more as I look at it. 
 
    “Damn, you’re beautiful,” Rowdy says breathlessly, his eyes intense, as if he’s memorizing every inch, every curve. “Lose the bra,” he says, his voice thick with lust. “I want to see those big tits.” 
 
    With trembling hands, I unhook the clasp. His eyes focus on where my hands are holding the bra closed and I can’t help but smile. This powerful man, this fighter who took on a knife-wielding creep, is at my mercy. The power is intoxicating. I’ve never felt this way before. It makes me even hornier, desperate to unleash all that power coiled within him. 
 
    I pull my bra away from my breasts, slowly revealing them to him, my nipples rock-hard. I used to hate my breasts, thinking they were too big, but the growl that escapes Rowdy when he sees them, combined with his grip tightening on his shaft, sends a wave of lust over me that’s so powerful I almost swoon. 
 
    Without taking his eyes off me, Rowdy steps back into the bathroom, reaches behind him, and turns the shower on. His eyes slowly slide down from my bare breasts. 
 
    “Now the panties,” he says softly. 
 
    I slide my fingers inside the waistband, offering him a little smile as I pull them down just enough for a quick peek before pulling them back up. 
 
    “Tease,” he growls, but the corner of his mouth is turned up. 
 
    I slide one hand inside my panties, covering myself with my palm, as I slide them down with my other hand. Once they’re low enough, gravity takes over and the panties drop to my feet. I slowly step out of them, my eyes never leaving Rowdy. His eyes are fixated on my hand. Slowly, I slide my hand up, revealing my smooth mound. 
 
    “Fuck me,” he says softly, barely more than a whisper. His green eyes snap up to my blue ones. “Come here,” he says firmly. 
 
    I walk toward him, the command in his voice impossible to deny. Hot water sprays from the shower, filling the bathroom with steam, giving everything a soft, hazy dreamlike quality. 
 
    “On your knees,” he says. 
 
    I slowly slide down to my knees, looking up at his big hand sliding up and down the thick long shaft of his cock. I lick my lips, hungry for the precum beading at the tip. He swipes his thumb across it, smearing it across the head, making it shiny. I groan at the lost opportunity to taste him but I can’t tear my eyes away from his hand. 
 
    “Play with that sweet pussy for me.” 
 
    I bite my lip and moan, becoming wetter than I already am. Sure, I’ve played with myself before, but never in front of a man. Never in front of anyone. But it’s what he wants, and I’m eager to please him. 
 
    Sliding my hand between my thighs, my hips twitch involuntarily as my fingers make contact with my clit. Noticing the movement, Rowdy’s grip tightens on his cock, his hand sliding faster up and down his shaft. 
 
    Another drop of precum appears on the head of his cock. I lick my lips, leaning toward it, eager to taste him. Again, his thumb steals it from me. A devilish smirk appears on his face as I frown at him. 
 
    “You have to earn it,” he says. “I want to see you come.” 
 
    I rub my clit faster, anxious to give him what he wants, desperate to release the heat building within me. 
 
    He groans, his hips thrusting against his hand as his breathing becomes ragged. Something deep inside me coils tight and I gasp as a wave of heat rushes over me, making my skin flush. I press my hips forward, my fingers applying pressure to my clit, rubbing harder and faster. I call out his name as the first tremors of my orgasm begin to sweep over me. 
 
    “Kaylee,” he growls, his voice a deep rumble. He closes his eyes and leans his head back, giving in to the pleasure he’s giving himself. For a second, I’m jealous. I want to be the one putting that look on his face, making every muscle draw tight as he gets closer and closer to that ledge. 
 
    And then he comes, his cock jerking in his hand, throbbing as thick ropes of cum land on my breasts, my chin, my lips. My tongue darts out, swiping across my bottom lip, and I finally taste him, triggering my own release. I mewl wordlessly, unable to even think as I hump my hand, my juices coating my fingers and thighs. 
 
    I close my eyes, giving myself completely to the pleasure. When I open them again, he’s looking down at me, raw passion making his eyes almost seem to glow. He reaches down and pulls me to my feet, drawing me tight against his body as his mouth claims mine. I surrender to him, unable to deny him anything. His tongue swirls around mine as his hands slide down my back and cup my ass cheeks. 
 
    He lifts me up easily, holding me tight against his sculpted chest, and carries me into the shower. I gasp as the hot water hits my already overheated skin. He chuckles as he lowers me to my feet, sliding his hand over my cum-coated breasts. 
 
    “Looks like someone made a mess,” he says, drawing a gasp from me as he traces a slow circle around an erect nipple. “I guess the gentlemanly thing to do would be to clean it up.” 
 
    Before I can say anything, he takes a bar of soap and begins rubbing it over my breasts. I shiver under the hot water, my sensitive nipples sending sparks of pleasure straight to my core as his strong hands coat my breasts in a thick layer of lather. 
 
    His hands slide up, soaping my shoulders and neck, his fingers brushing lightly over my chin before moving back down to my shoulders and sliding around to my back. His fingers press into my skin, massaging my muscles, and I moan, leaning into him, feeling his thick cock pressing against my belly. 
 
    Even though he just made me come harder than I’ve ever come before, waves of lust begin building in me again as I feel his cock so close to where I want it. I slide my hand between us and wrap my fingers around his thick shaft, slowly stroking him. 
 
    “Take me,” I whisper, just loud enough to be heard over the water washing over us. “Please. Be my first.” 
 
    He growls, the passion in his eyes flaring up, becoming a fire that looks hot enough to consume me completely. His cock jerks in my hand. 
 
    “Your first?” he says. 
 
    I nod, chewing nervously on my bottom lip, looking up into his eyes. 
 
    He caresses my cheek gently with his fingertips. “Before I say yes, you have to say yes.” 
 
    Before I can say anything, he places a finger over my lips. 
 
    “Think carefully about this, Kaylee. I’ve wanted you since the first time I saw you. I’ve wanted all of you. If I take you, if I claim you, you’re mine. Forever. I’ll love you and fill your belly and our lives with babies and do everything in my power to make you the happiest woman in the world. But it’s an all-or-nothing deal. Once my cock goes inside you, once I become your first, that’s it. You’re mine. Forever and always.” 
 
    I look into his eyes, seeing the commitment, the seriousness of his words, and it’s all I can do to keep from bouncing up and down on my toes in excitement. He’s everything I ever dreamed of, everything I never thought I’d have, and it only takes one word to make him mine. 
 
    I stretch up on my tiptoes and kiss him softly on the lips. 
 
    “Yes,” I whisper. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Rowdy 
 
      
 
    Mine. 
 
    That one word shines in my mind like a neon sign, and I can’t help the slow smile that spreads on my face. 
 
    I capture her lips, savoring her taste as I lick inside her mouth, my hand sliding between her thighs, my fingers sliding up and down her wet pussy. She moans into my mouth, her hand stroking my cock faster. 
 
    I break the kiss, sliding my lips down her neck, nipping at her tender flesh. Slowly, I work my way down to her breasts, worshiping those eye-catching curves with my lips and tongue. I trace a slow circle around one nipple and then wrap my lips around it, sucking it hard into my mouth. Kaylee moans loudly, her free hand tangling in my hair as her other hand strokes my cock faster. 
 
    I kiss my way down her body, my throbbing shaft slipping free of her slick fingers. She groans at the loss, but the groan soon becomes a lust-filled moan as I raise one of her legs over my shoulder and slide my tongue up and down her slit. Her heel digs into my shoulder, pulling me closer. I slide my tongue between her pussy lips, moaning as I taste her, hungry for more. My tongue lashes her clit, making her hunch my face as she whispers my name between ragged breaths. I wrap my lips around her clit and tease it with my tongue as I slowly slide a finger inside her. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Rowdy,” she moans, her legs quivering. She calls out my name again, her hips bucking against my face and hand, and then I slide a second finger inside her. The steady rhythm of her hips stutters and then stops as her moan becomes a scream as she comes. I slide my mouth down, capturing her juices with my tongue, still finger-fucking her, wringing every ounce of pleasure out of her body that I can. 
 
    The heat of the water is beginning to fade and the last thing either of us needs right now is a cold shower, so I stand and kiss her firmly, reaching around and grabbing her ass to lift her up against me. She leans her head against my chest and wraps her legs around my waist as I shut the water off and step out of the shower. 
 
    “Best shower ever,” she purrs, snuggling against me. 
 
    Her voice is dreamy, as if she’s close to falling asleep, but I’m not done with her yet and she squeals, wide awake now, as I toss her on the bed. She tries to scramble off, almost tumbling off the king-sized mattress until I grab hold of her. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she squeals. “I’m dripping wet. The sheets, the blanket. They’re—” 
 
    “They’re fine,” I say, interrupting her with a kiss, pulling her to me. She melts in my arms, pressing her warm curvy body against me, losing herself as our tongues playfully fight a battle that neither of us can truly lose. 
 
    I lay Kaylee down on the bed, covering her body with mine. She slides a foot up and down the back of my leg as I kiss her softly, the fingers of one hand playing with my beard. 
 
    I pull back slightly, looking into her big blue eyes. 
 
    “Point of no return,” I say. “If you want to change your mind . . .” I shrug. “Now’s the time.” 
 
    She laughs softly. 
 
    “I think the point of no return was reached when I came to your house.” She looks into my eyes. “Actually, I think it was reached that day in the store when you rescued me.” 
 
    I kiss her again, knowing she’s right. I slide my hand down her body, smiling as she giggles when my fingers ghost lightly over her belly, and then she moans softly, arching against me, when I reach her clit. I stroke and pinch the sensitive nub until she’s panting, pressing herself against me. 
 
    “Please, Rowdy,” she begs. “No more teasing. Please fuck me.” 
 
    I slide my hips against hers, my cock sliding up and down her slit, rubbing between her pussy lips. She reaches down and guides me to her entrance, gasping when the head of my cock enters her. 
 
    Slowly, I press forward. She bites her lip, forcing herself to relax as she gets used to my size. After a few seconds, she nods and I slide in further. 
 
    “Oh god,” she moans. “You’re so big.” She rolls her hips against me and gasps. “And you feel soooo good.” 
 
    “Hold that thought,” I growl, fighting to restrain myself, desperate to surge into her hard and fast. The siren call of her tight little pussy is almost too much to resist, but I know I have to go slow. At least at first. “It might hurt a little for a minute but I promise I’ll give you enough pleasure to make up for it.” 
 
    She nods as our lips meet again. My tongue entices hers, inviting it to play, and I slowly and steadily slide my cock all the way inside her tight channel, firmly pressing forward when I meet a little resistance until it gives way. 
 
    She grabs my arms, her nails digging into my biceps, and squeals into my mouth. Her muscles tighten, her body growing rigid, for just a second or two, and then she relaxes as I remain still, letting her get used to the feel of my cock inside her. Her lips become soft and pliant again, her body relaxing. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she whispers in my ear. 
 
    I pull back slowly until just the head is at her entrance, and then I slowly slide back in, getting into a steady rhythm of long slow strokes. But her sweet innocent and oh-so-tight pussy is gripping my cock in a way that makes going slow for too long damn near impossible. I start sliding in a little faster, fucking her a little harder each time I bury my cock in her. She begins to moan, her legs wrapping around me, digging her heels into my ass to pull me even deeper. 
 
    “Yes,” Kaylee gasps out, her arms around my shoulders, her nails digging into my back. “Fuck, yes. So fucking good.” Her brows draw together, her eyes squeezed shut as her breathing becomes more ragged, the movement of her hips breaking their smooth motion as I feel her tighten around me. She rakes her nails down my back as she screams my name, and her pussy clamps down so tight around my cock that I can barely move. I bury my face in her neck, kissing and nipping at her smooth skin as she comes undone around me, her tight muscles squeezing my cock until I have no choice but to come. I growl her name and sink my teeth into her shoulder as she milks me dry, her tight greedy pussy taking everything I have to give. 
 
    She sighs contently as she relaxes beneath me, her body coated in a fine sheen of sweat, her breathing gradually returning to normal. I slide free of her and we shift around until we’re able to pull the covers up over us. I pull her close and she snuggles against me. 
 
    “You’re wonderful,” she says softly, her voice barely a whisper, as her fingers play with my chest hair. 
 
    I kiss the top of her head and hold her tight, smiling as the movement of her fingers slows, her breathing becoming deeper as she drifts off to sleep. I close my eyes, enjoying the feel of her next to me, and soon I fall asleep too. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Kaylee 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I slept. I feel completely relaxed and rejuvenated, like I’ve never slept so soundly before in my life, but the windows are dark, the room lit by a single lamp on the table by the bed. I’m on my side, my back pressed against something warm and firm. Rowdy. I smile as I remember the way he took me, ravishing me like I never dreamed possible. 
 
    I feel something long and hard against my ass and I press back against it, unable to help myself. His cock is hard like iron, but soft like velvet at the same time, and I reach back, eager to feel him in my hand again. He growls against my neck as I wrap my fingers around his shaft, stroking him with long, slow strokes. 
 
    He nips at the back of my neck and something that sounds a lot like a cat’s purr slips from my throat. A big strong callused hand slides across my hip, making me tremble as his fingers rediscover my pussy. Those talented fingers slide up and down my slit, drawing tantalizingly close to my clit but never making contact. 
 
    “Please, Rowdy,” I beg. “Don’t tease. I need you.” 
 
    He nips playfully at my ear, his fingers getting so close to my clit I gasp. 
 
    “I’ve created a monster,” he says, a smile in his voice. He places a kiss on my shoulder. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll give you what you need.” 
 
    I start to roll over on my back, eager to have him between my legs again, but he guides me onto my stomach, rising up on his knees and positioning himself behind me. He puts his strong hands on my hips and lifts me up onto my knees like I weigh nothing. 
 
    I look over my shoulder and gasp when I see Rowdy’s face disappear behind my ass, and then I forget how to think for a moment as he swipes his tongue across my clit and all the way up my slit. His tongue slips inside me and I drop my head to the bed, stars bursting behind my eyes. An orgasm comes out of nowhere, blasting through me like a thunderstorm as he tongue fucks me. I clutch the sheets in my clenched fingers and make a sound that doesn’t even sound human as Rowdy rubs my clit, his tongue doing things I never thought possible. I cry out again, my body trembling, my senses shattering like glass, as Rowdy pulls another orgasm from me. 
 
    Panting for air, I blink, everything within my vision appearing doubled. 
 
    “I think you broke me,” I gasp between deep breaths. 
 
    Rowdy chuckles, his hand slapping down on my ass. “Not yet, baby, but maybe soon.” 
 
    And then he grabs my hips in an iron grip and slams his thick cock deep inside me, not stopping until his balls slap against my ass. 
 
    “Oh my god!” I moan, unable to do anything except hold the sheets tight as Rowdy begins fucking me hard and deep, relentlessly pounding into me. 
 
    Something deep inside begins coiling tight, winding like a spring, as Rowdy’s cock pounds into me. He’s growling my name, saying ‘mine’ over and over, and I want to tell him that he’s right. I’m his. Forever. But I can’t talk. That ability is gone. Everything within me is narrowing down to a single bright point, that tightening sensation. It’s all I can think about. All I want, all I need, and then Rowdy’s pace falters. Once, twice, and then he shouts my name to the heavens as he slams into me a final time. I feel his hot cum flood my pussy, his thick cream feeling me and spilling over, running down my thighs. His cock pulses again and again, the throbbing sensation followed by more of his essence filling me, and the knowledge that his cum is in me, on me, running down my thighs, is enough to push me over the edge. The spring that was winding up comes undone, unleashing a world of endless passion through my body that makes me feel weak, turns my muscles to paper. 
 
    Rowdy’s cock slips free and I feel the mattress shift as he climbs out of bed. I don’t know where he’s going. All I know is that my brain and body are experiencing a strange disconnect. I’m here, on Rowdy’s bed, my ass sticking up in the air, and I don’t care. As long as I don’t have to move, all is right with the world. 
 
    The bed shifts again as Rowdy returns, and I feel a warm washcloth slide across my skin as the most wonderful man in the world cleans me up. By the time he’s finished, I’ve regained control of my body. Or at least enough control to lie down flat. He slides next to me, pulling me close. His breath tickles my ear as he says he loves me. I want to tell him I love him too but sleep claims me before I can. It’s okay though, because I know he knows. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 1 
 
    Kaylee 
 
      
 
    Two months later . . . 
 
      
 
    “Welcome to Rock Solid!” Rowdy shouts out as he cuts the ribbon in front of the door with a pair of extremely oversized scissors. 
 
    The crowd cheers as Rowdy pulls the double doors open, locking them into position so everyone can enter. I never knew so many people in this town would be interested in a gym, but it’s not like there’s any competition around. Or maybe it’s the fact that the owner is an MMA champion. Or maybe it’s the fact that he advertised an open bar for the grand opening. I smile at that, wondering what people will think when they discover the open bar serves healthy smoothies. 
 
    As the last of the crowd enters the gym, Rowdy scoops me up in his arms and swings me around. A squeal escapes me before I’m able to catch it, and Rowdy chuckles as he sets me down, an embarrassed blush rising in my cheeks. He gives me a kiss, his tongue swiping across my lips, promising pleasures that will come later. 
 
    “You’re beautiful when you blush,” he says. 
 
    I raise an eyebrow. “Is that a polite way of saying I’m not beautiful all the time?” 
 
    He chuckles, raising his hands in a defensive posture. “Not at all. You’re beautiful all the time.” He steps forward and leans close, talking low so that only I can hear. “You’re especially beautiful when you’re laying in bed, sweat covering your body, your hair messed up, and your eyes sparkling with that just fucked look.” 
 
    My insides clench and heat pools in my belly. Damn him. He knows what he does to me when he talks like that, and I can’t sneak him away since it’s the grand opening of his business. 
 
    He flashes me a wicked grin, a twinkle in his eye. “As a matter of fact,” he says, “I know how to show you just how beautiful I think you are.” He tilts his head. “Or maybe it’s showing how much I love you.” 
 
    Before I can ask what he means by that, he’s already turning to the crowd, clapping his hands to get their attention. I freeze as all eyes turn toward us. What is he doing? 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen,” Rowdy calls out, “when I retired and moved here, this”—he gestures at the gym—“was my dream, but I wasn’t here for long before a new dream took the place of the old one, and that’s the other reason I invited everyone here today.” 
 
    Rowdy turns toward me, reaching into his pocket and pulling something out as he goes down on one knee. I gasp, my eyes going wide, trying to think of anything else this could be, trying not to get too excited because surely this isn’t what I think it is. 
 
    “Kaylee,” Rowdy says, holding the ring up to me, “I’m a washed-up, out of shape boxer”—I can’t help it; I laugh—“but I love you with everything I am. You complete me in a way I never knew was possible and can’t imagine going through a single day without by my side. Will you marry me?” 
 
    I want to play it cool. Act like I’m going to need time to think it over. Put him on the spot and make him sweat. Instead, I squeal like a little girl and tackle him to the ground, covering his face in kisses. So much for playing it cool. Judging from the huge smile on his face, he doesn’t seem to mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 2 
 
    Rowdy 
 
      
 
    Three months later . . . 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, baby,” I gasp out. “Ride that cock.” I raise my head and wrap my lips around the hard nipple inches from my mouth. Kaylee moans loudly, increasing the pace as she rides me faster, chasing her orgasm. I can tell she’s close, and that’s a good thing because her tight pussy has me just minutes away from spilling my seed in her. 
 
    “Rowdy!” Her voice is thick with lust. “I’m going to . . . fuck . . . I’m going to . . .” She screams my name as her body tightens around me, and my cock surrenders to the muscles gripping it, milking it, coaxing my cum from me. I grab her hips and thrust up hard, once, twice, and then I fill her with my cum as she releases her juices over my cock. 
 
    She drops her head down, her long blonde hair hanging in my face as she catches her breath. “I thought . . . sex . . . got old . . . when people . . . get married.” 
 
    I chuckle, marveling at the beautiful woman sitting on top of me. My beautiful wife. We got married a month after making the announcement during the gym’s grand opening. We had talked about maybe taking thing slow but neither of us could think of a good reason why. I lift up her left hand and kiss her knuckles, still getting a thrill out of seeing the wedding ring on her finger. 
 
    “When we’re old and gray, sex will still not be old,” I say. 
 
    She slowly rises off me, sitting next to me. “Promise?” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    She smiles at me as I climb out of bed. The smile becomes a look of horror. 
 
    “Where are you going?” she asks. 
 
    I arch an eyebrow, pointing at the door. “Bathroom.” 
 
    She jumps to her feet, and for a second I wonder if she’s going to try to block me from going. 
 
    “Now?” she asks. 
 
    I give her a curious look as I walk by, and it does look like she’s contemplating stopping me. Possibly by tackling me. 
 
    “Well,” she says, “remember how I said I had something to tell you when you got home?” 
 
    I smile as I enter the bathroom. “How could I forget?” 
 
    I had come home from the gym and she had been standing at the bathroom door, wearing nothing but one of my long t-shirts. She had looked so happy, almost glowing. There was no way I could resist taking her. 
 
    I take care of business and wash my hands at the sink. Out of the corner of my eye, I notice a little plastic stick on the corner of the sink. It almost looks like . . . I take a closer look and then spin around to see her standing at the door, nervously chewing her lip. 
 
    I sweep her into my arms and pull her close, lifting her feet off the ground as I spin her around. “We’re pregnant,” I shout, barely able to contain my excitement. 
 
    The nervousness on her face is replaced by the most beautiful smile I’ve ever seen. She nods and I kiss her, carrying her toward the bed. She squeals as I toss her on the mattress. 
 
    “Again?” she exclaims, sliding back toward the head of the bed. 
 
    I nod, crawling after her, enjoying the sight of her nipples hardening under my gaze, my cock already hard and throbbing. 
 
    “Again, and again, and again.” 
 
      
 
    **** 
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