
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Stagnation 

Jess leaned heavily against the kitchen counter, the cool granite pressing into her hip as she absently swirled the tepid coffee in her chipped ceramic mug. The liquid sloshed lazily, catching the morning light filtering through the half-open blinds. Outside, the suburban street was perfectly still—just another Tuesday, another carbon-copy day in a string of identical days. The sun climbed higher, its golden beams painting stripes across the immaculate kitchen floor, illuminating dust motes that danced in the air like forgotten dreams. 

In the window’s reflection, she caught a glimpse of herself—high cheekbones still sharp, full lips that had once been described as sinful now pressed into a neutral line, dark curls that used to tumble wildly down her back now tamed into a practical ponytail. At forty, she knew she wasn’t old by any stretch, but she wasn’t young either. Not the way that mattered—not in that careless, reckless, live-in-the-moment way she used to be. These days, she felt like an exhibit in a museum, preserved under glass while the rest of the world pulsed with energy just out of reach. 

Tom had left for work an hour ago. Their morning ritual was as predictable as the sunrise: a dry peck on the cheek, a murmured love you spoken more out of habit than passion, the distant mechanical groan of the garage door sealing shut behind him. Their marriage wasn’t broken—just comfortably numb. Even sex had become a well-rehearsed performance, as familiar and uninspired as the same five songs playing on loop. She could map out every touch before it happened, every rhythm of his hips as they moved together, every quiet grunt before he finished. There were no surprises anymore, no stolen moments where they couldn’t keep their hands off each other, no breathless laughter tangled in the sheets. Just in, out, in, out, until it was over and they could roll to opposite sides of the mattress and drift into their separate dreams. 

Jess exhaled sharply and set the mug down harder than necessary, the clatter loud in the silence. The clock on the microwave blinked back at her: 9:37 AM. Laundry, groceries, another aimless loop around the neighborhood to fill the endless hours. The weight of it all settled over her like a lead blanket, suffocating in its mundanity. Was this really it? The grand sum of her existence—a never-ending cycle of chores, half-hearted conversations, and nights spent staring at the ceiling, wondering when the last spark had flickered out? 

Then—movement. 

Across the street, the old Henderson house, vacant for months, suddenly sprang to life as a moving truck rumbled to a stop at the curb. The engine growled before cutting off, leaving the air humming with possibility. Two men—no, boys, really—bounded out of the cab, laughing as they shoved each other with the easy confidence of youth. One was dark-haired, his white t-shirt clinging to his toned chest, his arms roped with lean muscle as he effortlessly hoisted a box onto his shoulder. The other was blond, his golden skin practically glowing in the sunlight, his smile wide and infectious as he tossed his head back in laughter. 

Jess froze, her breath hitching. They couldn’t have been older than twenty-two—if that. The kind of boys who made her painfully aware of her age, who moved through the world with the kind of effortless magnetism she’d forgotten existed. The dark-haired one glanced up suddenly, as if sensing her gaze, and before she could look away, he flashed her a grin that sent an unexpected heat creeping up her neck. 

Embarrassed, she fumbled with her coffee, nearly spilling it as she jerked away from the window. But—damn it—she looked again. Couldn’t help it. The way they moved, the way their bodies flexed under the weight of boxes, the careless way their laughter carried across the quiet street—it was electric. It was alive. 

And for the first time in years, so was she. 

A slow, unfamiliar thrill wound through her stomach, tightening low in her belly. It wasn’t just attraction—it was something deeper, something desperate. A reminder of who she used to be before life whittled her down into this careful, sensible woman. The girl who had once danced until dawn, who had let her hands wander under the cover of darkness, who had known the taste of reckless abandon and chased it without hesitation. That girl was still in there, buried under years of routine—but now, she was clawing her way to the surface. 

Jess stayed at the window long after the truck pulled away, her fingers tapping restlessly against the counter. The boys were gone, but they’d left something behind—something dangerous and thrilling, stirring in her chest like a storm on the horizon. 

Possibility. 

Desire. 

The dizzying, terrifying thought that maybe—just maybe—her story wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 2: The Temptation 

The grocery bags dug into Jess’s fingers as she struggled up the driveway, her biceps straining under the weight. She cursed under her breath, shifting the heavy load from one arm to the other, the plastic handles biting into her skin. How had she managed to buy so much? A bottle of wine—something cheap but drinkable, the kind she and Tom used to share before life got too busy—slipped from the top, teetering precariously on the edge of the bag. Her heart lurched as she fumbled for it, fingers scrambling against the smooth glass before she barely caught it, her breath coming out in a shaky exhale. One wrong move, and it would have shattered on the pavement, leaving her standing there like some frazzled, overburdened mess. 

Then, a shadow fell over her. 

"Need a hand, neighbor?" 

Jess hadn’t even heard him approach, but there he was—Jake, shirtless and glistening under the late afternoon sun, his chest rising with quick, even breaths from what looked like a recent run. Beads of sweat trailed down the hard planes of his stomach, catching in the faint trail of dark hair that disappeared beneath the waistband of his low-slung joggers. His biceps flexed as he reached for the bags, taking them from her without hesitation, his fingers brushing against hers in a fleeting, deliberate touch. The warmth of his bare skin radiated against her, the scent of sweat and something deeper, something wild and undeniably male, filling her senses until her head spun. 

"Thanks," she murmured, her voice too airy, too breathless, betraying the way her pulse had kicked up at the sight of him. 

Jake just grinned, slow and knowing, his gaze sliding over her in a lazy, appreciative sweep that made her skin prickle with awareness. His thumb brushed against her fingers as he handed the bags back inside, a barely-there caress that sent a sharp jolt of electricity straight to her core, leaving her thighs pressing together instinctively. 

"Anytime, Jess." 

Her name on his lips sounded like a secret, something low and rough and meant only for the two of them, whispered in the dark. 

He lingered for a heartbeat longer, his eyes dark with something unspoken, something hungry, before turning and jogging back toward his house, the muscles in his back shifting with every easy stride. Jess watched him go, her skin still tingling where he’d touched her, her breath uneven. 

--- 

A few days later, she was on her knees in the garden, fingers buried in damp soil, the earthy scent of it clinging to her skin. The sun beat down on her shoulders, warm and insistent, as she carefully tucked fresh mulch around the base of her hydrangeas. She’d lost track of time, lost in the mindless rhythm of digging and planting, when a hesitant voice interrupted her. 

"Uh, hey, Jess? I think I murdered my succulents." 

She looked up, squinting against the sunlight, to find Cameron standing over her, scratching the back of his neck sheepishly. In his other hand, he held a sad-looking pot with withered leaves drooping in surrender, the poor plant clearly beyond saving. 

Jess laughed, brushing dirt off her hands, the grains sticking to her damp palms. "Succulents are supposed to be impossible to kill." 

"Yeah, well." He crouched beside her, his knee bumping against hers as he set the plant down between them, his forearm brushing her thigh. "Turns out I have a talent for destruction." 

His thigh pressed against hers as she showed him how to repot the poor thing, her fingers guiding his through the motions—how to loosen the roots, how to pack the soil just enough to support the plant without suffocating it. The heat of his body seeped into her, distracting, his presence too close, too there. 

"Like this?" His breath ghosted against her ear, warm and teasing, sending a shiver down her spine. His hand covered hers, rough fingers sliding over her knuckles, calloused skin dragging against her softer flesh, lingering just a beat too long. 

Jess pulled back too quickly, her pulse fluttering like a trapped bird. "Y-yeah, exactly." 

Cameron smirked, slow and knowing, like he could hear the way her breath hitched, like he knew exactly what he was doing to her. "You’re a lifesaver." 

--- 

That night, Jess lay beside Tom in bed, listening to the steady rhythm of his snores, the familiar sound that usually lulled her to sleep. But tonight, her skin still hummed from the accidental touches, the lingering looks, the way both Jake and Cameron had looked at her like she was something to be savored. 

She closed her eyes, and her mind dragged her back—Jake’s muscles flexing as he carried her groceries, the way his sweat had trailed down his chest, the rough scrape of his fingers against hers. Cameron’s smirk, the heat of his body pressed against hers in the garden, the way his breath had felt against her skin. 

Her fingers slipped beneath the sheets, tracing slow circles over her stomach, then lower, her touch feather-light at first, teasing. 

Imagining: Jake pinning her against the kitchen counter, his body hard and unyielding behind her, lips trailing down her throat, his hands rough and demanding as they slid beneath her shirt. 

Imagining: Cameron’s fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her onto his lap in the dirt, his mouth hot and insistent against hers, his grip possessive. 

She bit her lip to stifle a moan as her touch turned bolder, her hips rocking against her own fingers, the pressure building— 

Then guilt crashed over her like ice water. 

Her hand stilled. 

This is wrong. Isn’t it? 

--- 

The next morning, Jess sat across from Lisa at their usual coffee shop, spinning her cup restlessly, the steam curling up in lazy tendrils. 

"I think I’m losing my mind," she muttered, staring into the dark depths of her latte like it held the answers. 

Lisa arched a brow, stirring her own drink with deliberate slowness. "Because of the hot neighbors?" 

Jess choked on her latte, heat flooding her cheeks. "How did you—?" 

"Please." Lisa waved a hand, her grin wicked. "You’ve been flushed and jumpy for days. Every time one of them so much as looks at you, you practically short-circuit." She leaned in, lowering her voice. "Jess, you’re not cheating. You’re just... enjoying the view." 

"But I’m—" 

"Human?" Lisa smirked. "Let yourself have fun. A little flirting never killed anyone." 

Jess exhaled, the tension in her chest loosening just a fraction. Maybe it was harmless. Maybe she was allowed to feel something other than exhaustion for once. 

--- 

Later, stretched out on a lounge chair in her backyard, Jess let the sun soak into her skin, the fabric of her bikini—tight, barely there, a relic from a time when she actually tried—clinging to curves she hadn’t bothered to show off in years. 

From the driveway, the rhythmic bounce of a basketball stopped. 

She didn’t have to look to know they were watching. 

A low whistle. "Looking good, neighbor." Jake’s voice, thick with appreciation, rough like he’d been thinking about saying it for a while. 

Cameron’s chuckle followed, deeper, more deliberate. "Yeah, real good." 

Jess turned her head just enough to catch them staring, their bodies still, their eyes dark with something that made her stomach tighten. 

She stretched, arching her back deliberately, letting the sun warm the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips, the way the fabric clung to every curve. 

Their sharp inhales were all the answer she needed. 

For the first time in years, Jess felt wanted. 

--- 

That night, her fantasies were bolder, hungrier. 

Both of them. Hands skimming her thighs, mouths tracing her skin, whispers of her name between kisses. Jake’s teeth grazing her collarbone, Cameron’s fingers tangling in her hair, pulling her head back as he claimed her mouth. 

She came with a gasp, shuddering beneath her own touch, her body trembling with the force of it. 

The next morning, an envelope sat in her mailbox, crisp and innocent. 

Inside, a single line: 

"Pool party this weekend. You in?" 

Jess’s stomach tightened, heat pooling low. 

This is dangerous. 

But oh, did she want to say yes.


Chapter 3: The Escalation 

Jess’s phone buzzed against the kitchen counter, the vibration skittering across the marble surface before settling into silence. Then it lit up again—Jake’s name flashing on the screen in bold letters, the notification burning into her vision. Her pulse kicked hard, a traitorous rhythm that had nothing to do with the late-morning coffee still warming her palms. She set the mug down with deliberate care, as if the porcelain might shatter under the weight of her hesitation. 

Pool party at ours this Saturday. You down? 

The words blurred for a second, her thumb hovering over the screen, caught between instinct and indecision. The thought of lounging by the water in that cherry-red bikini—the one she’d bought on a whim last summer, the one with the delicate gold rings holding the straps together, the one that dipped just low enough between her breasts to make her breath hitch—sent a slow curl of heat through her stomach. It pooled low, liquid and dangerous, a sensation she hadn’t let herself indulge in for far too long. Tom was away again, buried in spreadsheets and late-night client dinners, oblivious. No one to question her. No one to stop her. 

Lisa’s reply came through before Jess could second-guess herself, the notification popping up with her usual no-nonsense efficiency: You’re going, obviously. Stop overthinking and say yes. 

Jess exhaled, the air leaving her lungs in a rush as her fingers tapped out a reply before she could chicken out: I’ll bring the margaritas. 

--- 

Saturday arrived in a blaze of sunlight, the kind that soaked into skin and left it tingling, the air thick with the promise of sweat and salt and something reckless. Jess stood in front of her bedroom mirror, adjusting the thin straps of her bikini for what felt like the hundredth time. The red fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, the cups dipping low between her breasts, the ties at her hips begging to be tugged loose. She turned slightly, catching the way the light played over the swell of her ass, the fabric just barely covering what needed to be hidden. She hadn’t felt this exposed in years—hadn’t wanted to. 

The backyard of Jake and Cameron’s house pulsed with bass-heavy music and laughter, the sound carrying through the open gate before she even stepped inside. Jess hesitated for only a heartbeat, the margarita mix heavy in her hand, before pushing forward. The moment she crossed the threshold, she felt it—the weight of their stares, the way the air shifted around her. Jake lounged on the edge of the pool, water sluicing down his bare chest in glistening rivulets, his gaze dragging over her like a physical touch. Cameron, sprawled on a lounge chair with a beer dangling from his fingers, didn’t even pretend not to look, his lips curving into a slow, appreciative smirk as he took a deliberate sip. 

“Took you long enough,” Jake called, pushing to his feet with effortless grace. Water dripped from his abs as he crossed to her, his fingers brushing hers as he plucked the bottle from her grip. His thumb lingered against her skin, a deliberate stroke that sent a shiver up her arm. “You planning on getting in, or just teasing us all day?” 

Jess arched a brow, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. The sun caught the gold flecks in his eyes, turning them molten. “Maybe I like teasing.” 

Cameron’s low chuckle sent a shiver down her spine, the sound rough and knowing. “We noticed.” 

Jake’s grin turned wolfish, and before she could react, his hands closed around her waist, lifting her off her feet with an ease that made her stomach flip. Jess yelped as he carried her toward the pool, her laughter dissolving into a gasp when he tossed her into the deep end. The water swallowed her whole, cool and shocking against her overheated skin, but the real thrill was the way his hands lingered when he pulled her back up—palms skimming the sensitive skin of her ribs, fingers pressing into the dip of her hips just a second too long. 

Later, when the sun had sunk lower and the margaritas had done their work, leaving her limbs loose and her thoughts hazy, Jess excused herself to the kitchen, her skin flushed from heat and alcohol. The cool air inside was a relief—until the door swung shut behind her, and Jake followed, his presence filling the space like a storm rolling in. 

He leaned against the counter, his gaze heavy as it traced the water droplets sliding between her breasts, following their path with a hunger that made her breath catch. “You look fucking incredible in that suit.” 

Jess barely had time to inhale before he was on her, his mouth crashing against hers, hot and demanding. His tongue swept past her lips, stealing her breath, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. She moaned into the kiss, her fingers twisting in his damp hair as he backed her against the fridge, the cool metal a sharp contrast to the heat of his body. His teeth scraped her bottom lip, and she arched into him, her body singing under his touch, every nerve ending alight. 

Then—the creak of the door. 

Cameron froze in the doorway, his eyes darkening as he took in the scene: Jess pinned between Jake and the fridge, her lips swollen, her chest heaving, her bikini top askew from Jake’s wandering hands. 

Jess expected shock. Embarrassment. Instead, Cameron’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smirk. “Well, well,” he murmured, stepping closer with the deliberate prowl of a predator. “Looks like I’m late to the party.” 

Jake chuckled against Jess’s throat, his fingers still teasing the edge of her bikini bottoms, dipping beneath the fabric to trace the sensitive skin there. “You don’t have to be.” 

Cameron moved in behind her, his hands sliding over her hips, pressing her between them until she could feel the hard lines of both their bodies against hers. His lips found the curve of her shoulder, teeth grazing her skin, and Jess gasped as sensation overloaded her—Jake’s mouth on hers, Cameron’s hands slipping beneath her bikini, the rough scrape of stubble and the heat of their bodies caging her in. 

“Bedroom,” Cameron growled against her ear, his voice rough with want. “Now.” 

And God help her, Jess followed.


Chapter 4: The Crescendo 

The air in the living room was thick—charged with the tang of chlorine from the pool, the musky scent of sweat from their heated skin, and something darker, more primal, that curled between them like smoke. Jess’s back hit the couch cushions with a soft thud, her breath already coming in shallow gasps as Cameron’s hands slid down her waist, fingers hooking into the delicate sides of her bikini bottoms. He didn’t tear them off; no, he was savouring this, the way the damp fabric clung stubbornly to her skin, resisting before finally giving way under his insistence. The slow drag of the material down her thighs was torture, leaving her exposed, vulnerable, every inch of her on display beneath his smouldering gaze. 

Jake didn’t bother with patience. His swim trunks were shoved down in one swift motion, his cock springing free, thick and already glistening at the tip. He stepped closer, gripping himself with rough strokes, his other hand tangling in Jess’s hair, guiding her forward. She didn’t resist, couldn’t resist, her lips parting eagerly as her tongue darted out to taste him. A slow, teasing lick over the swollen head made his muscles tense, a ragged breath escaping him before she took him deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked, her mouth hot and wet around him. 

Meanwhile, Cameron’s mouth was relentless between her thighs, his breath fanning over her slick heat before his tongue found her. It wasn’t just a touch—it was possession. He circled her clit with maddening precision before dipping lower, licking into her with shallow thrusts that made her hips jerk. Every time she tried to move, to chase the pleasure, he pinned her down with one broad hand on her stomach, controlling the rhythm, the pressure, until she was whimpering against Jake’s cock. 

“Fuck, she’s dripping,” Cameron growled, lifting his head just enough to lock eyes with Jake over Jess’s trembling body. There was fire in that look—a challenge, a promise. And then, without another word, he was flipping her over in one smooth motion, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks as he positioned himself behind her. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance, teasing, testing, and Jess arched her back, pushing against him, demanding more. 

When he finally pushed inside, she gasped, her fingers clawing at the cushions as he filled her inch by stretching inch. The burn was exquisite, the kind of sweet pain that melted into pleasure the deeper he went, until he was buried to the hilt and she could feel every pulse of him inside her. 

Jake wasted no time reclaiming her mouth, his grip tightening in her hair as he guided his cock back between her lips. The dual sensations were overwhelming—Cameron’s thick length stretching her from behind, each slow, deliberate thrust sending sparks through her veins, while Jake’s salty taste flooded her mouth, his hips rocking in time with his friend’s. The rhythm was hypnotic, the slick sound of skin on skin filling the room, punctuated by the sharp slap of flesh and their ragged, uneven breaths. 

Cameron’s grip on her hips turned bruising as his thrusts grew rougher, more urgent. “Look at her,” he gritted out, his voice raw. “Taking us both like she was fucking made for it.” 

Jess could hardly breathe, let alone think, caught between them, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in her belly. When Cameron’s fingers found her clit, rubbing in tight, relentless circles, she came undone—her muscles clamping around him as her orgasm crashed over her in waves, leaving her shaking, dazed, barely aware of Jake’s groan as he spilled into her mouth, his fingers tightening in her hair to keep her in place. 

Cameron followed with a ragged curse, his hips slamming into her one last time before he stilled, his release pulsing inside her as he ground his teeth against the intensity of it. 

Afterwards, they collapsed in a tangled, sated heap, limbs intertwined. Jess’s skin was flushed, oversensitive, every nerve still humming. Jake pressed a lazy kiss to her shoulder, his breath warm against her skin, while Cameron’s fingertips traced idle patterns along her hip—a silent claim, even now. 

“Damn,” Jake murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. “That was worth every fucking second of waiting.” 

Jess laughed, the sound breathless, giddy. Her body ached in the best way, her pulse still racing as the aftershocks of pleasure rolled through her. For the first time in years, she felt alive—desired, consumed, needed—by two men who refused to let her doubt it for a second. 

And she wasn’t done yet. Not even close.


Chapter 5: The Rejuvenation 

The morning light streamed through the blinds in lazy golden ribbons, casting patterns across the disheveled sheets that barely covered Jess’s naked form. She stretched slowly, her muscles humming with the sweet, deep ache of a night spent in absolute abandon. Every movement reminded her of the way Jake’s hands had gripped her hips, the way Cameron’s mouth had trailed fire down her spine, the way they had taken turns claiming her until she was nothing but a trembling, gasping mess beneath them. The scent of their sweat and sex still clung to her skin, intoxicating and primal, and she breathed it in as she rolled onto her side. 

Jake lay sprawled beside her, his broad back rising and falling with each slow, steady breath. His skin was warm under her fingertips as she traced the strong line of his spine, down to where the sheet draped low over his hips. Even in sleep, his body responded to her touch, his muscles tensing slightly as a shiver ran through him. Cameron, on the other side of her, was sprawled on his stomach, his face buried in the pillow, his dark hair tousled from Jess’s fingers tangled in it the night before. 

A glance at the clock sent a thrill through her—Tom would be home any minute. 

She slipped out of bed with deliberate quiet, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet as she gathered her discarded clothes. The fabric smelled of them, of musk and pleasure, and she smiled to herself as she pulled on her jeans, the denim snug against her still-sensitive skin. She dressed quickly, but not without pausing to admire the two men who had spent the night reminding her just how good it felt to surrender—and to take. 

The memory of their hands on her, their mouths exploring every inch of her body, sent a fresh wave of heat pulsing between her thighs. The way Jake had pinned her down, kissing her until she was breathless, while Cameron had worked her open with his fingers, teasing her until she begged. The way they had taken her together, filling her completely, stretching her in ways that made her arch and whimper and scream their names. 

But there was no time to linger. 

With a final glance at the tangle of limbs and sheets, Jess smirked and slipped out the door. 

--- 

The crunch of gravel under tires announced Tom’s arrival just as Jess stepped onto the porch. She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed over her chest, watching as he climbed out of the car. He looked worn from the road, his shirt rumpled, his stubble thicker than usual, but his tired expression softened the moment he saw her. 

“Missed me?” he asked, his voice rough with exhaustion and something else—something hungry. 

Jess didn’t answer with words. Instead, she closed the distance between them in three purposeful strides, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as she backed him against the car. His body was warm, solid, familiar, and when she pressed against him, she felt the hitch in his breath, the way his hands instinctively found her waist. 

“Let me show you how much,” she murmured, her lips brushing his in a teasing, barely-there kiss. 

Tom’s grip tightened on her hips, his fingers digging in as if he couldn’t decide whether to push her away or pull her closer. His eyes darkened, pupils swallowing the blue as she rocked against him, the friction of her jeans against his hardening cock making him groan into her mouth. 

Jess didn’t give him a chance to take control. 

Her fingers made quick work of his belt, tugging it free with a sharp snap before sliding down to the button of his jeans. His breath turned ragged as she palmed him through his boxers, her touch light, torturous, knowing exactly how to make him squirm. 

“Jess,” he growled, his hands fisting in her hair. 

She only smiled, sliding to her knees in the dirt, her fingers hooking into his waistband and pulling. The sight of him, thick and heavy in her hands, sent a jolt of anticipation through her. She didn’t waste time—just leaned forward, taking him into her mouth in one slow, slick slide. 

Tom cursed above her, his hips jerking forward as she swirled her tongue around the head before sinking down again, deeper this time, until her nose brushed the rough patch of hair at the base. His fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her, but Jess didn’t need direction. She took him at her own pace—slow, then fast, pulling back to tease the tip before swallowing him down again, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked. 

She could feel the tension coiling in his body, the way his thighs trembled under her hands, but she didn’t let him finish—not yet. With one last lick, she pulled away, rising to her feet as he swore under his breath. 

“Inside,” she ordered, her voice low, commanding. 

Tom didn’t argue. 

--- 

The living room couch groaned under their weight as Jess pushed Tom down, climbing onto his lap with a confidence that made his hands clamp around her thighs like a vice. She rocked against him, the rough fabric of her jeans dragging against his erection, and the sound he made—half-groan, half-plea—sent a thrill through her. 

“Fuck, Jess,” he gritted out, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts through her shirt, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they peaked under the fabric. 

She smirked, leaning down to nip at his lower lip. “That’s the plan.” 

Her hands moved quickly, impatiently, shoving his jeans down his hips before peeling off her own. The air was cool against her bare skin, but the heat of his gaze was enough to set her on fire. She didn’t tease him this time—just lined him up and sank down onto him in one smooth motion, her body stretching to accommodate him, her breath catching as he filled her completely. 

Tom’s head fell back, his throat working as she rolled her hips, taking him deeper with every shift. She set a ruthless pace, riding him with a rhythm that had his fingers digging into her waist, his hips bucking beneath her as he tried—and failed—to take control. 

“Look at you,” she purred, her fingers tangling in his hair as she arched above him, her body slick and tight around him. “So fucking desperate for me.” 

He was panting now, his chest heaving, his muscles tight with tension. His hands slid to her ass, gripping hard as he tried to thrust up into her, but Jess tightened her thighs, holding him still. 

“Uh-uh,” she chided, grinding down hard enough to make his eyes roll back. “Tonight, you take what I give you.” 

The surrender in his groan sent a bolt of satisfaction through her. She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “Come for me, Tom.” 

And he did, his release hitting him like a storm, his body shuddering beneath her as he spilled deep inside her with a broken shout. Jess clenched around him, her own climax crashing over her in waves, her nails biting into his shoulders as pleasure ripped through her, sharp and sweet. 

--- 

Later, tangled together in the afterglow, Tom traced idle circles on her bare hip, his fingers warm and rough against her skin. His gaze was heavy, curious, as he studied her. 

“What got into you?” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. 

Jess just smiled, pressing a kiss to the center of his chest. “Life.” 

Across the yard, Jake and Cameron tossed a football between them, their laughter drifting through the open window like music. Cameron caught her eye, his grin slow and knowing as he winked at her. Jake, ever the charmer, blew her a playful kiss. 

Jess caught it, pressing her fingers to her lips before letting the curtain fall shut. Behind her, Tom’s hand slid up her thigh, his touch promising more—always more. 

She turned away from the window, no longer restless, no longer searching. 

Just satisfied.
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