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Chapter 1

The small cafe had a few people in line in front of Ethan. He shuffled forward, his shoes making a faint scuff against the worn tile floor. He blinked hard, still groggy from waking up early. His eyelids felt heavy, and he fought the urge to yawn, rubbing his thumb along the seam of his jeans as he waited. This was the first day in months that he’d had to wake up with an alarm clock, the shrill sound dragging him out of a deep, warm sleep. He’d forced himself out of bed, the sheets tangled around his ankles, and dressed in the half-light. He missed the lazy comfort of sleeping in with three half-naked women pressed against him, their bodies tangled together under the covers. Their morning ritual—sex first, then coffee—had become something he craved. He could still feel the ghost of their hands on his skin, the way Claire’s bare thigh would drape over his hips, Jess’s soft breasts pressed against his arm, Victoria’s fingers trailing down his chest as she reached for him under the sheets. Even though he would only have to miss it today, the absence gnawed at him.

The line inched forward. Ethan shifted his weight from one foot to the other, glancing up at the chalkboard menu above the counter, though he already knew what he’d order. He watched as a customer at the counter—a woman in a blue windbreaker with her hair pulled into a tight ponytail—accepted a cardboard tray of coffees from the barista. She hooked her fingers through the handles of a brown paper bag, nodded her thanks, and pushed open the glass door with her hip. The door swung shut behind her, and the line moved forward. Ethan stepped up, now second in line. He glanced at the clock above the pastry case, mentally calculating how much time he had left before the meeting.

Today would be Victoria’s and Ethan’s first client meeting. They had both quit their jobs at the same architect firm in the city and decided to start their own business here in the small town they lived in. That meant Ethan had to occasionally go to the office for these meetings or other work-related events. Even though both Ethan and Victoria had managed multi-million dollar projects at their old jobs, Ethan still had a nervous feeling in the pit of his stomach. There was something different about working with the client for the business that you owned. There were no fallbacks, and everything depended on his performance.

The man ahead of him collected his order, and Ethan stepped up to the register. He set his phone face-down on the counter and gave his order, reciting Victoria’s favorite—an Iced Coffee, no sugar, extra ice. The barista, a guy with a scruffy beard and sleeves rolled up to his elbows, nodded and tapped the order into the register. Ethan added two regular coffees for himself, and pointed at the pastry case. He chose a paper bag filled with two chocolate croissants and a couple of cheese danishes, not sure how long the meeting would last but wanting to make sure he and Victoria had enough energy. The barista handed him a receipt, and Ethan stepped aside, waiting near the end of the counter. He watched as the barista scooped ice into a plastic cup, poured coffee over it, and slid the cup onto a tray. The regular coffees followed, each one capped with a white plastic lid.

When the order was ready, Ethan reached for the tray, balancing it carefully in his left hand. The cups rattled slightly as he adjusted his grip. With his right hand, he picked up the warm, greasy bag of pastries, folding the top closed to keep the contents warm. He nudged the door open with his elbow, stepping outside into the cool morning air.

There was a slight salty breeze from the ocean a ways off. The sky was a pale blue, streaked with wisps of cloud, and the sunlight cast long, shadows on the sidewalk. Ethan took a breath, feeling the cold air wake him up a little more. One of the perks about living in a small town was how everything was walking distance. He started down the sidewalk, the tray of coffees balanced carefully, the bag of pastries bumping against his thigh with each step. He passed the florist, its windows fogged from the morning chill, and the bakery with its display of fresh bread behind the glass. Even his house, which was only a few blocks down from the ocean and more on the outskirts of town, was still walking distance from Main Street. He crossed the street at the corner, glancing both ways, and walked up to the small office building he and Victoria rented.

Ethan entered the office, pushing the door open with his foot. The bell above the door didn’t ring—it never had since they’d moved in. He walked down the short hallway, still clutching the greasy bag of pastries and balancing the tray of coffees in his other hand. The hallway was narrow, with a runner rug that always bunched up near the door. He sidestepped a box of architectural samples they hadn’t unpacked yet, the edge of the box brushing his calf. He heard the rapid tapping of Victoria’s fingers on her keyboard coming from her office, the door half closed.

He nudged Victoria’s door open with his shoulder, careful not to jostle the tray. The door swung inward, catching against the stack of blueprints propped against the wall. He stepped inside, shifting the tray onto his left hand as he crossed to Victoria’s desk.

“I got us some fuel,” Ethan said, leaning over to set the tray of coffees down on the desk. He placed the tray just to the right of her laptop, nudging aside a notepad with the edge of the cardboard. Victoria’s eyes lit up, the brown irises brightening as she looked up from her screen.

“Ethan! I really need this right now, thank you. Oh, and you got my Iced Coffee.” She reached for the plastic cup, her fingers wrapping around it, condensation already beading on the outside.

“I needed something to wake me up. I’m not used to getting up so early,” Ethan said, pulling his coffee from the tray. He peeled back the tab on the plastic lid and took a sip, the hot liquid burning his tongue but jolting him awake.

“I know. You’ve spoiled us. Late mornings and spending the days at the beach. Maybe with a few big contracts we can do that more often,” Victoria replied. She took a long sip of her Iced Coffee, the straw pressing into her bottom lip.

“When’s the client supposed to get here?” Ethan asked. He set the pastry bag on the corner of the desk and pulled out a chair, lowering himself into it. He shifted the chair closer, resting his coffee on the edge of the desk.

“They said in an hour. But, I don’t know if that’s a city hour or a small town hour,” Victoria said between sips of the Iced Coffee. She glanced at the clock on the wall, her dark hair falling over one shoulder as she leaned back in her chair.

Ethan chuckled, “Well, if we’re going by small town time, then they could show up right now.” He reached for the pastry bag, opening the folded top and peering inside.

“We’re ready whenever they decide to walk down from the City Hall,” Victoria grinned. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her blouse pulling tight across her chest as she leaned forward.

“So, it’s people from the city council? I wonder if I know any of them,” Ethan said. He pulled out a chocolate croissant, setting it on a napkin.

Victoria reached over and opened the paper bag wider. She pulled out a pastry and took a small bite, her teeth sinking into the flaky crust. “That would help a lot if you’re friends with some of these people,” Victoria said between bites. She chewed, then swallowed, brushing a crumb from her lips. “Are you ready for work again? It’s been a while since you’ve done any contract work.”

“Yes and no,” Ethan replied. He tore off a piece of croissant and popped it into his mouth, chewing slowly. “I love spending time with you and Claire and Jess. I would really love spending my time focusing on the construction of our new house too. But, in a way I feel more stable when I have a steady income.”

Victoria grinned, her lips curving as she licked a bit of filling from her fingertip. “If you need a place to work with less distractions at home, this place has the extra room. You can come here and separate your work from your play.” She set her pastry down on a napkin, the crust already flaking onto the desk.

“I don’t know if I want to give up my home office. I like it up there,” Ethan replied. He took another sip of coffee, feeling the caffeine starting to cut through his fatigue.

Victoria smiled up at Ethan, her eyes glinting with amusement. “I know you love your home office, but you had a hard time working at home because the beach and the bikini clad girls were right outside your window. We’ll see how things go. If there are too many distractions, promise me you’ll set up your office here. I think you’ll like the higher productivity.”

“Okay, if things are too crazy at home, I’ll work from here,” Ethan promised reluctantly. He picked up a cheese danish, breaking it in half and offering the bigger piece to Victoria. “But I’m not going to miss out on the times when you and Claire and Jess are in those tiny bikinis swimming in the pool.”

“Fair, I wouldn’t want you to miss that either,” Victoria laughed. She took the piece of danish from his hand, her fingers brushing his for a brief moment. For a second, her blouse gapped open at the top, revealing the smooth curve of her breast above the lace of her bra. She took a bite, still smiling, and the two of them settled in to wait for their first client, the tension of the morning softened by coffee, pastries, and the easy chatter of their partnership.


Chapter 2

When the Clients arrived at the office, Ethan and Victoria had nearly finished their coffees. Victoria’s mug sat just to the right of her keyboard. She reached for it, lifted it to her lips, and tipped the rim. The liquid inside was cold, barely a mouthful left, so she set it back down, the ceramic making a dull tap against the desk. Ethan’s cup was on the windowsill. He picked it up, swirled the last bit of coffee, and took a careful sip, grimacing at the temperature. He set the cup aside, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, glancing at the half-eaten doughnut on a napkin between them. The glaze had started to harden, and a small bite mark showed where Victoria had stopped eating earlier. The office air still held the faint, sweet scent of baked sugar and yeast, lingering from the pastry.

Victoria’s chair creaked as she shifted her weight, scanning her computer screen one last time. The clock in the corner read 10:59. She was about to stand when a distant click echoed from the front of the building. She froze, listening. The sound repeated—a door opening, hinges resisting, then the thud of it closing. Footsteps followed moving down the hallway in her direction. She straightened, her hand brushing a few crumbs from her skirt, and pushed her chair back. The wheels rolled smoothly over the plastic mat. She rose to her feet, quickly smoothing her blouse, and crossed to the doorway. Her heels tapped on the laminate floor as she stepped into the hall.

She moved briskly, passing the framed project photos on the wall, her hand instinctively touching her hair to make sure it was still in place. At the end of the corridor, she saw the outlines of several figures through the frosted glass of the lobby door. She reached for the handle and pulled the door open, revealing the group.

Ethan, meanwhile, dabbed at his mouth with a napkin he’d snagged from the doughnut plate. He tossed the napkin onto his desk, stood, and tucked in his shirt. He followed Victoria, his stride longer and heavier, catching up as she greeted the newcomers.

Victoria smiled, her posture confident. “Hey, are you guys here for the meeting?” she asked, her voice pitched to carry down the hall.

The man in front, wearing a navy blazer and carrying a leather portfolio, stepped forward. “Hi, I’m Richard from the city council. Hope we aren’t too late,” he said, extending his hand.

Victoria gripped his hand firmly and shook it twice. “You’re just in time. Come on in,” she replied, letting her hand drop and stepping aside to allow the group to enter. She gestured with an open palm, indicating the direction of the meeting room.

Ethan reached the group as they filtered past Victoria. He nodded in greeting, then moved to the meeting room door. He wrapped his fingers around the metal handle, twisted, and pushed the door open. It swung inward with a soft whoosh. He stepped aside, holding the door so the entire group could file in. There were more people than he’d expected—five in total. Richard, who had introduced himself, led the way. Behind him was another man, older and balding, his suit slightly rumpled at the shoulders. Next came a woman in a sharply tailored pantsuit, her dark hair pulled back into a tight bun. She carried a slim briefcase in one hand, her nails painted a glossy red. Two younger people trailed behind—one man, one woman—both in their twenties, each juggling a stack of papers, binders, and folders. Their eyes darted around the room, taking in the layout.

Ethan noted the unfamiliar faces, mentally cataloging them. He guessed the first three were the main council members, and the two younger ones were likely assistants or interns, given the way they hovered at the edges, arms full of documents.

Once everyone was inside, Ethan closed the door gently. He walked to the head of the table, pulled out a chair, and motioned for the group to sit. Chairs scraped against the floor as the city council members settled themselves. Richard took a seat nearest the window, setting his portfolio on the table and flipping it open. The balding man sat beside him, folding his hands atop a yellow legal pad. The woman in the pantsuit chose the seat across from Richard, crossing her legs at the ankle. The two assistants remained standing for a moment, then took seats at the far end, balancing their materials on their laps.

“It’s good to meet you all. My name is Ethan and I’m the designer and architect,” Ethan began, resting his hands flat on the table. “Victoria told me you guys were looking to build a new courthouse?”

Richard leaned back in his chair, the upholstery creaking. “Yes, the town is getting larger and the old courthouse can’t keep up with all the paperwork. There just isn’t enough space for all the employees,” he explained, his fingers drumming lightly on the tabletop.

Victoria glanced at the notepad in front of her, then looked up. “Well, what do you guys have in mind? Tell us what you want and we’ll go from there. Do you have a location for the build planned out? Do you know what kind of style you want the new courthouse to be?” she asked, her pen poised above the page.

Richard turned to the balding man beside him. “Could you?” he said, inclining his head.

The balding man nodded, then looked over at the younger male assistant. He raised two fingers in a silent signal. The assistant stood, clutching a rolled-up map and several sheets of paper. He stepped around the table, leaned forward, and unrolled the map across the center. The paper made a soft rustling sound as he smoothed it flat with both palms, pressing out the creases. He set the stack of documents beside the map, arranging them in a neat pile.

The woman in the pantsuit uncapped a pen and began jotting notes on a small notepad. Her suit jacket hugged her shoulders, the cut accentuating the straight lines of her posture.

Richard reached across, tugging the edge of the map closer. “We looked at your past work, Ethan, and we really like what you did with the Library for the college,” he said, his eyes meeting Ethan’s. “We would love it if you could design something with that modern architecture.”

Ethan leaned forward, bracing his forearms on the table. He slid the map closer, inspecting the highlighted area where the new courthouse was proposed. He traced the outline with his index finger, noting the proximity to the main road and the adjacent parking lot. He glanced at the accompanying documents, which listed room counts, square footage requirements, and other specifications for the new building.

“So, you want a completely new building? What are your plans for the old courthouse?” Ethan asked, looking up from the map.

The woman in the pantsuit looked up from her notes. “The old courthouse will become a heritage site. We’ll do tours there and remodel a room for a souvenir shop. It’ll generate some income for the city from the tourists that come through. That old courthouse was built in the 1800s, so it would be very challenging getting permission from the State to demolish it anyways,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact.

Victoria picked up the stack of documents, flipping through the pages. She scanned the written requirements, her eyes moving quickly down each list. She turned a page, running her thumb along the margin. “This new courthouse looks great. It looks like you guys are anticipating further growth in the future because there will be plenty of space,” Victoria said, glancing at the council members.

Richard chuckled, the lines around his eyes deepening. “I’m sure you’ve seen all the new people moving in. House values are going up and any house that is for sale is getting grabbed a few days after going on the market. And I don’t blame anyone for wanting to live in a coastal town,” he said, shifting in his seat.

Ethan nodded, closing the folder in front of him. “It looks like you guys know exactly what you need from us and what is needed from the town. This is the most preparation I’ve ever seen from a client. Do you mind if we make copies of these documents and look over them?” Ethan asked, gesturing to the stack.

Richard shook his head. “You can keep those, since they are the copies,” he replied.

Victoria gathered the documents into a single pile, aligning the edges by tapping them against the table. She set them aside. “Great, we’ll look at these and see what needs to be done on our end. Then, we’ll get back to you with a quote tomorrow. How does that sound?” Victoria asked, folding her hands together.

Richard laughed, his shoulders shaking. “Tomorrow? That’s fast. We’re getting quotes from a few other places too and they all said we have to wait a week,” he said, glancing at the others.

The meeting wrapped up. Ethan stood, pushing his chair back. He extended his hand to Richard, who stood and shook it firmly. Victoria did the same, offering her hand to each council member and their assistants in turn. The assistants gathered their materials, tucking papers and binders under their arms. The balding man rolled up the map, securing it with a rubber band.

Ethan led the group to the front entrance, walking a step behind them. He watched as they stepped out onto the sidewalk, the sun catching on the woman’s pantsuit as she adjusted the strap of her briefcase on her shoulder. The group crossed the street in a loose cluster, heading back toward Town Hall. Ethan lingered at the doorway, following their progress with his eyes.

He kept thinking about what Richard had said. The town was getting quotes from other places, too. Of course they were. It was only logical to want the best quality for the best price, but now that Ethan was running the show, he was the one who had to bear the brunt of the competition. He closed the door, the latch clicking into place, and turned back toward the meeting room, the stack of documents still fresh in his mind.


Chapter 3

Ethan let out a sigh of relief after the clients left. He stood just inside the doorway, his shoulders relaxing, the tension from the meeting draining out of his posture. He watched Victoria as she moved behind her desk, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor. She pulled her chair out, sat down, and immediately reached for the stack of documents from the meeting. She set them in front of her, spreading them out with both hands, her fingers straightening the corners and aligning the sheets into a neat pile. She grabbed a pen from the holder, uncapped it, and started making small notations on the margins, her eyes scanning each paragraph with focus.

“How do you think it went?” Victoria asked, glancing up at Ethan, her pen poised above a line of text.

“I think they were great. They came knowing exactly what they wanted,” Ethan replied, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. He stepped further into the office, letting the door swing shut behind him.

“Yeah, but what about the other bidders? The town council is going to want it cheap,” Victoria said. She set her pen down, leaned back in her chair, and folded her arms over her chest. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she considered the numbers in her head.

“We can do the designs cheaper than usual. Besides, we are the only architect firm across the street from them. The close proximity alone will probably net us the contract,” Ethan said.

“I hope so. We really do need this. And it would be a big first boost for us,” Victoria said, leaning back further in her chair. She let out a long breath, her shoulders sinking down as she finally allowed herself to relax.

Ethan leaned against the door frame, crossing his arms as he looked at her, “That’s why I think we can give them a cheaper offer. Not only would it be a signal of good faith, but since this would be our first contract, getting it would help us more than the money from the actual contract.”

“This is why I hired you,” Victoria said grinning. Her lips curled up, her eyes sparkling with a mix of relief and excitement.

“This is why I joined you,” Ethan replied, returning her grin. “You need all the help you can get.”

Victoria laughed, the sound sharp and genuine. She stretched her arms high above her head, arching her back as she did. Her blouse pulled tight around her chest, the fabric straining across her breasts and emphasizing the line of her bra beneath. The movement caused her skirt to ride up slightly on her thighs, the hem exposing just a hint more of her smooth, tan skin above her knees.

“You know what we haven’t done?” Victoria asked, dropping her arms and rolling her shoulders back. She stood, pushing her chair back with the backs of her calves, and smoothed her skirt down with both hands.

“What’s that?” Ethan asked, his eyes following her every movement.

“We haven’t broken in the new office,” Victoria said with a grin. She stepped around the desk, her heels making clicks on the floor. She stopped directly in front of Ethan, her body just inches from his. She looked up at him, her gaze direct and challenging.

She pressed her body to his, her breasts flattening slightly against his chest. Ethan’s heart beat faster, the sudden intimacy making his breath catch. He slid his arms around her waist, his hands settling on the curve of her hips. He looked down at her, his face just above hers, feeling the heat from her body radiate through their clothes.

Victoria stood on her tiptoes, her calves flexing beneath her skirt, and reached up for a kiss. Ethan bent his head, meeting her lips with his. Their mouths met softly at first, a gentle brush of lips, then parted and met again for a longer, lingering kiss. Victoria’s hands moved up his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as she pulled him closer. Ethan’s hands tightened at her waist, pulling her flush against him.

They kissed again, this time deeper, Victoria’s tongue flicking out to tease his lower lip. Ethan responded, opening his mouth to her. Their kisses grew hungrier, lips moving together, tongues tangling. Victoria moaned softly into his mouth, her hands sliding up to cup his face, her thumbs stroking his cheekbones. Ethan’s fingers slid up her back, feeling the line of her spine through her blouse.

After several more teasing kisses, Victoria broke away, her breathing quick and shallow. She looked up at Ethan, her cheeks flushed, and a mischievous glint in her eyes. Without a word, she slipped out of his arms and dropped to her knees at his feet, the movement fluid and unhesitating. She knelt on the hardwood, her skirt pooling around her thighs, and looked up at him through her lashes.

“Right here? Right now?” Ethan asked, his voice low and rough.

“Right here. Right now.” Victoria replied, her tone steady and eager. She reached up with both hands, her fingers deftly finding the button at his waistband. She undid it, then slowly pulled down his zipper, the metal teeth parting with a soft scrape. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of his pants and tugged them down just enough to expose his briefs, the fabric straining over his growing erection.

Victoria slid her hand into his briefs, her fingers brushing against the base of his cock. She curled her hand around his shaft, her grip firm, and guided it out through the open fly. She stroked him slowly, her thumb running along the underside of his cock, feeling it swell and harden under her touch. The skin was hot and smooth, the head flushed dark with arousal.

As she ran her hand down his cock, Ethan moaned, the sound escaping him involuntarily. He reached down, threading his fingers through her smooth brown hair, letting the strands slip between his fingers as he cradled the back of her head. His cock pulsed, thickening further as Victoria’s hand worked up and down the shaft, her grip tightening.

Victoria leaned in, her breath warm against his skin, and ran a slow, deliberate lick with her tongue from the base of his cock all the way up to the tip. She flattened her tongue against the underside, dragging it upward, then flicked the sensitive ridge at the head. Each pass of her tongue sent a jolt of sensation through Ethan, making him more sensitive with every teasing lick. His hips twitched, his body responding to her touch without conscious thought.

She took the head of his cock into her mouth, her lips wrapping around the swollen tip. She sucked gently, swirling her tongue around the crown, then pulled him out with a wet pop. She repeated this several times, each time taking him a little deeper, her lips and tongue focusing on the most sensitive part. Ethan’s knees threatened to buckle as pleasure built, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“I want you to cum on my breasts,” Victoria said, her voice breathless and husky. She let go of his cock and reached up, her fingers working quickly at the buttons of her blouse. She unfastened the top few, pulling the fabric open to reveal a lacy white bra. The cups hugged her breasts, the delicate lace contrasting with her light skin. She slid her hands under the bra straps, pulling them down her shoulders, then tugged the cups down to expose her breasts. Her breasts were small, the skin taut, and her nipples were fully erect, the areolae dark and puckered with arousal.

Ethan ran his hand down her jawline, his thumb tracing the curve of her cheek, and continued to her shoulder. He hooked his fingers under the strap of her bra, pulling it further down her arm, then cupped her bare breast in his hand. He rubbed his palm against her breast, pressing his thumb firmly against her nipple, feeling it stiffen even more under his touch. Victoria moaned, her head falling back for a moment as she arched her chest into his hand.

With a desperate expression, Victoria took Ethan’s cock into her mouth again, sucking him in deep. Her head bobbed up and down, her lips stretched tight around his shaft, her cheeks hollowing with each pull. Spit and pre-cum dripped from the corners of her mouth, running down her chin and onto her chest, leaving a slick trail that glistened on her skin and soaked into the lace of her bra.

“Oh, fuck, Victoria,” Ethan rasped, his voice breaking as the pleasure spiked.

Victoria only moaned in response, the sound vibrating around his cock, her hunger for his cum obvious in the way she sucked him harder, her tongue swirling with each thrust.

Ethan was close, the pressure building quickly as Victoria wrapped her tongue around his cock with every stroke. He remembered her words—she wanted him to cum on her breasts. He wasn’t going to disappoint her. He pulled his cock free from her mouth, his hand guiding it as the tension reached its peak. Victoria looked up at him, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen and wet, her mouth open and waiting.

Seeing her like that, kneeling in front of him with her chest exposed and her mouth glistening, was enough to tip him over the edge. Thick ropes of cum shot across her chest, the first spurt landing directly on her breasts, splattering across her nipples and running down between them. Victoria leaned back slightly, arching her back to present her chest, her hands cupping her breasts and squeezing them together to catch more of his cum. Ethan stroked himself, milking his cock for every last drop, watching as the cum dripped down her skin, pooling in the hollow above her sternum and staining the lace of her bra.

Both of them were surprised at how much was covering her, the creamy fluid running down her body, disappearing under the open blouse and soaking into the fabric. Victoria’s skin glistened, her nipples slick and shiny, the cum highlighting the tight peaks.

“Oh, Ethan. Your cum is so warm on me,” Victoria whispered, her voice low and trembling with satisfaction.

“You are so hot, Victoria,” Ethan replied, his breathing heavy. “You’ll need to wash that blouse though.”

“It was worth it,” Victoria laughed, her eyes locked on his. She brought two fingers to her chest, scooping up a thick glob of cum from her skin. She lifted her cum-glazed fingers to her lips, slipping them into her mouth and sucking them clean, tasting Ethan’s seed. She licked her fingers slowly, making sure every trace was gone. “And you taste good.”


Chapter 4

When Ethan arrived home, the house was quiet. He paused in the entryway, letting his eyes adjust from the glare outside to the dim, still interior. The air inside was undisturbed, the usual background noise of conversation and movement absent. It struck him how rare it was to have the house to himself; he stood for a moment, keys in hand, listening to the silence. Claire and Jess were both at work, their shoes missing from the mat by the door, their jackets gone from the hooks. Victoria had texted earlier that she’d be staying late at the office to finish the client quote. With the house empty, there was no reason to linger inside.

Ethan moved through the hallway, his shoes thudding dully against the hardwood. He set his keys in the bowl by the door, then climbed the stairs, each step creaking under his weight. At the top, he turned into the bedroom, unbuttoning his shirt as he walked. He slipped his arms out of the sleeves and folded the shirt, laying it across the bed. Next, he unbuckled his belt, pulling it through the loops of his slacks, and bent to slide the slacks down his legs. He stepped out of them, collecting them from the floor and draping them over the back of a chair. He peeled off his socks, one at a time, rolling them together and tossing them into the laundry basket. Standing in his briefs, he opened the dresser drawer and pulled out a faded gray t-shirt and a pair of worn jeans. He tugged the t-shirt over his head, the fabric clinging to his shoulders, then stepped into the jeans, pulling them up and buttoning them at the waist.

Downstairs again, Ethan paused at the kitchen to grab a bottle of water from the fridge. He twisted off the cap and took a long drink, letting the cold water settle in his stomach. He set the bottle on the counter, then crossed to the back door and stepped outside. The late afternoon sun was bright, slanting across the yard, casting sharp shadows from the house and the fence. Dust from the construction next door hung in the air, catching the light in floating particles.

Ethan walked across the lawn, the grass springy under his boots, and made his way to the side of the new house where the dirt pile waited. The mound was massive, a rough, uneven heap of earth dumped by the delivery truck that morning. The color was a rich, dark brown, the surface broken by rocks and clumps of clay. Next to it, the rented front loader sat idle, its yellow paint streaked with old mud, the bucket resting on the ground. He circled the machine, inspecting the tires, thick with treads, and checked the hydraulic arms for leaks. Satisfied, he climbed up onto the metal step, gripping the handhold and hauling himself into the cab. The seat was stiff, the vinyl hot from the sun. He closed the door, enclosing himself in the small space, and ran his hands over the controls, reacquainting himself with the levers and pedals.

He inserted the key and turned it. The engine rumbled to life, vibrating through the seat. He pressed the throttle, listening to the idle even out, then gripped the steering wheel and eased the loader forward. The machine rolled slowly toward the dirt pile, tires crunching over gravel and loose soil. Ethan raised the bucket slightly, then stopped in front of the mound. He shifted in the seat and reached for the lever, tilting the bucket down. He pressed the pedal to lower the arms, watching as the edge of the bucket bit into the base of the pile.

He pushed the lever forward, inching the loader ahead. The bucket dug deeper, the resistance of the earth transmitting up through the controls. He watched as the dirt filled the bucket, the edge scraping against rocks, the hydraulic arms groaning with the weight. When the bucket was full, he pulled back on the lever, raising it up. Loose dirt tumbled from the lip, pattering onto the ground below.

Ethan reversed, backing away from the pile. He checked over his shoulder, steering the loader around the side of the new house. The path was narrow, squeezed between the construction fence and the unfinished siding. He kept the bucket raised, careful not to clip the house with the steel edge. The tires rolled over uneven ground, jostling him in the seat. He guided the loader along the side yard, the sun beating down through the glass of the cab, sweat already starting to form along his hairline.

At the corner of the house, he slowed, angling the loader to make the turn into the backyard. The space opened up, the unfinished yard stretching out behind the new house. He could see the faint lines he’d marked earlier with spray paint, outlining the two levels he planned to carve from the earth. The upper tier would hold the future patio and pool, the lower tier a green stretch of grass. The drop between the two would be four feet, a significant step that would define the space.

Ethan maneuvered the loader into position at the edge of the upper tier. He shifted the bucket forward, aligning it over the spot where he wanted to dump the dirt. He pulled the lever, tilting the bucket down. The earth spilled out in a heavy cascade, thudding onto the ground in a spreading pile. He watched as the dirt settled, then tapped the bucket against the mound to shake out the last clumps. He lifted the arms and reversed, backing away from the fresh pile.

He repeated the process, guiding the loader back along the side of the house, circling around to the dirt pile. Each trip, he adjusted the bucket height, angling it to scoop up more or less dirt depending on the shape of the pile. He kept an eye on the front tires, steering around rocks and debris left over from construction. Each time he filled the bucket, he felt the weight shift, the loader straining under the load.

Trip after trip, Ethan moved dirt from the side of the house into the backyard. He dumped each load along the line he’d marked for the upper tier, gradually building up the level. When the pile grew high enough, he used the bucket to push and spread the dirt, leveling it out with careful movements. He pressed the edge of the bucket into the mound, dragging it backward to smooth the surface, then lifted and angled the bucket to shave off high spots.

He worked methodically, sweat running down his temples, soaking into the collar of his t-shirt. The sun dropped lower, shadows stretching across the yard. Dust rose with every load, drifting in the air, catching the golden light. He paused once to wipe his forehead with the back of his hand, leaving a streak of dirt across his skin. He took a long drink from his water bottle, tilting his head back, then set it aside and climbed back into the loader.

As he shaped the upper tier, Ethan began to carve out the edge where the drop to the lower level would be. He positioned the bucket at the edge of the dirt mound, lowering it until the blade bit into the earth. He pulled the lever back, dragging the bucket along the line, cutting a sharp, straight edge. The dirt fell away, tumbling down to the lower level. He worked slowly, making several passes to define the drop, then used the loader to push loose soil down, roughing in the slope.

Once the upper tier was roughly formed, he shifted his focus to the lower level. He steered the loader down the slope, the tires slipping slightly in the loose dirt. He dumped the remaining loads along the base of the drop, spreading them out to build up the lower area. He used the bucket to push the dirt into place, leveling and smoothing as he went.

The work was physical, each movement demanding attention and control. Ethan kept his eyes on the lines he’d marked, adjusting the shape of the tiers with each load. He checked the slope and height by eye, stepping out of the cab occasionally to walk the edge, boots sinking into the soft earth. He bent to scoop up a handful of dirt, letting it run through his fingers, testing the consistency. Satisfied, he climbed back into the loader and continued, the repetitive motion becoming almost meditative.

As the sun neared the horizon, the air cooled slightly, but Ethan was drenched in sweat. His t-shirt clung to his back, soaked through, the fabric darkened by sweat and streaked with dirt. Dust coated his arms and face, settling into the creases of his skin. The loader’s cab was hot, the seat sticking to his legs. He rolled down the window, letting in a faint breeze, but it did little to cut the heat.

He finished the last load, dumping the final bucket of dirt onto the lower tier. He used the bucket to smooth the surface, then backed the loader away, parking it at the edge of the yard. He turned off the engine, the sudden silence ringing in his ears. He sat for a moment, catching his breath, then opened the door and climbed down, boots landing heavily on the packed earth.

Standing in the yard, Ethan stretched his arms overhead, feeling the muscles in his back and shoulders protest. He reached for the hem of his t-shirt, grabbing the fabric with both hands, and peeled it up over his chest. The shirt stuck to his skin, suctioned by sweat, and he had to tug hard to free it from his back. He pulled it over his head, his hair catching in the collar, then wadded the shirt in his hands and tossed it onto the loader’s seat.

The cool, salty breeze from the ocean touched his bare skin, raising goosebumps along his arms and chest. The sweat began to dry, leaving a gritty residue of salt and dirt. He could feel the fine particles of dust clinging to his skin, collecting in the hollow of his throat and the crease of his elbows. The sun was low now, casting long shadows across the yard. Dust still floated in the air, drifting in golden shafts of light, swirling in the breeze.

Ethan walked along the edge of the upper tier, boots crunching in the loose soil. He paused at the drop to the lower level, examining the line he’d cut with the loader. The shape was rough but clear, the two levels distinct, the difference in height obvious even in the fading light. He stepped down to the lower tier, feeling the earth shift under his feet, and looked back up at the house. The future patio and pool would sit on the upper level, the grassy area below. He could already picture it finished, the sharp division between the tiers giving the yard a sense of depth and structure.

He turned slowly, surveying the backyard. The piles of dirt were gone, replaced by the beginnings of the landscape he’d imagined for months. The work wasn’t finished, but the shape was there, the bones of the design clear. He felt a surge of satisfaction, the ache in his muscles offset by the pride in what he’d accomplished. He ran a hand over his chest, brushing away dust, and let the breeze cool his skin.

He stood for a while, watching the last of the sunlight filter through the dust, the air golden and thick. The house was still quiet, the only movement the drifting particles and the slow, steady rise and fall of his own breath. He picked up his t-shirt from the loader’s seat, slinging it over his shoulder, already thinking about the next steps in the project and how good the finished backyard would look when it was done.


Chapter 5

Ethan leaned his shoulder against the rough, unfinished wood framing that outlined what would eventually be the master bedroom. The vertical studs pressed firmly into his back, the grain uneven beneath his bare skin. He gazed out over the open space, the plywood flooring creaking faintly under his work boots as he shifted his weight. Through the wide, temporary gap where a window would someday be installed, he could see the backyard stretching out below. The late afternoon light slanted across the dirt and half-formed terraces he’d spent hours shaping with a shovel and wheelbarrow. From this second-story vantage, the beginnings of the two-tiered ground were visible—one level cut higher, the other sloping down toward the fence. Beyond the property line, rooftops stepped down toward the distant blue line of the ocean, two streets away. He traced the path his hands had carved into the earth, imagining the finished landscaping: the pool on the upper level, soft grass, stone pavers, and the sound of water. For now, though, it was just dirt, uneven and raw. The bulk of the landscaping work wouldn’t even start until the house was mostly finished.

He let his hand rest on a horizontal stud. The skeleton of the house was taking shape, beams and supports rising where empty air had been just weeks ago. The new concrete foundation was solid underfoot, the framing tight and square. Electrical conduit snaked through some of the open walls, coiled and ready for the electricians to start wiring. Ethan knew there was still so much left to do—insulation, drywall, flooring, fixtures. He wanted the house done, wanted to move in with the girls, to see them enjoying the space and the view. But he understood now, staring out over the unfinished yard and the exposed beams, that it would all take time.

Behind him, a voice cut through his thoughts. “Aren’t you cold with your shirt off?”

He turned, shifting his feet on the plywood. Jess stood in the doorway, framed by the rough lumber. Her hair was pulled back from her face, her cheeks still flushed from the drive home. She wore jeans and a fitted t-shirt, her work bag slung over one shoulder. Her eyes flicked over his bare chest, lingering for a moment before she smiled.

“Now that the sun is going down, yeah, it’s getting a little cold. Want to see the backyard?” Ethan asked, gesturing with his chin toward the open window space.

“Sure, did you work on it today?” Jess stepped carefully across the uneven floor, the toes of her sneakers catching on a stray nail. She came to stand beside him, setting her bag down against a stud. She leaned forward, bracing a hand on the window opening, and peered down at the backyard below. Her other hand came to rest lightly on Ethan’s arm, her cool fingers brushing his skin.

“So, the pool is going to go on the top level?” she asked, tracing the shape of the terrace with her finger.

“That’s the plan,” Ethan replied, watching her face as she studied the yard.

“That is going to look so cool!” Jess said, turning to him with a bright grin. She stepped closer and wrapped her arms around his waist, hugging him tightly. Her hands pressed against the small of his back, her palms cool against his skin after the warmth of the day. As she leaned into him, her breasts pressed firmly against his side, the fabric of her shirt stretching across her chest.

He slid his arm around her shoulders, pulling her in closer. The contact sent a pleasant shiver up his spine.

“You look all rugged without a shirt on,” Jess teased, her voice playful as she looked up at him.

Ethan grinned, tilting his head. “You would look pretty good without a shirt on too.”

She raised an eyebrow, lips quirking. “You think so? I did just get home from work. Maybe it’s time to change into something more comfortable.” Without breaking eye contact, Jess reached down, grabbed the hem of her shirt, and in one smooth motion pulled it up over her head. Her arms stretched high, lifting her breasts and pushing them up beneath the black lacy bra she wore. The bra hugged her chest tightly, the lace pattern delicate against her skin, her large breasts spilling over the cups as her movements pressed them up. She dropped her shirt onto her bag, standing before him in just her jeans and bra, her skin pale and smooth in the fading light.

Ethan’s eyes lingered on her chest, the swell of her breasts straining against the lace. “Wow, great view,” he said, his voice low.

Jess laughed and swatted his arm, her fingers lingering for a moment on his bare skin. “You know, when this house is done, we’ll be spending a lot of time together in here.”

Ethan stepped closer, grinning. “Why wait for the house to be finished?”

Jess glanced around, her eyes flicking to the open framing and the distant sounds of construction. “Right now? Will somebody hear us?”

He shrugged, his hand sliding around her waist. “That’s what makes it exciting, doesn’t it?” He pulled her in, pressing her body flush against his. Her breasts flattened against his chest, the lace of her bra rough against his skin. She tilted her head up, her lips parting in a smile.

Jess slid her hands up his arms, feeling the muscles tense beneath her fingers. She pressed her body against him, her hips fitting against his. Ethan leaned down and kissed her, his lips firm and hungry. He tasted the salt of her skin as he pressed his mouth to hers, feeling her respond instantly. Her hands moved up to his neck, fingers threading through his hair as she pulled him closer.

He let his hands roam over her back, tracing the line of her spine through the thin strap of her bra. With one hand, he reached around and found the clasp, unhooking it with his fingers. The bra loosened, straps slipping down her shoulders. He broke the kiss and looked down, watching as he hooked his thumbs under the lace cups and pulled them down, exposing her breasts. Her nipples were already hard, the tips flushed and erect.

Ethan bent his head and took one nipple into his mouth, flicking his tongue over the sensitive tip. Jess gasped, her hands tightening on his shoulders. He sucked gently, teasing her with slow movements. His other hand cupped her other breast, thumb circling the nipple, feeling it pebble under his touch. He switched sides, licking and sucking her other breast, his tongue tracing circles around the areola. Jess arched her back, pushing her chest into his mouth, her breath coming faster. He alternated between licking, sucking, and gently biting, keeping her on edge.

Jess’s hands slid down his chest, fingers trailing over the ridges of his abs. She found the waistband of his jeans and tugged at the button, popping it open. She pulled the zipper down, her knuckles brushing against his hardening cock through his underwear. She pushed his jeans down over his hips, letting them fall to the plywood floor. His cock sprang free, thick and ready, the head already glistening with precum.

Ethan reached for her jeans, unbuttoning them with quick movements. He dragged the denim down her legs, revealing her black thong stretched tight over her hips. He paused, running his hands over her thighs, feeling the heat of her skin. He hooked his fingers into the sides of her thong and pulled it down, exposing her pussy. Her lips were already glistening, wet with anticipation.

Jess lay back on the plywood floor, her hair fanned out around her head. She propped herself up on her elbows, spreading her legs wide. The bra was still on, straps fallen down her arms, the cups pushed beneath her breasts and pressing them up. Her nipples stood out, hard and flushed, the curves of her breasts prominent in the last light. Ethan knelt between her thighs, his cock heavy in his hand. He leaned forward and slid the tip of his cock along her pussy, rubbing it across her slick folds, teasing her clit with the head.

Jess shivered, her hips lifting off the floor. Ethan pushed her thong further aside, exposing her pussy completely. He gripped the base of his cock and pressed the head against her entrance, sliding in slowly. Her pussy stretched around him, tight and wet. He paused, letting her adjust, then pushed in deeper, filling her inch by inch.

He started to thrust, slow and deep, his hips rocking forward. Jess covered her mouth with one hand, stifling a moan. Her cheeks flushed bright red, the color spreading down her neck. Ethan watched her breasts bounce with each thrust, the bra still pulled down and pushing them up. He leaned over her, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head, holding her arms against the floor.

He kissed her, pressing his lips to hers, swallowing her moans as he fucked her slowly. Her breasts brushed against his chest, her nipples scraping his skin with every movement. He slowed his thrusts even more, almost pulling out completely before pushing back in, teasing her with the slow rhythm. Jess whimpered, her legs tightening around his waist. He repeated the motion, dragging it out, making her squirm beneath him.

Her moans grew louder, muffled against his mouth and hand. Her hips bucked up to meet his, her body trembling. Suddenly, she gasped, her pussy clenching around his cock as she came. Wetness coated his shaft, her juices slick and hot. The sight of her body writhing beneath him, her breasts bouncing, her nipples hard, pushed him closer to the edge.

Ethan’s thrusts grew faster, his grip tightening on her wrists. He fucked her hard, driving his cock deep inside her. Her breasts bounced with every movement, the bra still framing them, her nipples red and swollen. He pressed his mouth to hers, swallowing her cries of pleasure. His cock pulsed, the pressure building until he couldn’t hold back. He buried himself deep, thrusting in slow motions as he came, his seed spilling inside her and running out of her tight pussy.

He stayed inside her, lowering his body onto hers. Her legs remained spread open, her thighs pressed against his hips. Her breasts were crushed against his chest, the skin flushed and warm. They kissed gently, their lips soft and slow.

“I love you so much,” Jess whispered, her voice trembling with afterglow.

“I love you too,” Ethan whispered back.

Outside, the sun had slipped below the horizon, the sky darkening to deep purple. The last streaks of light glowed above the skeleton of their new home, the two of them tangled together on the unfinished floor.


Afterword

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed.




If you enjoyed this book, I would be incredibly grateful for a review, as it genuinely helps. It also helps me know whether I should continue with the series. Recommending this book to others is a great way to help as well. 
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