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Chapter 1: Eternal Vows Renewed

Kelly Whitaker was a vision of sultry elegance at 32, her curvaceous figure a masterpiece of soft, inviting curves that turned heads wherever she went. Her brunette hair cascaded in loose waves down her back, framing a face with high cheekbones, full lips that begged to be kissed, and striking green eyes that sparkled with a mix of intelligence and hidden mischief. As a freelance graphic designer working from the comfort of her home in Willow Creek, Austin, she spent her days immersed in creative projects, her mind sharp and her body toned from yoga sessions that accentuated her ample breasts, narrow waist, and hips that swayed with a natural, hypnotic rhythm. Kelly had always been passionate, her desires running deep like the roots of the ancient oaks lining their suburban streets, but in her marriage, she channeled that fire into a love that consumed her completely.

Her husband, Tony Whitaker, was the perfect counterpoint to her allure—a 35-year-old sales executive whose charisma could close any deal and melt any heart. Tall and athletic, with broad shoulders honed from weekend hikes in the Texas Hill Country and a chiseled jaw that spoke of quiet strength, Tony exuded confidence without arrogance. His warm smile, framed by short-cropped dark hair and hazel eyes that darkened with desire when he looked at her, had been Kelly's undoing from the start. He was devoted, ambitious, and utterly besotted with his wife, his job taking him on frequent trips that only made their reunions more explosive. In Willow Creek's polished society of professionals and families, they were the envy of their neighbors—the couple who still held hands at community barbecues and stole kisses under the string lights of backyard gatherings.

Tonight marked their eighth wedding anniversary, and the air in Austin hummed with the promise of celebration. The sun had dipped below the horizon, casting a golden glow over the trendy steakhouse in downtown Austin, a place called Ember & Oak, where the scent of mesquite-grilled meats mingled with the low hum of laughter and clinking glasses. Kelly and Tony had reserved a corner booth, intimate and dimly lit, the flickering candlelight dancing across Kelly's emerald green dress that hugged her curves like a lover's embrace. The neckline plunged just enough to tease the swell of her breasts, and the slit up the side revealed a glimpse of her toned thigh with every shift in her seat.

Tony couldn't keep his eyes off her.

“You look incredible tonight, baby,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine.

He reached across the table, his fingers intertwining with hers, his thumb tracing lazy circles on her palm—a simple touch that ignited memories of more intimate caresses.

Kelly smiled, her green eyes locking onto his with that familiar heat.

“You clean up pretty nice yourself, handsome.”

He was dressed in a tailored charcoal suit that accentuated his athletic build, the top button of his shirt undone to reveal a hint of tanned chest. As the waiter brought their appetizers—seared scallops drizzled in a citrus glaze—they toasted with glasses of rich Cabernet, the wine's deep red hue mirroring the flush creeping up Kelly's neck.

Their conversation flowed effortlessly, laced with the easy banter of a couple who knew each other's secrets.

“Remember our first date?” Tony asked, his eyes twinkling as he fed her a bite of scallop, watching her lips part to take it.

Kelly laughed softly, the sound throaty and inviting.

How could she forget?

Flashbacks flooded her mind: It had been a sweltering Austin summer nine years ago, when she'd met Tony at a mutual friend's art gallery opening. She was 23, fresh out of design school, her body alive with the freedom of youth. He'd approached her with that warm smile, commenting on a painting she was admiring—a bold abstract of swirling reds and blacks that mirrored the passion she felt brewing between them. By the end of the night, they'd slipped away to a nearby bar, where tequila shots led to heated kisses in a shadowed booth. His hands had roamed her body then, tentative at first, but growing bolder as she arched into him, her nipples hardening under her thin blouse.

“I remember,” she whispered now, her foot sliding up his calf under the table, the heel of her stiletto grazing his skin. “You couldn't keep your hands off me.”

“And I still can't,” he replied, his voice dropping an octave.

The main courses arrived—juicy ribeyes cooked to perfection, paired with truffle fries and asparagus—but the food was secondary to the building tension. Tony's gaze dipped to her cleavage, and Kelly felt her core tighten in response. She shifted in her seat, the silk of her panties already damp from the anticipation.

As they ate, more memories surfaced. Their whirlwind courtship had been a blaze of intensity: stolen weekends at Lake Travis, where they'd skinny-dipped under the moonlight, his mouth exploring her wet skin as waves lapped at their bodies. The first time they'd made love—in his downtown loft, the city lights twinkling outside as he pinned her against the window, thrusting deep while she cried out his name. It was raw, unfiltered passion, the kind that left bruises and begged for more. They'd married within a year, vowing eternal love in a small ceremony surrounded by Willow Creek's blooming wildflowers.

By dessert—a decadent chocolate lava cake they shared, feeding each other spoonfuls—the air between them crackled with electricity. Tony's hand found her thigh under the table, his fingers inching higher, brushing the edge of her lace panties. Kelly bit her lip, her breath hitching as he teased the sensitive skin there, the restaurant's bustle fading into a distant hum.

“Let's get out of here,” he growled, signaling for the check.

The drive back to Willow Creek was torturous, Tony's hand never leaving her leg, occasionally dipping between her thighs to stroke her through the fabric, making her squirm and moan softly.

They barely made it through the front door of their charming two-story home on Elm Street before the passion erupted. Tony kicked the door shut, pressing Kelly against the wall in the foyer, his mouth claiming hers in a fierce, hungry kiss. His tongue delved deep, tasting the wine on her lips, while his hands roamed her body, cupping her breasts and thumbing her nipples until they peaked hard against her dress.

“God, Kelly, I've wanted you all night,” he murmured against her neck, nipping at the sensitive flesh as he unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet.

She stood before him in nothing but black lace lingerie and heels, her curves on full display—full breasts heaving with each breath, her skin flushed and glowing.

He dropped to his knees, worshiping her like a goddess. Starting at her ankles, he kissed his way up her legs, his hands sliding up her thighs, parting them gently.

“You're so beautiful,” he whispered, his breath hot against her inner thigh.

Kelly tangled her fingers in his hair, guiding him higher as he hooked his thumbs into her panties and slid them down, exposing her glistening folds.

Tony's tongue flicked out, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes that made her knees buckle. He lapped at her eagerly, savoring her taste—sweet and musky—as his fingers joined the assault, slipping inside her wet heat, curling to hit that perfect spot. Kelly's moans filled the house, echoing off the walls as waves of pleasure built.

“Tony... oh fuck, yes,” she gasped, her hips grinding against his face.

He didn't rush, drawing out her ecstasy with teasing touches—sucking her clit gently, then harder, his free hand kneading her ass. Flashbacks hit her again: Their honeymoon in Hawaii, where he'd eaten her out on a private beach, the ocean roaring as she came undone under the stars. The memory amplified her arousal, her body trembling as the first orgasm crashed over her, her juices flooding his mouth.

But Tony wasn't done.

He stood, shedding his clothes with urgent efficiency, his cock springing free—thick, veined, and rock-hard, pre-cum beading at the tip. Kelly dropped to her knees now, taking him in her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth as she sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the head. He groaned, his hands fisting her hair, guiding her rhythm as she bobbed, hollowing her cheeks to take him deeper.

“Fuck, baby, your mouth is heaven,” he panted.

He pulled her up before he lost control, scooping her into his arms and carrying her to the bedroom. He laid her on the king-sized bed, the sheets cool against her heated skin, and climbed over her, his body a sculpted marvel of muscle and desire.

He entered her slowly at first, inch by inch, filling her completely, their eyes locked in that unbreakable gaze.

“I love you so much,” he whispered, beginning to thrust—deep, powerful strokes that hit every nerve ending.

Kelly wrapped her legs around him, her nails raking his back as she met his rhythm, their bodies slick with sweat.

The pace built, turning uninhibited—Tony flipping her onto her hands and knees, gripping her hips as he pounded into her from behind, his balls slapping against her clit. She screamed his name, another climax ripping through her, her walls clenching around him like a vice. He followed soon after, pulling out to spill hot ropes of cum across her back, marking her as his.

They collapsed together, breathless and spent, his arms wrapping around her in a tender embrace.

“Happy anniversary, my love,” he murmured, kissing her forehead.

Kelly nestled into him, their heartbeats syncing, the depth of their connection reaffirming an unbreakable bond. In that moment, their love felt eternal, a flame that nothing could extinguish. But as she drifted to sleep in the quiet afterglow, a faint whisper of restlessness stirred in her soul—something unspoken, something waiting just beyond the edges of her perfect world.


Chapter 2: Morning Afterglow

The first rays of the Texas sun filtered through the sheer curtains of their master bedroom, casting a warm, golden haze over the tangled sheets. Kelly Whitaker stirred slowly, her body still humming from the night's passions, every muscle deliciously sore in the best possible way. She blinked her green eyes open, smiling as she felt Tony's strong arm draped possessively over her waist, his breath steady and warm against the back of her neck. At 32, Kelly's curvaceous form was a testament to her vitality—her full breasts pressed against the pillow, her hips curving invitingly under the covers, and a faint sheen of sweat from their anniversary exertions still lingering on her skin. She shifted slightly, feeling the sticky evidence of their lovemaking between her thighs, a reminder that made her core clench with renewed desire.

Tony Whitaker, her devoted husband of eight years, groaned softly as he woke, his hazel eyes fluttering open to meet hers. At 35, he was the epitome of masculine allure—his athletic build, honed from rigorous workouts and those invigorating Hill Country hikes, pressed firmly against her back. His short dark hair was tousled from her fingers raking through it the night before, and his chiseled jaw was shadowed with morning stubble that she loved to feel against her sensitive skin.

“Morning, beautiful,” he murmured, his voice husky with sleep and lingering lust.

He pulled her closer, his hardening cock nestling against her ass, already eager for more.

Kelly turned in his arms, her lips finding his in a slow, languid kiss that deepened quickly. Their tongues danced, tasting the remnants of wine and passion from hours ago.

“Happy anniversary morning,” she whispered against his mouth, her hand trailing down his chest, over the defined ridges of his abs, to wrap around his thickening shaft. She stroked him lazily, feeling him pulse in her grip, pre-cum already beading at the tip.

Tony's hand slid up her thigh, parting her legs as his fingers dipped into her slick folds.

“You're still so wet for me,” he growled, circling her clit with expert precision, making her gasp and arch into his touch.

They lingered like that for a moment, teasing each other, before Tony pulled away with a mischievous grin.

“Stay right here. I'm making breakfast in bed—my treat.”

He slipped out of bed, naked and unashamed, his cock standing proud as he padded to the kitchen. Kelly watched him go, admiring the flex of his muscular back and firm ass, her body aching for his return.

Minutes later, he reappeared with a tray laden with fresh fruit, yogurt, croissants from their favorite Austin bakery, and steaming coffee. They sat up against the headboard, feeding each other bites—Tony dipping a strawberry in yogurt and tracing it over her lips before letting her suck it from his fingers, his eyes darkening as her tongue swirled around them suggestively.

The playful feeding turned sensual fast. Kelly smeared a dollop of yogurt on Tony's chest, leaning in to lick it off slowly, her tongue flicking over his nipple, making him hiss in pleasure.

“You're playing with fire, baby,” he warned, but his hand was already tangling in her brunette waves, guiding her lower.

She obliged, trailing kisses down his torso until she reached his cock, taking him into her mouth with a hungry moan. Tony's head fell back against the pillows as she sucked him deep, her lips stretching around his girth, her hand pumping the base while her tongue worked the underside.

“Fuck, Kelly, that's so good,” he groaned, his hips bucking slightly.

But he wanted more control. Reaching into her nightstand drawer, he pulled out a pair of silk ties—soft, luxurious ones they'd bought on a whim during a vacation.

“Let's make this interesting,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Kelly's eyes lit up with excitement as he gently but firmly tied her wrists to the headboard, her arms stretched above her, exposing her body fully to him.

Bound and vulnerable, Kelly felt a thrill of submission course through her. Tony hovered over her, his mouth descending on her breasts, sucking one nipple hard while pinching the other, rolling it between his fingers until it was a taut peak. She moaned loudly, her back arching as he trailed bites down her stomach, his stubble scraping deliciously against her skin.

He spread her legs wide, hooking them over his shoulders, and dove in without mercy—his tongue lashing her clit in rapid flicks, two fingers plunging into her dripping pussy, curling to hit her G-spot with relentless pressure.

“Oh God, Tony, don't stop!” she cried, her body writhing against the restraints, the silk biting into her wrists just enough to heighten the sensation.

He added a third finger, stretching her, fucking her hard with his hand while his mouth sucked her clit like a man starved. The pressure built fast, her moans turning to screams as an orgasm ripped through her, her juices squirting onto his chin, her walls spasming around his fingers.

But Tony was far from done.

He flipped her over onto her stomach, her wrists still bound, ass in the air.

“You ready for more, baby?” he asked, slapping her ass lightly, the sting making her yelp in delight.

He positioned himself behind her, rubbing his cock against her slick entrance before slamming in deep in one thrust. Kelly gasped at the fullness, the angle hitting new depths. Tony gripped her hips bruisingly, pounding into her with hardcore intensity—each thrust hard and fast, his balls slapping against her clit, the bed creaking under the force.

“Fuck me harder,” she begged, pushing back against him, her voice muffled by the pillow.

He obliged, one hand reaching around to rub her clit furiously while the other pulled her hair, arching her back. The room filled with the wet sounds of their bodies colliding, her moans escalating to primal cries.

Flashbacks flooded Kelly's mind amid the ecstasy, transporting her back to their first intimate night.

It had been that sweltering Austin evening after their gallery meet-cute, the tequila buzzing in their veins as they stumbled into Tony's downtown loft. The city skyline twinkled outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, but all Kelly could focus on was him—pinning her against the glass, his hands everywhere, stripping her blouse open to expose her lace bra.

“I need you now,” he'd growled, lifting her onto the windowsill, her legs wrapping around his waist as he freed his cock and thrust into her for the first time.

It was raw, urgent—her nails digging into his shoulders, the cool glass against her back contrasting the heat of his body. He'd fucked her hard against the window, the risk of being seen from the street below only heightening the thrill. She came first, shattering around him with a scream that echoed through the loft, and he followed, pulling out to cum on her stomach, marking her in that primal way.

The memory fueled her current arousal, pushing her over the edge again.

“Tony! I'm cumming!” she wailed, her pussy clenching like a vice around his cock, milking him.

He roared his release, thrusting deep one last time before spilling inside her, hot spurts filling her completely.

They collapsed in a heap, Tony untying her wrists and rubbing the faint red marks with tender kisses.

In the afterglow, they lay entwined, hearts pounding. Tony traced lazy patterns on her back, his voice soft.

“I hate to bring this up now, but... I've got that two-week business tour to Chicago starting tomorrow. Sales conference—can't get out of it.”

He kissed her forehead.

“I'll call every night, promise. Video calls, too, so I can see that beautiful face.”

Kelly's heart sank a little, a twinge of loneliness creeping in despite the warmth of his arms.

“I'll miss you,” she murmured, clinging to him tighter, her body still buzzing from their fiery connection.

But as she buried her face in his chest, she pushed the feeling aside, focusing on the unbreakable bond they shared. Little did she know, the void his absence would create was about to open doors she never imagined.

Chapter 3: Farewell Embrace

The evening before Tony’s departure felt heavier than any of their previous goodbyes. The house on Elm Street was quiet except for the soft hum of the ceiling fan in the living room and the occasional chirp of crickets outside the open windows. Kelly had lit candles—jasmine and sandalwood—scenting the air with something sensual and grounding, trying to anchor herself to the moment. She wore nothing but one of Tony’s white button-down shirts, the sleeves rolled to her elbows, the hem skimming the tops of her thighs. The fabric carried his scent—clean soap, faint cologne, and the unmistakable musk of their earlier morning sex—and every time she moved, it brushed against her bare skin, teasing her already sensitive nipples.

Tony came home from his last office meeting just after sunset. He dropped his briefcase by the door, loosened his tie with one hand, and looked at her like she was the only thing in the world worth seeing.

“Jesus, Kelly,” he breathed, voice rough. “You’re trying to kill me before I even leave.”

She smiled slowly, wickedly, and walked toward him, hips swaying.

“I want you to remember every second of tonight,” she said. “I want you to feel me when you’re sitting in those boring conference rooms in Chicago.”

He caught her by the waist, pulling her flush against him. His mouth crashed down on hers—hard, claiming, tasting of mint and urgency. Kelly melted into the kiss, fingers already working the buttons of his shirt open, pushing it off his shoulders so she could feel the heat of his skin. Tony lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her straight to the master bathroom.

The shower was already running—steam curling around them like a lover’s breath. He set her on the marble counter, the cold surface making her gasp, then peeled his shirt off her in one smooth motion. Naked now, Kelly’s body glowed under the soft vanity lights—full breasts heaving, nipples tight and dark, the faint red marks from last night’s ties still visible on her wrists like secret badges.

Tony stripped quickly, his cock already thick and heavy between his legs. He stepped between her thighs, hands gripping her hips as he kissed her again, slower this time, savoring.

“I’m going to fuck you in every room of this house tonight,” he promised against her lips. “And when I’m gone, you’re going to touch yourself thinking about it.”

Kelly’s breath hitched.

“Then start now.”

He lifted her again, carrying her into the shower. Hot water cascaded over them, soaking her hair, streaming down her curves in rivulets. Tony pressed her back against the tiled wall, one hand under her thigh to hold her open, the other guiding his cock to her entrance. He thrust in slowly at first—inch by torturous inch—letting her feel every ridge, every vein, until he was buried to the hilt. Kelly’s head fell back against the tile, a long, throaty moan escaping her.

“God, you’re so tight,” he groaned, starting to move—deep, deliberate strokes that made her toes curl against his ass.

Water pounded around them, muffling their sounds, turning the world into just heat, slick skin, and the rhythm of their bodies.

Kelly clawed at his shoulders, urging him faster.

“Harder, Tony. I want to feel you tomorrow.”

He obliged. His thrusts turned punishing—hard, fast, relentless. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed off the walls. He angled his hips so every stroke dragged against her clit, building pressure until she was trembling, gasping his name like a prayer. When she came, it was violent—her pussy clamping down around him, thighs shaking, a sharp cry ripping from her throat. Tony didn’t stop; he fucked her through it, drawing out every aftershock until she was whimpering, oversensitive and still begging for more.

He pulled out, spun her around so she faced the wall, hands braced on the tile.

“Bend over,” he ordered, voice gravel.

Kelly arched her back, pushing her ass toward him. Tony spread her cheeks, admiring the way her pussy glistened—swollen, dripping—before sliding back inside with one brutal thrust. This angle was deeper, dirtier. He gripped her hair, pulling her head back so he could kiss her neck, bite her shoulder, whisper filthy promises in her ear.

“You’re mine, Kelly. Every inch of you. No one else gets this.”

She moaned, pushing back to meet him.

“Only you.”

He reached around, fingers finding her clit again, rubbing in tight circles while he pounded into her from behind. The dual sensation shattered her a second time—her orgasm crashing so hard her knees buckled. Tony caught her, holding her up as he chased his own release, groaning her name as he came deep inside her, pulse after hot pulse filling her until it leaked down her thighs, mixing with the shower water.

They stayed like that for long minutes, panting, foreheads pressed together under the spray. Eventually, Tony turned off the water, wrapped her in a thick towel, and carried her to the bedroom.

But the night was far from over.

He laid her on the bed, still damp, skin flushed and glowing. From the nightstand he pulled out the small velvet pouch they kept for special nights—the one with the sleek black vibrator, the silk blindfold, and a bottle of warming lube. Kelly’s eyes darkened with anticipation.

“Role-play,” she whispered. “Like that first night in your loft… but this time, I’m the stranger you picked up at the bar.”

Tony’s grin was predatory. He slipped the blindfold over her eyes, plunging her into darkness.

“Then you better behave, sweetheart. Because I don’t play nice with strangers who tease.”

He poured the warming lube onto his fingers, rubbing it between her thighs until the heat bloomed, making her squirm and gasp. Then he turned on the vibrator—low at first—pressing it against her clit while his mouth found her breasts, sucking hard, teeth grazing. Kelly writhed, blind and helpless, every sensation amplified. He worked her slowly, building her up again, only to pull away just before she tipped over the edge—again and again—until she was begging, voice hoarse.

“Please, Tony—fuck me. I need you inside me.”

He flipped her onto her stomach, spread her legs, and entered her in one long, slow glide. The blindfold made it feel new, dangerous. He fucked her with long, punishing strokes, the vibrator now pressed between them so every thrust ground it against her clit. Kelly came so hard she saw stars behind the blindfold, body convulsing, screaming his name. Tony followed seconds later, burying himself deep and spilling inside her one last time, collapsing over her back, both of them trembling.

When he finally removed the blindfold, Kelly’s green eyes were glassy, satisfied, but already missing him. They curled together under the sheets, skin still hot, hearts pounding in sync.

“I’ll be back before you know it,” Tony murmured, kissing her temple. “Every night, I’ll call. I’ll make you come over the phone if I have to.”

Kelly laughed softly, pressing her face into his chest.

“You better.”

As sleep finally claimed them, wrapped in each other’s arms, the house felt full—full of love, full of heat, full of promises. But in the deepest part of her, where desire and loneliness sometimes blurred, Kelly felt the first faint tremor of something shifting. Something waiting. Something she couldn’t yet name.


Chapter 4: The New Neighbor

The morning after Tony left felt strangely hollow. Kelly Whitaker woke to an empty bed, the sheets still faintly scented with his cologne and their last frantic farewell embrace. She stretched languidly, her body aching in all the right places from the marathon night before—bruises on her hips from his grip, a delicious soreness between her thighs, faint bite marks on her neck that she'd have to cover with makeup if she ventured out. She slipped into a soft cotton tank top and yoga shorts, the kind that hugged her curves without apology, and padded barefoot to the kitchen for coffee. The house was too quiet; even the usual neighborhood sounds felt muted, as if Willow Creek itself was holding its breath.

She stood at the sink, staring out the window over the backyard fence, sipping her black coffee, when she heard it: the low rumble of a large engine turning onto Elm Street. A white moving truck backed slowly into the driveway next door—the sleek, modern bungalow that had sat empty for months after the previous owners retired to Florida. Kelly's curiosity piqued. She set her mug down and leaned closer to the glass, watching as two burly movers hopped out and began unloading boxes labeled Gym Equipment and Weights.

Then he appeared.

Corey Blaze stepped out of the passenger side like he owned the sunlight itself. At 28, he was built like a fantasy—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, arms corded with muscle that flexed under a fitted black tank top as he directed the movers with easy authority. His dark hair was tousled, slightly damp as if he'd just showered, and a day's worth of stubble shadowed his strong jaw. When he turned toward her house—perhaps sensing eyes on him—Kelly caught the full impact: piercing blue eyes that seemed to cut right through the window, a crooked, confident smile that promised trouble, and a body sculpted from hours in the gym. Sweat already glistened on his tanned skin despite the early hour, making the ink of a tribal tattoo curl enticingly over one shoulder and down his bicep.

Kelly's breath caught. She felt a flush creep up her neck, heat pooling low in her belly. It was ridiculous—she was happily married, sated from a night of mind-blowing sex with the man she loved—but something primal stirred anyway. She watched, transfixed, as he bent to lift a heavy box, muscles rippling under his shirt, the hem riding up to reveal a strip of toned lower abs and the deep V-lines disappearing into low-slung jeans.

She should have looked away.

Instead, she lingered.

A few minutes later, the doorbell rang.

Kelly smoothed her hair, suddenly hyper-aware of her barely-there outfit, the way her nipples had pebbled against the thin tank from the air conditioning—or maybe from something else. She opened the door, and there he was, close enough that she could smell clean sweat and something woodsy, masculine.

“Hey, neighbor,” Corey said, voice low and smooth, like velvet over gravel. He extended a hand. “Corey Blaze. Just moved in next door. Figured I should introduce myself before the chaos gets worse.”

Kelly took his hand. His grip was firm, warm, lingering a second longer than necessary. A spark shot up her arm, straight to her core.

“Kelly Whitaker,” she managed, voice steadier than she felt. “Welcome to Willow Creek. It's usually pretty quiet around here.”

His blue eyes flicked over her—quick, appreciative, not leering, but definitely noticing.

“Doesn't look quiet to me.” He nodded toward the truck. “I'm trying to set up my home gym in the garage, but the damn allen wrench set is buried somewhere in the boxes. You wouldn't happen to have a spare toolkit I could borrow? Just for an hour or so.”

Kelly hesitated only a beat.

“Of course. Come in—Tony keeps his tools in the garage. I'll grab them.”

She led him through the house, acutely aware of his presence behind her—the soft tread of his sneakers, the faint rustle of his clothing. In the garage, she bent to open Tony's toolbox on the workbench, feeling the cool air brush her exposed thighs. When she straightened with the kit, Corey was closer than she'd expected, leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching her with that same easy intensity.

“Thanks,” he said, taking the tools. Their fingers brushed—deliberate? Accidental? She couldn't tell. “You're a lifesaver. Moving solo is a pain in the ass.”

“No wife or girlfriend helping out?” The question slipped out before she could stop it, sounding flirtier than intended.

Corey's smile turned rueful, almost predatory.

“Nah. Fresh start after a rough breakup back in Dallas. Just me, my weights, and whatever trouble I can find in Austin.”

His gaze dropped briefly to her mouth, then back to her eyes.

“You?”

“Married,” she said quickly, flashing her ring like a shield. “Eight years. Tony's away on business right now.”

“Shame,” Corey murmured, voice dropping. “House must feel empty.”

He stepped back, but not before adding, “If you need anything—help with yard work, heavy lifting, whatever—I'm right next door. And I owe you for the tools.”

Kelly nodded, throat dry.

“I'll keep that in mind.”

He left with a wink that made her stomach flip, the door clicking shut behind him.

She stood there for a long moment, heart racing, then returned to the kitchen window. Corey was back outside, unloading more boxes, stripping off his tank top to reveal a chiseled torso—defined pecs, washboard abs, that tattoo snaking across his shoulder like an invitation. Sweat trickled down the center of his chest, catching the light. He caught her looking—again—and this time he didn't look away. Instead, he held her gaze across the yard, lifted a water bottle to his lips, drank slowly, throat working, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

Kelly's pulse thundered in her ears. She turned away, cheeks burning, but the image was seared into her mind.

That night, alone in the big bed, she tried to distract herself with a book, then Netflix, then wine. Nothing worked. Her body hummed with restless energy, memories of Tony's touch warring with the fresh, forbidden visual of Corey's sweat-slicked skin. She slipped a hand between her thighs, telling herself it was just stress relief, just missing her husband.

But when she closed her eyes, it wasn't Tony's face she saw.

It was Corey's blue eyes, his crooked smile, the way his muscles had flexed under the sun.

She came hard and fast, biting her lip to stifle a moan that sounded suspiciously like a stranger's name.

As she lay there in the dark, breathing ragged, guilt flickered—but so did something else.

Curiosity.

Hunger.

The faint, dangerous thrill of possibility.

The house next door was no longer empty.

And neither was she.


Chapter 5: Stolen Glances

The days after Tony’s departure stretched into a slow, sultry rhythm that Kelly had never quite experienced before. Mornings began with coffee on the back porch, afternoons blurred into freelance design work at her home office desk, evenings ended with takeout and too much wine. But beneath the routine simmered something new—an awareness, sharp and insistent, of the man next door.

Corey Blaze had a routine too, and it was impossible to ignore.

Every morning around 7:30, just as the Texas sun began to burn off the overnight haze, he appeared on the Willow Creek jogging trail that wound behind their properties. Kelly first noticed him from her bedroom window while brushing her teeth. He ran shirtless, black compression shorts clinging to powerful thighs, sweat already gleaming on his broad back and carved torso. His stride was long, controlled, predatory—each footfall sending ripples through the muscles of his calves, hamstrings, glutes. The tribal tattoo on his shoulder blade shifted with every pump of his arms, drawing her eye like a magnet.

She told herself she was just looking out the window. Admiring the scenery. Nothing more.

But she kept watching.

Day two, she moved to the kitchen window with her coffee, pretending to scroll her phone while her gaze tracked him. He ran with earbuds in, jaw set, eyes forward—focused, intense. When he reached the stretch of trail closest to her fence line, he slowed to a walk, chest heaving, then stopped entirely. He bent at the waist to stretch, hands braced on his knees, ass flexing under the tight fabric. Then he straightened, rolled his shoulders, and—without warning—looked directly toward her house.

Straight at her window.

Kelly froze, mug halfway to her lips. Their eyes locked across the yard, through the glass, for one electric second. Corey’s mouth curved into that crooked, knowing smile. He lifted a hand in a casual wave, then turned and jogged on, leaving her heart hammering against her ribs.

She set the mug down with trembling fingers. Heat flooded her cheeks, her chest, lower. Between her thighs she felt a sudden, insistent throb.

That afternoon she tried to work, but focus eluded her. Every few minutes her eyes drifted to the side window overlooking the shared fence. Around four o’clock she gave up pretending. She changed into a thin sundress—white cotton, spaghetti straps, no bra—and wandered into the backyard under the pretense of watering the potted herbs on the patio.

Corey was there.

Not jogging this time. Exercising.

He’d set up a portable pull-up bar between two sturdy oak trees in his yard. Shirtless again, sweat pouring down his chest, he gripped the bar and pulled himself up in slow, controlled reps. Each rise showcased the flare of his lats, the deep cut of his obliques, the way his abs contracted into perfect ridges. When he lowered himself, veins stood out along his forearms and biceps. At the bottom he hung for a beat, shoulders rolled back, chest expanded—pure masculine power on display.

Kelly pretended to fuss with the basil plant, but her watering can tilted forgotten in her hand. Water dripped onto her bare foot. She didn’t notice.

Corey dropped to the ground after his last rep, breathing hard. He grabbed a towel from the grass, wiped his face, then his chest—slowly dragging the fabric down over sweat-slicked skin. Then he looked up.

Again.

This time he didn’t wave. He just held her gaze, towel draped over one shoulder, chest still rising and falling. The distance between their yards felt suddenly nonexistent. Kelly felt pinned, exposed, aroused. Her nipples tightened painfully against the thin cotton of her dress. She knew he could see them—knew he was looking.

She should have gone inside.

Instead, she lifted her chin, met his stare, and slowly—deliberately—reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. The motion lifted her breasts, the strap of her dress slipping just enough to reveal the upper swell of one creamy curve.

Corey’s eyes darkened. His jaw flexed. He took one step forward, then another, closing half the distance to the fence. Not touching it. Not speaking. Just watching.

Kelly’s breath came shallow. Her pulse roared in her ears. Between her legs she was slick, aching, the seam of her cotton panties damp against swollen folds.

He tilted his head, as if asking a silent question.

She answered by turning slightly, presenting her profile—arching her back just enough that the dress clung to the curve of her ass, the hem riding high on her thighs.

Corey exhaled through his nose, a low, rough sound she could almost hear across the grass. Then he smiled—slow, dangerous—and mouthed one word she could read from his lips:

Soon.

He turned away first, grabbing his water bottle and heading inside, leaving her trembling on the patio, body lit up like a live wire.

That night she didn’t bother with wine or television.

She went straight to the bedroom, stripped naked, and lay on the bed in the dark. Her hands roamed—first her breasts, pinching nipples until they stung, then lower, parting slick folds, circling her clit with two fingers while she pictured him.

Corey shirtless on the trail.
Corey pulling himself up, muscles straining.
Corey staring at her over the fence, eyes promising things she shouldn’t want.

She came fast—too fast—back arching off the mattress, a choked cry escaping her lips. But the release only sharpened the hunger. She rolled onto her stomach, pressed her face into Tony’s pillow, and slid three fingers deep inside herself, fucking herself hard while imagining it was Corey’s thick cock stretching her instead.

When the second orgasm hit, it was brutal—teeth sinking into the pillow, thighs shaking, a low, broken moan that sounded nothing like her husband’s name.

Afterward she lay spent, staring at the ceiling, guilt warring with exhilaration.

She told herself it was harmless. Just fantasy. Just loneliness.

But deep down she knew:

The line had already been crossed.

And Corey Blaze had seen her step over it.


Chapter 6: Garden Temptation

The Texas heatwave hit Willow Creek like a lover's fever, turning the air thick and shimmering by mid-morning. Kelly Whitaker had taken to starting her days with a cold shower, trying to wash away the restless nights that left her sheets twisted and her body aching for something—someone—beyond the phantom touches of her dreams. At 32, her curves felt heavier with unmet desire, her skin hypersensitive to every brush of fabric, every whisper of wind. She blamed Tony's absence, the empty house, the silence. But deep down, she knew the truth: Corey Blaze had ignited a spark that refused to dim.

From her home office window, she caught sight of him again. This time, not on the trail, but in his own garden. He'd rigged a makeshift pull-up bar from a sturdy branch of an old oak, the kind that creaked under his weight but held firm. Corey was shirtless, of course—sweat already carving glistening paths down his chiseled torso, highlighting every ridge of his abs, the deep V of his hips vanishing into loose gray sweatpants that hung low, teasing the outline of what lay beneath. He gripped the bar, muscles coiling like springs, and hauled himself up in explosive reps—chest flexing, biceps bulging, veins popping along his forearms. At the top, he held, chin over the bar, his face a mask of focused intensity, blue eyes narrowed against the sun.

Kelly's breath fogged the glass. She leaned closer, one hand absently trailing down her neck, over the swell of her breast, as she traced his form with her eyes. His back arched on the descent, lats flaring like wings, ass clenching in those pants. Heat pooled between her thighs, a forbidden throb that made her shift uncomfortably in her chair. She imagined those strong hands on her, lifting her as easily as he lifted himself, pinning her against that very tree.

He dropped to the grass, seamless as a predator, and transitioned to push-ups—body plank-straight, lowering inch by inch until his chest nearly kissed the earth, then exploding upward with a grunt she could almost hear. The sun turned his sweat into liquid gold, dripping from his tousled dark hair, tracing the intricate lines of his tattoo. Kelly's nipples hardened against her thin tank top, her core clenching involuntarily. She shouldn't watch. But she couldn't stop.

Then he paused mid-rep, glancing over his shoulder—straight at her window.

Caught. Again.

Corey's lips curved into that dangerous smile. He pushed to his feet, wiping sweat from his brow with one arm, muscles still pumped and glistening. He waved casually, but there was nothing casual about the heat in his gaze.

“Hey, Kelly!” he called, voice carrying clear and deep over the fence. “Come join me? I could use a spotter—or at least some company. Neighborhood chat?”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. She hesitated, but the pull was magnetic.

“Sure,” she called back, voice steadier than she felt. “Be right over.”

She slipped on flip-flops and crossed the yard, the fence gate creaking as she entered his space. Up close, he was overwhelming—taller than she'd realized, his scent a heady mix of clean sweat, fresh-cut grass, and something raw, masculine. He offered her a water bottle from a cooler, his fingers brushing hers deliberately this time, sending a jolt straight to her clit.

“Thanks,” she murmured, taking a sip, her eyes flicking over his body despite herself—the way his sweatpants clung to his thighs, the faint outline of his cock shifting as he moved.

They sat on his patio steps, the conversation starting light: Willow Creek's best coffee spots, the nosy HOA president, hidden hiking trails in the Hill Country. But Corey steered it personal with effortless charm.

“So, Dallas breakup,” he said, leaning back on his elbows, abs contracting subtly. “She wanted the white picket fence, kids, the whole deal. I wasn't ready. Felt like I was suffocating. Needed a fresh start—somewhere I could breathe, you know?”

His blue eyes locked on hers, intense, probing.

“What about you? Married life treating you right? Or does it ever feel... routine?”

Kelly flushed, her skin prickling under his gaze.

“It's good. Tony's amazing. Just... he's away a lot.”

Her voice dropped, unintended honesty slipping out.

“Leaves a girl with too much time to think.”

Corey's laugh was low, vibrating through her.

“Thinking can be dangerous.”

He shifted closer, his knee brushing hers.

“Especially in this heat. Makes everything feel... amplified.”

The air thickened. Kelly's breath came shorter, her panties dampening as she imagined him closing the gap, his sweat-slicked body pressing her down right there on the grass. She crossed her legs, trying to quell the ache, but it only intensified the pressure on her swollen clit.

They talked longer than she planned—his deep voice wrapping around her like silk, his stories laced with hints of wild nights in Dallas that made her imagination run rampant. When she finally excused herself, claiming work, her legs felt unsteady, her body buzzing with unspent energy.

Back home, she couldn't focus. The afternoon dragged until she gave in, retreating to the bedroom. She stripped naked, the cool air kissing her heated skin, nipples peaking instantly. Lying on the bed, she spread her legs wide, one hand cupping her breast, pinching and twisting the nipple hard enough to sting, sending sparks straight to her core. The other hand delved between her thighs, fingers slicking through her soaked folds, circling her clit with frantic urgency.

She pictured Corey—his muscles flexing under the sun, that smile promising sin.

“Fuck,” she whispered, plunging two fingers deep inside herself, curling them to hit her G-spot while her thumb rubbed her clit in tight, punishing circles. Her hips bucked off the bed, chasing the build, imagining his cock instead—thick, veined, stretching her wide. She added a third finger, the stretch burning deliciously, thrusting harder, faster, her free hand clawing at the sheets. Sweat beaded on her skin, breaths coming in ragged gasps, moans escalating to whimpers.

“Corey... oh God, yes...”

The orgasm coiled tight, teetering on the edge—intense, all-consuming. She ground her palm against her clit, fingers slamming in deep, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. Her back arched, toes curling, vision blurring as—

Her phone rang.

Tony's ringtone shattered the haze. Kelly froze, fingers still buried inside her, heart pounding. She debated ignoring it, but guilt—and a twisted thrill—made her answer. She pulled her hand free with a slick pop, wiping it hastily on the sheet, and hit accept, putting it on speaker.

“Hey, baby,” Tony's voice purred, warm and husky. “Miss me yet?”

Kelly bit her lip, voice breathy.

“So much. What are you up to?”

“Hotel room, thinking about you. Wishing I was there to fuck you senseless.”

His tone dropped, dirty and commanding.

“Tell me, are you wet for me right now? Touch yourself—imagine my cock sliding into that tight pussy.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, but it wasn't Tony she saw. It was Corey—sweaty, intense, hovering over her. She slid her fingers back down, teasing her entrance as Tony continued.

“That's it, baby. Finger yourself like I would. Slow at first, then harder. I want to hear you moan my name.”

Kelly obeyed, but her mind rebelled—picturing Corey's blue eyes, his strong hands spreading her wider.

“Tony... fuck,” she gasped, but the name felt wrong on her tongue.

She thrust deeper, matching Tony's filthy instructions.

“Pinch your clit, baby. Imagine my mouth on you, sucking hard.”

She did, the dual fantasy pushing her higher—Tony's voice in her ear, Corey's body in her mind.

“Come for me,” Tony growled. “Let me hear it.”

She shattered—body convulsing, a raw cry escaping as waves crashed over her, juices soaking her hand.

“Yes... oh fuck, yes!”

But in her head, it was Corey's name she screamed silently.

Panting, she listened to Tony chuckle.

“Good girl. Can't wait to do that for real soon.”

They said goodbyes, but as she hung up, the guilt hit like a wave. Yet beneath it, the hunger burned brighter.

Corey Blaze wasn't just a fantasy anymore.

He was a temptation she craved.

Chapter 7: The Invitation

The invitation came the very next evening, delivered with the casual confidence of a man who knew exactly what he was doing.

Corey knocked on Kelly’s front door just as the sun dipped below the horizon, painting Willow Creek in deep amber and rose. She opened it barefoot, wearing nothing more than a thin silk camisole the color of midnight and matching boy shorts that clung to the generous curve of her ass. The fabric was so sheer it left little to the imagination—her nipples already stiff peaks beneath it from the cool evening air and the nervous anticipation that had been building all day.

Corey stood there holding a bottle of deep red Tempranillo from a small Austin winery, his dark hair still damp from a shower, wearing a fitted black T-shirt that stretched across his pecs and low-slung jeans that did nothing to hide the thick ridge of his cock when he shifted his weight. His blue eyes raked over her slowly, deliberately, drinking in every exposed inch of skin.

“Thought you might like a nightcap,” he said, voice low and rough. “As thanks for the toolkit. And… for the company yesterday.”

Kelly’s pulse thundered in her throat. She stepped aside to let him in, the scent of his skin—clean soap, cedar, lingering male heat—flooding her senses as he brushed past her. The door clicked shut behind him like a lock turning.

They ended up on the back porch, the string lights Tony had hung last summer casting soft golden pools across the wooden deck. Corey uncorked the wine with practiced ease, pouring two generous glasses. They sat close—too close—on the wide cushioned bench, thighs almost touching. The first sip was velvet on her tongue, rich and dark, warming her from the inside out.

Conversation started innocently enough. Neighborhood gossip. His plans for the house. Her latest design project. But the air between them thickened with every passing minute, charged like the moment before a storm breaks.

Corey set his glass down, turning his body toward her.

“You’re tense,” he observed, eyes tracing the rapid rise and fall of her chest. “Everything okay?”

Kelly laughed softly, a little breathless.

“Just… adjusting to the quiet. Tony’s trips always feel longer than they are.”

He nodded, understanding flickering in those piercing eyes.

“Must be hard. Being alone in a big house like this. All these rooms… all this space.”

His voice dropped lower.

“All these nights.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, the ache between them sharpening at his words.

Corey reached out—slowly, giving her every chance to pull away—and brushed the pad of his thumb along the inside of her wrist. The contact was electric. Her breath hitched.

“You have the most beautiful pulse,” he murmured, feeling it race beneath his touch. “It’s racing right now.”

Kelly swallowed.

“Corey…”

“Tell me to stop,” he said quietly. “Say the word and I’m gone. No questions. No hard feelings.”

But she didn’t say it.

Instead, she turned her hand over, letting her fingers slide along his palm, feeling the calluses from years of lifting, the heat of him.

“I don’t want you to stop.”

That was all he needed.

Corey leaned in, slow enough that she could feel every millimeter of closing distance. When his lips finally brushed hers it was feather-light at first—testing, teasing. Kelly whimpered, parting her lips on instinct. That small sound undid him.

He kissed her properly then—deep, hungry, claiming. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting of wine and raw want. One hand cupped the back of her neck, fingers threading through her hair, tilting her head exactly how he wanted it. The other slid to her waist, pulling her onto his lap in one smooth motion so she straddled him, her silk-covered pussy settling directly over the hard, thick length straining against his jeans.

Kelly gasped into his mouth at the contact. He was massive—long and girthy even through denim—and the pressure against her swollen clit made stars burst behind her eyelids. She rocked instinctively, grinding down on him, chasing friction.

“Fuck,” Corey growled against her lips. “You feel that? How hard you make me?”

She nodded frantically, hips rolling in slow, needy circles. The silk of her shorts was soaked through already, the wet fabric sliding against his bulge with every movement.

His hands roamed—sliding up under her camisole to cup her heavy breasts, thumbs flicking over her nipples until they were aching points. He pinched them lightly, then harder, drawing a sharp moan from her throat.

“You like that?” he rasped. “Like it rough?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “God, yes.”

He tugged the camisole straps down her shoulders, baring her breasts to the night air. Her nipples tightened further in the cool breeze. Corey lowered his head and took one into his mouth—sucking hard, tongue lashing, teeth grazing just enough to sting. Kelly’s head fell back, fingers digging into his shoulders as pleasure arrowed straight to her core.

She ground down harder, desperate for more. Corey’s hands gripped her ass, kneading the soft flesh, spreading her wider so her clit dragged perfectly along his length with every roll of her hips.

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded, voice thick with lust. “Use your words, Kelly.”

She was shaking, so close already.

“I want… I want you to touch me. Please. I need—”

He didn’t make her beg twice.

One hand slipped between them, pushing the soaked silk aside. His fingers found her drenched folds, sliding through her slickness, circling her clit with devastating precision. Kelly cried out, hips jerking.

“So fucking wet,” he groaned against her breast. “This all for me?”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “All for you.”

He plunged two thick fingers inside her without warning, curling them against her front wall while his thumb pressed hard on her clit. Kelly’s entire body seized—back arching, thighs trembling, a keening moan tearing from her throat.

“Come on my fingers,” Corey ordered, voice dark and commanding. “Let me feel that tight little pussy squeeze me.”

She shattered.

The orgasm hit like a freight train—violent, blinding, her walls clamping down on his fingers in rhythmic pulses as she rode his hand through wave after wave. Juices coated his palm, dripping down his wrist. Kelly’s cries echoed into the night, raw and unrestrained.

When the aftershocks finally ebbed, she collapsed against his chest, panting, trembling. Corey held her there, one arm banded around her waist, the other still buried between her legs, lazily stroking her oversensitive flesh.

He kissed her temple, then her cheek, then captured her mouth again—slow, deep, possessive.

“That was just the beginning,” he whispered against her swollen lips. “Next time I’m going to fuck you until you can’t remember your own name.”

Kelly shivered, already aching for more despite the bone-deep satisfaction.

She knew she should feel guilty.

She knew she should send him away.

But all she could think was:

Next time.


Chapter 8: Crossing the Line

The next afternoon felt like the world had narrowed to a single, pulsing point of heat.

Corey texted her at 2:17 p.m.—simple, direct, devastating:

Come over. Show you the gym setup. Door’s unlocked.

Kelly stared at the message for a full minute, thumb hovering, heart slamming against her ribs. She knew what this was. No pretense anymore. No casual neighborly chat. This was the invitation to cross the final line.

She showered quickly—hot water sluicing over her curves, soap suds tracing paths down her breasts, her stomach, between her thighs—then dressed with deliberate care. Black lace thong that framed her ass perfectly, matching balconette bra that lifted her full breasts into lush cleavage, and a simple white sundress that buttoned down the front. Easy access. The thought made her clit throb before she even left the house.

She crossed the yard on bare feet, the grass warm under her soles, every step tightening the coil of anticipation low in her belly. The side door to Corey’s garage was ajar. She slipped inside.

The space smelled of rubber mats, metal, and him—sweat, cedar cologne, raw masculinity. Corey stood in the center wearing only low-slung black gym shorts, torso bare and gleaming under the overhead lights. Every muscle was pumped from a recent workout: pecs full and rounded, abs carved in deep shadow, that V-line arrowing down to the thick bulge already straining the front of his shorts.

He didn’t speak at first. Just watched her walk toward him, eyes dark and hungry.

“Close the door,” he said quietly.

Kelly did. The click echoed like a gunshot.

Corey stepped forward, slow, predatory. When he reached her he didn’t kiss her—not yet. Instead he hooked one finger into the top button of her dress and popped it open. Then the next. Then the next. Each flick of his wrist revealed more skin until the dress hung open like curtains, framing her lace-clad body.

“Fuck,” he breathed, gaze devouring her. “Look at you.”

He pushed the dress off her shoulders. It pooled at her feet. Then his hands were on her—palms sliding up her ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts, cupping their heavy weight through the lace. He squeezed, kneaded, thumbs circling her nipples until they strained against the fabric, aching for his mouth.

Kelly whimpered, hips shifting restlessly.

Corey dropped to one knee in front of her—eye level with her lace-covered mound. He pressed his face there, inhaling deeply, nose dragging along the damp seam of her thong.

“Smell so fucking good,” he growled. “Already soaked for me.”

He hooked his fingers into the sides of her thong and dragged it down her legs—slowly—watching her face the entire time. When it reached her ankles she stepped out. Corey brought the lace to his nose, inhaled again, then tucked it into the pocket of his shorts like a trophy.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Kelly obeyed, thighs parting, exposing her glistening pussy to the cool garage air. Her clit was swollen, peeking from its hood, begging.

Corey leaned in and dragged the flat of his tongue from her entrance all the way up to her clit in one long, slow lick. Kelly’s knees buckled. He caught her hips, holding her steady as he did it again—flatter, wetter, savoring her taste.

Then he got serious.

He sealed his mouth over her clit and sucked—hard, rhythmic pulses that made her cry out. His tongue flicked side to side, fast and merciless, while two thick fingers slid inside her, curling upward to stroke her G-spot in time with his sucking. Kelly’s hands flew to his hair, gripping tight, hips grinding against his face.

“Corey—oh God—”

He hummed against her, the vibration shooting lightning through her core. Then he pulled back just enough to speak, lips glistening with her arousal.

“Turn around. Hands on the bench.”

She spun, bending at the waist, palms braced on the padded weight bench. Ass presented, legs spread. Vulnerable. Exposed.

Corey groaned at the sight. He spread her cheeks with both hands, admiring her dripping pussy and the tight pucker above it. Then he dove in from behind—tongue plunging into her entrance, fucking her with it in shallow thrusts while his fingers found her clit again, rubbing tight circles.

Kelly moaned brokenly, pushing back against his face. He alternated—long licks from clit to ass, swirling around her tight ring, then plunging back into her pussy, eating her like a man starved. When he pressed the tip of his tongue against her back entrance—teasing, probing—she jolted, a fresh gush of wetness coating his chin.

“You like that?” he rasped. “My tongue in your ass while I finger-fuck your pussy?”

“Yes—fuck, yes—”

He rewarded her honesty by sliding his tongue deeper, rimming her slowly while three fingers plunged into her cunt, stretching her, curling hard against her front wall. The dual sensation was overwhelming—her body shaking, thighs trembling, moans turning to sobs.

“Come on my face,” he commanded. “Drench me.”

She shattered—screaming his name, pussy spasming around his fingers, clit pulsing against his tongue as she came in violent, gushing waves. Corey drank every drop, licking her through it until she was whimpering from overstimulation.

But he wasn’t done.

He stood, shoving his shorts down. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, the head flushed dark and slick with pre-cum. He fisted it once, twice, then stepped behind her.

“On your knees,” he said.

Kelly sank down, turning to face him. The concrete was hard under her knees but she didn’t care. She looked up at him—blue eyes blazing, chest heaving—and opened her mouth.

Corey guided himself between her lips. She took him eagerly, tongue swirling around the head, tasting salt and musk. He groaned, hands cupping her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks as she sucked him deeper. She hollowed her cheeks, bobbing slowly at first, then faster, taking him to the back of her throat until her eyes watered.

“Fuck—good girl,” he panted. “Just like that.”

She hummed around him, the vibration making his hips jerk. One hand cupped his heavy balls, rolling them gently while the other stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach. Corey’s control frayed—thrusts growing shallower, faster, fucking her mouth with careful restraint.

When he pulled out, his cock glistened with her saliva. He helped her to her feet, spun her around again, and bent her over the bench once more.

This time he didn’t tease.

He lined himself up and thrust in—deep, hard, burying every inch in one brutal stroke. Kelly cried out, back arching, pussy stretching around his girth. He didn’t give her time to adjust—just gripped her hips and fucked her. Hard. Fast. Relentless.

The slap of skin on skin filled the garage. His balls slapped her clit with every thrust. One hand slid up her spine, fisting her hair, pulling her head back so he could see her face—eyes glassy, mouth open in constant moans.

“You feel that?” he growled. “How deep I am? This pussy was made for my cock.”

“Yes—fuck—Corey—harder—”

He obliged. Reaching around, he pinched her clit between two fingers, rolling it while he pounded into her. The angle hit her G-spot perfectly. Pressure built fast—too fast.

“Come with me,” he ordered. “Milk my cock. Take every drop.”

She exploded—walls clamping down like a vice, spasming wildly around him. Corey roared, slamming in one last time and unloading—hot, thick pulses filling her, overflowing, dripping down her thighs as he kept thrusting through both their orgasms.

They stayed locked together, panting, trembling. Corey pressed soft kisses along her spine, hands gentle now, stroking her sides.

When he finally pulled out, his cum leaked from her swollen pussy. He turned her in his arms, kissed her deeply—slow, tender, tasting of both of them.

“Next time,” he whispered against her lips, “I’m tying you up and eating you for hours.”

Kelly shivered, already aching for it.

The line was gone.

And she never wanted to go back.


Chapter 9: Addicted Flames

The affair didn’t start with guilt. It started with addiction.

After that first full surrender in Corey’s garage, Kelly couldn’t go more than a few hours without craving him. Her body remembered every detail: the stretch of his cock, the rough scrape of his stubble on her inner thighs, the way his fingers knew exactly where to press inside her to make her shatter. Tony’s daily calls—sweet, loving, filthy in the way only long-distance phone sex could be—only sharpened the contrast. She loved her husband. She ached for her neighbor.

Corey didn’t let her wait long.

The next afternoon he texted a single word:

Now.

She crossed the yard in a thin cotton robe, nothing underneath. The moment she stepped inside his house, he had her pinned against the hallway wall, mouth on hers, hands shoving the robe open so it fell to the floor. No preamble. No words. Just raw need.

He lifted her effortlessly, legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the bedroom. The blinds were half-closed, golden afternoon light striping their bodies. Corey dropped her onto the king bed, spread her thighs wide, and knelt between them like a man at an altar.

This time he worshipped slowly.

His mouth started at her ankles—soft kisses, teasing licks up the sensitive skin behind her knees, then higher. When he reached her inner thighs he bit gently, sucking marks into the soft flesh, claiming her inch by inch. Kelly writhed, fingers twisting in the sheets, already dripping onto the comforter.

“Corey… please…”

He smiled against her skin.

“I’ve got you, baby. Just feel.”

Then his tongue found her.

He didn’t rush. He licked her like she was dessert—long, languid strokes from entrance to clit, savoring every drop of her arousal. When he finally sealed his lips around her swollen pearl, he sucked gently at first, pulsing in time with her heartbeat, then harder, flicking the tip of his tongue in rapid little strokes that made her hips buck.

Kelly’s moans turned to sobs. He slid two fingers inside her—slow, deep—curling them against her front wall while his mouth never left her clit. The combination was devastating. She came almost immediately, back arching off the bed, thighs clamping around his head as she flooded his mouth. Corey drank her down, humming in approval, not stopping until she was trembling, oversensitive, begging him to let her breathe.

But he wasn’t finished.

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up so her ass was in the air, face pressed into the pillow. Then he ate her from behind—tongue plunging into her pussy, then dragging up to circle her tight rear entrance again, teasing, probing, while his fingers rubbed slow, slippery circles over her clit.

“You taste like sin,” he murmured against her skin. “I could do this for hours.”

And he nearly did.

He brought her to the edge three more times with his mouth alone—once with just his tongue on her clit, once with fingers deep in her pussy and thumb pressing her ass, once with his entire face buried between her cheeks, licking and sucking until she screamed into the pillow and came so hard her vision whited out.

When he finally rose behind her, cock thick and leaking, he didn’t enter her right away. Instead he rubbed the head along her slit—slow, teasing—coating himself in her wetness.

“Tell me you want it,” he growled.

“I want it,” Kelly gasped. “I need your cock inside me. Please, Corey—fuck me.”

He thrust in one long, deep stroke, filling her completely. They both groaned at the sensation—her walls fluttering around his girth, already so sensitive from his oral assault. He didn’t pound her this time. He fucked her slow and sensual—long, rolling thrusts that dragged every ridge along her inner walls, hitting her G-spot with devastating accuracy.

One hand slid under her to cup her breast, pinching and rolling her nipple. The other reached around to rub her clit in lazy circles. Kelly pushed back against him, meeting every stroke, lost in the slow-build pleasure.

“Feel how deep I am?” he whispered in her ear, voice rough with restraint. “Feel how perfectly you take me? This pussy was made for my cock.”

“Yes—God, yes—”

He sped up gradually, thrusts growing harder, deeper, until the bed creaked beneath them. When she started to tighten around him again, he pulled out suddenly, flipped her onto her back, and hooked her legs over his shoulders.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Kelly’s green eyes locked with his piercing blue ones as he slid back inside—slow, deliberate, watching her face the entire time. He fucked her like that—deep, controlled, grinding his pelvis against her clit with every thrust—until she was trembling on the edge again.

“Come with me this time,” he rasped. “Let me feel you milk every drop.”

He reached down, rubbing her clit fast and hard while pounding into her. Kelly shattered—screaming his name, pussy clamping down in violent spasms, dragging him over with her. Corey groaned low and primal, burying himself to the hilt and coming in thick, hot pulses that filled her completely, overflowing, dripping down her ass as he kept grinding through both their orgasms.

They collapsed together, sweat-slicked, panting. Corey stayed inside her, softening slowly, kissing her neck, her collarbone, her lips—tender now, almost reverent.

But the addiction was mutual.

That night he texted again:

Can’t stop thinking about your taste.

The next morning, he knocked on her door before she’d even had coffee. She answered in nothing but his T-shirt from the day before. He backed her into the kitchen, lifted her onto the counter, spread her legs, and ate her breakfast right there—slow, filthy licks until she came on his tongue with the morning sun streaming through the window.

Afternoons became stolen hours in his bed—him tying her wrists to the headboard with his gym straps, teasing her with feathers, ice cubes, his tongue, until she begged. Then fucking her senseless while she wore nothing but his cum.

Evenings were slower, more sensual—him massaging her body with oil, fingers sliding inside her while his mouth worked her breasts, building her up for hours before finally giving her his cock.

Every encounter left her more wrecked, more desperate.

Tony’s calls still came—loving, dirty, full of promises. Kelly answered them with Corey’s scent on her skin, his cum still leaking from her pussy, and lied through her teeth while her body hummed with another man’s touch.

She told herself it was just sex.

But every time Corey looked at her—blue eyes burning, voice rough with want—she felt something deeper shift inside her chest.

She was addicted.

And so was he.


Chapter 10: Deeper Entanglement

The affair had become a fever.

By the second week, Kelly and Corey no longer pretended it was casual. Every stolen moment carried weight—electric, dangerous, intoxicating. They didn’t just fuck anymore; they devoured each other, bodies and secrets intertwining until it was impossible to tell where one ended and the other began.

Corey started the escalation with dinner.

He texted her at dusk:

Wear something easy to take off. My place. 8.

Kelly arrived in a crimson wrap dress that tied at the waist with one pull—nothing underneath except black thigh-high stockings and the slick anticipation already coating her inner thighs. The moment she stepped inside, Corey was there—shirtless, barefoot, low-slung jeans unbuttoned, cock already half-hard and pressing against the denim.

He didn’t speak. Just took her hand, led her to the dining room, and sat her at the head of the table like royalty. Candles flickered. A bottle of the same Tempranillo from their first night waited, two glasses poured. He served her—grilled steak sliced thin, asparagus glistening with butter, a simple salad—but every movement was foreplay.

He fed her the first bite himself, fingers lingering on her lips as she sucked the juice from his thumb. When a drop of red wine escaped the corner of her mouth, he leaned in and licked it away—slow, deliberate, tongue tracing the seam of her lips before plunging inside for a deep, wine-flavored kiss.

By the second course, the dress was untied.

He peeled it open like gift wrapping, exposing her breasts to the candlelight. Her nipples were already tight, begging. Corey stood, circled behind her chair, and cupped them from behind—kneading slowly, thumbs circling the peaks until she arched back against him, moaning softly.

“Tonight,” he whispered against her ear, “we play a game.”

He blindfolded her with a black silk scarf—soft, cool, total darkness. Then he guided her to stand, led her through the house by the hand, bare feet on hardwood, until they reached what she guessed was his bedroom.

“On the bed,” he commanded. “On your back. Arms above your head.”

Kelly obeyed, heart hammering. She heard him move—drawers opening, the soft clink of metal, the rustle of fabric. Then he was back.

He tied her wrists to the headboard with silk ropes—firm but not cruel. Spread her legs wide and secured her ankles to the footboard posts with more silk. She was open, exposed, helpless under his gaze.

She felt the mattress dip as he knelt between her thighs.

The first touch was ice.

A single cube from the wine bucket trailed down the center of her body—between her breasts, circling each nipple until they were painfully hard, then lower, over her stomach, dipping into her navel. When it reached her mound he pressed it against her clit—cold shocking her overheated flesh. Kelly gasped, hips jerking against the restraints.

“Stay still,” he ordered.

He dragged the ice lower, sliding it along her slit, letting it melt against her entrance until cold water mixed with her arousal, dripping down to soak the sheets. Then his mouth replaced the ice—hot tongue plunging into her, lapping up the melted chill and her heat in greedy strokes.

She writhed, moaning his name, but he didn’t let her come.

He edged her for what felt like hours—alternating ice and heat, feathers dragged across her inner thighs, the blunt head of a vibrator pressed to her clit on the lowest setting, his fingers curling inside her but never quite enough. Every time she neared the edge he pulled away, kissing her inner thighs, whispering filthy praise against her skin.

“You’re dripping for me, baby. So fucking wet I can see it glisten. You want to come so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes—please—Corey—”

“Not yet.”

When he finally entered her, it was with agonizing slowness.

He slid in inch by inch, letting her feel every ridge, every vein, until he was buried to the hilt. Then he stilled—completely still—while his fingers pinched her nipples, rolled them, tugged them until she was begging, sobbing, hips trying to move but held immobile by the ropes.

Only then did he begin to fuck her.

Slow. Deep. Rolling thrusts that ground his pelvis against her clit on every downstroke. He leaned down, sucking one nipple into his mouth while his hand worked the other, then switched—teeth grazing, tongue soothing, driving her wild.

“Tell me you’re mine,” he growled against her breast.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “All yours—fuck—Corey—”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours! Only yours!”

He rewarded her by speeding up—harder, deeper, the bedframe banging against the wall. The blindfold amplified everything: the wet slap of their bodies, the creak of the ropes, his low groans, her desperate cries.

When he reached between them and rubbed her clit in fast, tight circles, she exploded—screaming, back bowing off the bed, pussy clamping down on him in violent spasms. Corey fucked her through it—relentless—until he followed with a guttural roar, slamming deep and coming hard, flooding her with hot, thick pulses that overflowed and ran down her ass.

He didn’t untie her immediately.

Instead, he stayed inside her, softening slowly, kissing her sweat-damp skin—neck, collarbone, the underside of her jaw—while his fingers traced lazy patterns over her trembling body.

When he finally removed the blindfold, Kelly’s eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed, lips swollen from biting them. Corey cupped her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone.

“I don’t just want your body,” he said quietly, voice rough with something deeper than lust. “I want all of you. Every secret. Every moan. Every piece Tony doesn’t get to keep.”

Kelly’s breath caught. For the first time, guilt didn’t rush in to drown the pleasure.

Instead, she felt something terrifying and exhilarating: recognition.

She wanted the same.

She whispered against his lips, “Then take it.”

They spent the rest of the night tangled together—slow, sensual rounds of lovemaking interspersed with frantic, animalistic fucking. He took her against the wall, on the floor, bent over the dresser, each time drawing confessions from her lips she never thought she’d speak.

By dawn, the ropes were loose, the blindfold discarded, and they lay skin-to-skin, hearts pounding in sync.

Corey traced the faint red marks on her wrists with gentle fingers.

“Stay,” he murmured.

Kelly closed her eyes, feeling the weight of the word.

She didn’t answer.

But she didn’t leave.


Chapter 11: Risky Rendezvous

The second week of Tony’s absence cracked something open inside Kelly.

What had begun as stolen glances and clandestine afternoons now burned like wildfire she couldn’t contain. She no longer waited for Corey to text. She sought him out—slipping into his house through the unlocked side door while he was still showering after his evening run, pressing her body against the cold tile wall of his bathroom and waiting for him to discover her.

But tonight she wanted danger.

Corey found her waiting on his back porch at 10 p.m., wearing only a long black trench coat cinched at the waist and red high heels that clicked softly against the wooden deck. Underneath: nothing. The night air kissed her bare skin through the open collar, hardening her nipples into tight peaks visible even in the dim glow of the string lights.

He stepped outside shirtless, gym shorts slung low, towel draped over one shoulder. When he saw her, he froze—eyes darkening, jaw tightening.

“Kelly…”

She stood slowly, letting the coat fall open just enough to reveal the shadowed valley between her breasts, the dip of her navel, the smooth mound between her thighs.

“I don’t want to wait anymore,” she said, voice low and trembling with need. “I want to feel alive. Right now.”

Corey’s gaze flicked toward the dark expanse of Willow Creek Park behind their properties—the jogging trail, the cluster of ancient oaks, the secluded clearing half-hidden by moonlight and shadows.

He didn’t ask if she was sure.

He simply took her hand.

They moved like ghosts through the fence gap he’d widened days earlier for exactly this purpose. The trail was empty at this hour; only crickets and the distant hum of traffic broke the silence. Corey led her deeper, past the first bend, until they reached the small clearing ringed by towering trees—a natural alcove where moonlight pooled like silver water on the grass.

He backed her against the thick trunk of an oak, rough bark biting into her shoulders through the open coat. The coat itself he left on—half on, half off—framing her nakedness like erotic art.

“Hands above your head,” he ordered.

Kelly obeyed, wrists crossing over her head, back arching so her breasts thrust forward. Corey dropped to his knees in the grass, shoved her thighs apart, and buried his face between them without preamble.

His tongue was merciless—lapping at her clit in fast, flicking strokes, then plunging deep inside her, fucking her with it while his thumbs spread her open wider. Moonlight caught the wetness on his chin, on her inner thighs. Kelly’s moans echoed softly off the trees; she bit her lip to keep from crying out too loudly, but every sound she made only spurred him on.

When she started trembling on the edge, he pulled back.

“Not yet.”

He stood, spun her around so her breasts pressed against the rough bark, nipples scraping deliciously with every breath. Then he kicked her legs wider apart.

The sound of his zipper was obscene in the quiet night.

He didn’t enter her slowly this time.

He thrust in hard—deep—burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. Kelly gasped, palms slapping against the tree trunk for balance. Corey gripped her hips, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise, and fucked her like he was claiming territory.

Each thrust drove her forward, nipples dragging against bark, sending sharp sparks of pleasure-pain straight to her core. He reached around, one hand clamping over her mouth to muffle her cries, the other finding her clit and rubbing in tight, ruthless circles.

“You like being fucked outside?” he growled in her ear. “Where anyone could walk by and see what a needy little slut you are for my cock?”

Kelly moaned into his palm, nodding frantically, pushing back to meet every punishing thrust.

He pulled out suddenly, spun her again, and lifted her—legs wrapping around his waist, back pressed to the tree. Gravity drove him deeper as he slammed up into her, over and over, the wet slap of their bodies mingling with night sounds.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Her eyes locked with his—wild, desperate, burning. Moonlight turned his blue irises almost silver.

“Come for me right here,” he rasped. “Come on my cock while the whole neighborhood sleeps and you’re getting railed against a tree like you belong to me.”

The words shattered her.

Kelly came with a muffled scream buried against his shoulder, her entire body seizing as her orgasm tore through her—violent, helpless, electric. Her pussy clamped down around him in tight, relentless spasms, each contraction milking his cock with wet, needy pulses that left her shaking, breathless. Corey groaned low and deep in her ear, the sound almost feral as he thrust hard one last time, hips grinding into her ass as he spilled inside her.

Thick, hot ropes of cum filled her with such force she felt the heat bloom inside, then trickle out in slow, slick streams down the insides of her thighs. It dripped onto the cool grass below, each drop obscene and final, proof of how fully he’d claimed her. She stayed pressed against him, legs trembling, heart racing, her cheek still resting on his slick shoulder while their bodies pulsed with aftershocks in the night air.

They stayed like that—panting, trembling—until her legs gave out. He lowered her gently to the soft ground, coat spreading beneath her like a blanket. Then he lay beside her, pulling her against his chest, one hand possessively cupping her still-throbbing pussy while the other stroked her hair.

For long minutes they listened to each other breathe, hearts slowing in tandem.

Then Kelly whispered against his neck, voice raw:

“I don’t know how to stop wanting you.”

Corey’s arms tightened around her.

“You don’t have to.”

Above them, stars glittered through the oak leaves. Somewhere in the distance, a dog barked. Closer—much closer—the faint crunch of footsteps on the trail path made them both freeze.

Corey’s hand clamped over her mouth again—this time in warning.

They lay perfectly still, bodies pressed together, his softening cock still nestled inside her, cum slowly leaking out.

The footsteps passed—someone walking their dog late at night, oblivious.

When the sound faded, Corey exhaled against her ear.

“That was close.”

Kelly’s laugh was shaky, exhilarated.

“Too close.”

He kissed her temple, then her lips—slow, deep, possessive.

“Next time,” he murmured, “we go even riskier.”

Kelly shivered—not from cold.

From anticipation.

And from the terrifying realization that next time was already all she could think about.


Chapter 12: The Doorbell Dilemma

Another night slipped into the house like smoke—quiet, inevitable, impossible to resist.

Kelly had stopped counting the days since Tony left. Time had become elastic, stretching and snapping back only when Corey appeared. Tonight he didn’t text. He simply stepped through the back door she’d left unlocked, eyes already molten, body radiating heat from a late run. Gray sweatpants hung low on his hips, no shirt, skin still glistening faintly under the kitchen light.

No preamble.

He crossed the room in three strides, lifted her onto the island counter, and spread her thighs with firm hands. The oversized T-shirt she wore—one of Tony’s old ones—rode up instantly. No panties underneath. Corey groaned at the sight of her already wet and swollen for him. He dropped to his knees and devoured her—slow at first, savoring every lick, then faster, hungrier, tongue flicking her clit in relentless circles while two thick fingers curled inside her, stroking that perfect spot until her hips bucked and her moans echoed off the tiled walls.

She came hard—back arching, thighs clamping around his head, fingers gripping the edge of the counter so tightly her knuckles turned white. Corey rose without wiping his mouth, kissed her deeply so she tasted herself on his tongue, then freed his cock. Thick, veined, throbbing.

He thrust in one long, deep stroke—filling her completely. Kelly cried out, nails digging into his shoulders. He fucked her right there on the island—hard, steady, every thrust grinding his pelvis against her oversensitive clit. His hands roamed under the shirt, cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples until they ached in the best way. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, whispering broken pleas against his neck.

“More… please… don’t stop…”

He didn’t.

They moved to the living room next—Corey bending her over the arm of the couch with an urgency that bordered on feral. Her palms gripped the cushions for balance as he slid into her from behind, slow at first, then settling into long, rolling thrusts that made her toes curl and her moans echo through the open space. Each stroke dragged against her slick inner walls, deep and deliberate, the slap of skin-on-skin sharp and rhythmic beneath the soft rustle of the curtains and the tick of the wall clock.

When she came again, it was with a shudder that rippled from her spine to her fingertips. Corey didn’t let up. He lifted her easily, carried her down the hallway, and pressed her back against the wall. She wrapped her legs around his waist instinctively, ankles locking behind him as he hooked his arms under her thighs and drove into her with deep, punishing strokes. Gravity helped him hit angles that made her sob against his neck, her fingers clawing at his shoulders, her breasts bouncing with every sharp thrust.

They didn’t speak. There was no need. Just gasps, groans, and the slick, obscene sounds of their bodies colliding again and again.

By the time they stumbled into the master bedroom, they were both trembling—sweat-slicked, breathless, and glowing with the raw flush of overuse. The air in the room was warm and heavy, scented with sex and the fading traces of Tony’s cologne still clinging to the pillows.

Corey laid her down gently on the bed that had once belonged to her marriage. The sheets were cool against her overheated skin. He hovered over her for a moment, gaze searching hers, then guided himself in slowly—inch by inch—like he was memorizing the way she stretched around him. She gasped at the fullness, the intimacy of it, the contrast between how rough he’d taken her minutes ago and how tender he was now.

His hips rolled into hers with steady rhythm, every thrust deep and measured, grinding into that sweet spot that made her bite her lip and whimper. His hands roamed under her body—palming her ass, stroking her back, cradling her like something fragile. She clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist, arms pulling him closer with every surge of heat between them.

He kissed her through it all—slow, consuming kisses that melted into her mouth like confessions. She tasted herself on his tongue, tasted sweat, hunger, something raw and possessive. His breath hitched every time her walls fluttered around him, her body pulling him in like it didn’t want to let go.

And then they came together.

It wasn’t loud. It was quiet, intense, shaking. Her inner muscles clenched down in fluttering waves that rolled through her like aftershocks. He spilled into her with a groan—hot and endless—his whole body tightening as if the release was being dragged from his very core.

Their foreheads pressed together, breath mingling, hearts thudding in chaotic unison. Their bodies stayed fused in that trembling, instinctive embrace. Every muscle twitched with overstimulation, every nerve ending still singing.

They weren’t moving because they couldn’t.
Because her walls kept pulsing around him in slow, involuntary flutters.
Because his cock still throbbed deep inside her - arrested, unrelenting and anchored by instinct and exhaustion.

They clung to each other, not out of need, but because their bodies refused to let go—
as if the air between them had thickened, holding them there, suspended in the heat of everything they’d just unleashed.

They stayed that way, breathing the same ragged breaths, caught in a moment that neither of them was ready—or able—to end.

Afterward they lay tangled, his head on her chest, her fingers idly stroking through his damp hair. Neither spoke for a long time. The house was silent except for the soft tick of the hallway clock and their slowing breathing.

Corey lifted his head eventually, blue eyes searching hers in the dim light filtering through the curtains.

“I don’t want this to be temporary,” he said quietly. No drama. Just raw honesty. “I want more than stolen nights.”

Kelly’s throat tightened. She felt the weight of every choice she hadn’t made pressing against her ribs. His cum still leaked slowly from between her thighs—a warm, intimate reminder of how completely she’d surrendered tonight.

She opened her mouth to answer—though she didn’t know what the words would be—

And then the front doorbell rang.

Once. Sharp. Unexpected.

Kelly’s entire body went rigid.

Corey tensed beside her, eyes narrowing toward the hallway.

“Who—?”

Another ring. Longer. More insistent.

Kelly sat up slowly, heart slamming so hard she could feel it in her fingertips. No one came to the door this late. Not neighbors. Not friends. Not delivery drivers at this hour.

She looked at Corey—still naked, still half-hard against her thigh, eyes fierce and questioning.

He reached for his sweatpants. “I’ll go.”

“No.” Her voice cracked. “It’s my house.”

She slid off the bed on unsteady legs, grabbed the discarded T-shirt from the floor and pulled it over her head. It barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. Between her legs she could still feel the slick warmth of him—evidence of every boundary she’d shattered tonight.

Corey followed close behind her down the hallway—silent, protective, a shadow at her back.

The doorbell rang a third time—three quick, impatient bursts.

Kelly reached the front door. Her hand hovered on the knob for what felt like forever.

She could feel Corey’s heat at her shoulder, his breath soft against her neck.

She could still taste him on her lips.

She could still feel him inside her.

She turned the knob.

The door began to open, just a crack—

—and the night held its breath.
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