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Maverick 

“Thought you might be here.” I locked the door of Custom Ankhs behind me. The shop was beyond 

closed for the day—it was nearly nine at night. There was a light on in the back corner, angled at a 

motorcycle chassis, and Jonah crouched on the concrete near it. In the corner, Grace slept soundly in 

her carrier. 

He was wearing his painting clothes: jeans and one of my old t-shirts, grease-stained and oversized, the 

neckline stretched loose and revealing the divot of his collarbone and the slope of his shoulder. He set 

his paints down and turned away from the motorcycle chassis. The design was coming along beautifully, 

but from his bloodshot eyes and the way he unconsciously massaged his wrist, he’d clearly been at it for 

too long. I’d learned this happened, sometimes, when he got deep into his workflow. 

Luckily I’d brought Chinese takeout to lure him home. “It’s late. Think you’re ready to step away for the 

night?” 

Jonah hummed. “I’m on a roll with the detailing, though.” 

I set the takeout boxes to the side. Jonah was still crouched near the bike, and I curled my hand around 

the base of his skull, tilting his head up to look at me. “Can I convince you?” 

He smiled, then tipped forward so his forehead pressed into my hip. He sighed heavily. “Try me.” 

“Let’s see.” I carded my fingers through his hair, then reached down to help him to his feet. “The 

design’s not due for a few days.” I wrapped my arm around his waist and held him close to me. 

“True.” Jonah looped his arms around my neck. 

“I just bought enough Chinese food to feed an army.” I tipped my forehead against his. 

His pretty blue eyes fluttered closed. “You’ve got my attention.” 

“The order includes the steamed buns you like.” 

“Ooh.” 

I tilted his chin up and kissed him. It was a slow, deep kiss. Jonah was so gorgeous when he was like this: 

loose and tired from a long day of work, aching from leaning at odd angles to paint the bike, a little 

slower with his words with his brain so locked into art-mode. He hummed into the kiss, pressing closer 

to me. I ran my tongue over his plush lower lip then set my teeth into it slightly, just to make him shift 

his hips deliciously against mine. My arm around his waist drifted lower and cupped his ass. “And,” I 

murmured into the kiss, “There’s a bed at home.” 

“Interesting.” Jonah’s slid his hands down my shoulders to squeeze my biceps. “And what do you intend 

to do with the bed?” 

“Well.” I kissed him again. “I’m thinking… We’ll eat, put Grace to bed, and then I’ll give you the greatest 

massage you’ve ever experienced in your life.” 



“Then what?” he asked, teasing. 

I squeezed his ass hard. “I fuck you so slowly and thoroughly you’ll forget your own name.” 

Jonah shifted his hips again with a little gasp of anticipation. A flush rose in his cheeks. “All right. You’ve 

convinced me. Let’s go home.” 

Jonah carried the takeout, and I carried Grace, still asleep in her carrier. I had a feeling by the time we’d 

completed the two most important things on our list: dinner, and the massage, Jonah would be deeply 

asleep from how long he’d worked today. 

But I liked nothing more than falling asleep with him in my arms. And I could complete the third task on 

the list in the morning. 

 


