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Seattle wore February like a damp coat, gray skies pressing low, the kind of weather that made everything feel closer, heavier. Stanley Carter, twenty-five and already running out of second chances, slouched on the worn leather couch in the living room of the two-story house on Queen Anne Hill. The TV flickered with some mid-afternoon car commercial, volume muted. He wasn’t watching. His phone rested facedown on his thigh, screen dark, notifications silent for once.

Upstairs, the shower had just shut off.

He knew the exact rhythm: water stops, thirty seconds of quiet while she wrapped herself in the thick white towel, another fifteen while she wiped steam from the mirror and ran fingers through wet hair. Then the soft creak of the bathroom door, bare feet on hardwood, the faint coconut-and-vanilla scent drifting down the stairwell before she even appeared.

Stanley’s pulse ticked up. It always did.

He heard her before he saw her - light steps, the rustle of terrycloth. Stacey appeared at the top of the landing wearing the towel knotted above her breasts, another smaller one turbaned around her head. At forty-two she still moved like someone who had never doubted her reflection. The years had softened her edges without dulling them: smooth olive skin, wide hazel eyes framed by dark lashes, that smile that could disarm a room. Her body - 34B breasts high and firm beneath the towel, hips curving into a sweet, rounded ass, hadn’t surrendered to gravity the way most women’s did by her age. She looked thirty, maybe thirty-two on a good day. Stanley had decided long ago that “good day” was every day she existed.

“Stanley,” she said, voice warm but edged with the familiar caution she used around him now. “You’re home early.”

“Never really left,” he muttered, eyes flicking up to meet hers, then sliding deliberately down the length of towel and bare legs. “Classes got canceled. Again.”

The second dismissal letter from UW had arrived six weeks ago, FedEx, signature required. His father, Williams, had signed for it without a word, set it on the kitchen island like a death notice, and gone back to polishing the chrome on his company-issued Lexus.

Three open theft cases sat waiting in King County Superior Court. Two from bars - one lifted wallet, one bartender’s tip jar and one stupider still: a neighbor’s unlocked garage, a set of golf clubs that turned out to be worth less than the bail he’d eventually need. He’d been high for all three. He was usually high.

She studied him a moment - the unkempt dark hair falling into his eyes, the three-day stubble, the faded black hoodie he’d worn for four days straight. Something flickered behind her expression. Pity, maybe. Or recognition. She knew exactly who he was becoming because she had watched every step of the descent.

Stanley shifted, letting his knee fall open a little wider. Stacey’s gaze dropped for half a second, to the obvious ridge pressing against the front of his sweatpants, then snapped back to his face. Her cheeks flushed, just enough to notice if you were looking for it. She was always looking away a beat too late these days.

“I should get dressed,” she said quietly.

“You don’t have to on my account.” Stanley said with a smile.

“Stanley.”

The warning was soft. It always was. She never yelled, never slammed doors. He stood anyway, unfolding himself from the couch in one slow motion. Six-one, lean but not skinny, the kind of body that looked good in clothes and better without them. Women noticed. They always had. The problem was he noticed them back, took what was offered, and then took more than was offered when they stopped offering.

He crossed the room to the foot of the stairs, stopping one tread below her. The height difference put his eyes level with the knot of her towel. He could smell the coconut body wash, the warmth of her skin beneath it.

“You smell good,” he said, low.

Her breath caught, just a tiny hitch. “Stop.”

“I’m just saying.”

“You’re not just saying.” She took half a step back, but the stair behind her stopped her retreat. “Your father will be home in an hour.”

“Dad’s always working late.” Stanley reached out, slow enough that she could have stopped him, and brushed the pad of his thumb along the bare skin just above the towel knot. “He won’t notice.”

Her hand came up fast, closing around his wrist. Not hard. Not angry. Just firm.

“Stanley,” she whispered. “Don’t.”

He didn’t pull away. Neither did she. For three long seconds they stayed frozen like that—his thumb still resting against the swell of her breast, her fingers wrapped around his wrist, pulse beating against pulse.

Then the garage door rumbled below them.

Stacey released him like she’d been burned. She turned and hurried up the remaining stairs, towel clutched tight, disappearing into the hallway.

Stanley stood there, listening to the familiar sound of Williams’s keys hitting the bowl by the door, the sigh of a long day, the creak of expensive loafers on tile. He adjusted himself and sank back onto the couch.

The TV was still on, muted. Some smiling salesman was gesturing at a gleaming SUV, promising freedom, escape, new beginnings.

The garage door clanged shut with the same mechanical finality it always had. Williams stepped into the kitchen through the mudroom, loosening his tie with one hand while the other carried the black leather briefcase. He set it on the chair at the head of the table. His eyes found Stanley first.

Stanley hadn’t moved from the couch. Legs sprawled, remote in one hand, thumb flicking channels he wasn’t really watching. The blue light painted his face in shifting colors. He didn’t look up. Williams exhaled through his nose, the sound of a man who had long ago stopped expecting better. He shrugged out of his coat, hung it on the hook by the door, then walked past the living room without another word.

Stacey appeared at the top of the stairs a moment later. She had changed. The white towel was gone, replaced by a deep emerald satin gown. She came down the stairs barefoot, smile already in place.

“You’re early,” she said, voice light.

Williams glanced at her, then away, already moving toward the fridge. “You don’t like it?”

She moved to the stove, stirring something that smelled of garlic and rosemary. Williams watched the way the silk shifted over her hips, then turned away like the sight bored him. He never touched her the way a man should touch a woman he still wanted. In bed he was mechanical: a few rough thrusts, grunts, his release, then rolling off to check his phone or fall asleep with his back to her. Stacey would lie there afterward, body humming with unfinished want, staring at the ceiling while he snored. She had learned, over twenty-six years, not to ask for more. Asking only made him irritated.

Stanley hated Williams. That hate had roots now, deep and twisted. It was his rough upbringing made him a bad guy. His hate to his father made him steal, walk in the path of sin. 

Dinner was quiet at first. Chicken in cream sauce, roasted potatoes, green beans. Williams ate methodically, fork in right hand, knife in left, cutting everything into precise bites.

“I have to go to South Africa next week,” he said. “Cape Town. Supplier meetings. A week, maybe ten days.”

Stacey paused, fork hovering. “Oh. Is it?”

Williams nodded once. “They want the new inventory system demoed in person. Can’t trust the regional guys to get it right.”

Stanley, still on the couch on his knee, he gave a slow knowing smile to stacey. She glanced toward the living room. Their eyes met for a heartbeat. She looked away fast, cheeks warming again.

Williams noticed nothing. He never did.

“Just take care that my son there, doesn’t burn this house down while I’m gone,” he said, voice dry.

Stanley finally turned his head. “I won’t do it for now, Dad.”

Stacey’s voice gentle but firm. “Oh, just eat your dinner.”

Stanley looked at his mom’s boobs through the gown.

A week.

Ten days, maybe.

Plenty of time.

Stanley smiled again, small and secret.
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The morning after William’s departure dawned clear and bright, a rare Seattle sun piercing the kitchen windows. Stacey stood at the counter, slicing strawberries. She heard his footsteps on the stairs, heavy and deliberate. She didn’t turn. She focused on the rhythm of the knife, the red juice staining the cutting board. Then, warmth. Two strong arms wrapped around her from behind, pulling her snug against a hard, muscular chest. The knife stilled in her hand.

“Good morning, Mom,” Stanley murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

“Hey, leave me,” she said, her voice tighter than she intended. She wriggled, an instinctive attempt to break the contact. He released her, just like that. She didn’t turn to look at him. She heard the soft pad of his bare feet as he walked away, back toward the stairs.

With William gone for over a week, the fragile barrier of his presence was removed. Stanley had always pushed boundaries, stealing glances, “accidental” touches that lasted a second too long. She’d always known about his crush, a mother’s intuition recognizing the confused heat in her son’s gaze. She’d deflected it, softened it, buried it under layers of maternal duty. But now? In this silent, sunlit house? She felt dangerously porous.

Upstairs in her ensuite bathroom an hour later, Stacey stood under the shower spray, letting the hot water pound against her neck and shoulders. Her hands moved over her body with the floral-scented gel, the ritual familiar yet suddenly charged Her hands stilled on her 34B breasts, the soap making her skin slick. She rinsed off and shut the water. Wrapping a large, fluffy towel around herself, tucking it securely above her breasts, she pushed the bathroom door open.

Suddenly 2 strong hands fell on her.

She froze, her blood turning to ice. His hands slid down her arms, then one arm hooked under her knees, the other around her back. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing. The towel threatened to slip. She clutched at it with one hand, the other pushing futilely against his chest.

“No! Stanley, put me down! Leave me alone!”

He carried her the few short feet to the bed. He tossed her to the bed. Before she could scramble up, he was there, hovering over her, one knee on the mattress beside her hip, caging her in.

“Stop,” she breathed, turning her face away.

He didn’t. One hand came up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheekbone. He turned her face back toward him. And then he kissed her. His lips covered hers, firm and warm. She made a muffled sound of denial, her hands coming up to push at his shoulders. She kept her lips tightly shut, her body rigid.

He didn’t withdraw. He simply persisted. His mouth moved over hers, patiently, his thumb still stroking her cheek. He tasted of weed. Her pushes grew weaker. One of his hands left her face and went to the towel tucked at her chest. He found the edge and pulled, the terrycloth loosening.

“No,” she moaned against his mouth, the word lost in the seal of their lips.

––––––––
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To be continued.............
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