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Chapter 1: Home
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The ceiling fan groaned above Milo’s head, stirring the stale summer air of his childhood bedroom. He lay sprawled across his bed, phone glowing in his hands as he scrolled through the relentless chatter of his college group chat—photos of beach trips, inside jokes he wasn’t there for, a blur of freedom he wouldn’t taste again until August.

He was trapped. Not experiencing the same freedom the rest of his friends were. And yes, he had a massive sense of FOMO to go along with it.

He exhaled sharply and tossed his phone aside. The window was cracked open, the scent of freshly cut grass drifting in. A movement caught his eye—next door, Gabrielle Ellington sat alone on her patio, a glass of white wine dangling from her fingers. The late afternoon sun gilded her bare shoulders, her hair swept into a careless knot. She wasn’t reading. Wasn’t scrolling. Just... staring. Like she was waiting for something. Or someone.

A knock at his door.

"Milo?" His mother’s voice, bright and practical. "Take the trash out before dinner. And—" The door swung open. She stood there, holding a plate of chocolate chip cookies wrapped in cling film. "—bring these to the Ellingtons. Richard’s away again. Poor Gabrielle must be lonely."

Milo sat up fast. "Why me?" None of this sounded exciting to him.

His mother arched a brow. "Because your father’s on a call, and your sister’s at work. And because I said so." She thrust the plate into his hands. "Go. Now."

The walk to the Ellingtons’ front door was twenty-six steps. Milo counted. His pulse thudded in his throat. He’d known Gabrielle for most his life—or at least, he’d seen her for most of his life, a polished, untouchable presence at neighbourhood barbecues, always standing just slightly apart from her husband’s booming laughter. She was a bit intimidating. He was never sure as to why.

He rang the bell.

A few seconds ticked by as he waited. Then, the door swung open, and there she was—barefoot, a faint smudge of wine darkening her lower lip. Her eyes flickered with surprise, then warmed.

"Milo." Her voice was like the wine looked—smooth, golden, intoxicating. "Look at you. You’ve gotten so tall." A smile played at the corner of her mouth as she took the plate, her fingers grazing his. He felt a sudden spark. A jolt.

He swallowed. "Yeah, uh—college food, I guess."

She laughed, low and throaty. "It suits you." For a moment, she studied him—really studied him—and Milo felt it like a touch. Then she glanced down at the cookies. "Your mom really didn’t have to."

"She was worried that maybe you were feeling lonely." The words tumbled out before he could stop them.

Gabrielle went very still. The air between them thickened. Then, softly: "Actually... I could use some help moving a few boxes to the attic. Your mom mentioned you’re free this summer?"

Milo’s mouth went dry. "Yeah. I—yeah."

“So you’d be open to helping me move some stuff?” she asked, wanting to be sure they were on the same page.

“Yeah, I guess so. Why not?” he responded with a smile.

“Perfect, I’ll be calling for you soon, then.”

He half expected that she was just being nice. Just making conversation. He didn’t think she really meant any of this at first. After all, the two never really had much in common. So maybe it was just a way of extending an olive branch. Just playing nice.

But the look in Gabrielle’s eyes as he was leaving her place said that this was only the beginning.
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Chapter 2: First Invitation
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Milo stood in front of his bedroom mirror, critically examining his reflection for the third time in ten minutes. He’d changed shirts twice—first a wrinkled band tee, then a button-down that felt too formal—before settling on a dark grey V-neck that clung just enough to hint at the definition he’d earned from half-hearted gym sessions.

Is this too try-hard?

He uncapped the bottle of cologne his sister had given him last Christmas—"So you don’t smell like a locker room, idiot"—and sprayed a single, cautious puff into the air before stepping into it. Immediately, he regretted it. Too strong. Too obvious. He grabbed the hem of his shirt and rubbed at his collarbone, as if he could wipe away the scent along with his desperation.

His phone buzzed suddenly on the bed.

Gabrielle: Ready when you are. Door’s unlocked.

Milo’s stomach flipped. This was already a weird interaction. He’d never texted her before, so it was kind of strange to be texting his neighbour now, after his mom had given her his number. And ‘Door’s unlocked?’ That almost sounds like a hookup or booty call message. Something about it felt a bit off.

Milo tried not to think about it too much. He was an overthinker, after all. So, he shoved his phone into his pocket, ran a hand through his hair one last time, and headed out before he could overthink it further.

Gabrielle answered the door in a sleeveless cream blouse, the top two buttons undone, her dark hair with blonde highlights piled into a loose knot with strands escaping around her neck. A faint sheen of sweat glistened at her temples—she’d already been working.

"Thanks for this," she said, stepping aside to let him in. The house smelled like lemon cleaner and something floral—her perfume, maybe. "Richard insists on ‘archiving’ everything, but apparently that just means shoving it all in the attic." She rolled her eyes, but there was no real bite to it. Just exhaustion.

Milo followed her through the dim hallway, hyperaware of the sway of her hips, the way her shorts hugged her thighs. Don’t stare. He had to continually remind himself.

The attic stairs unfolded from the ceiling with a groan. Dust motes swirled in the slanted sunlight as they climbed up.

It was hotter up here, the air thick and stale. Boxes lined the walls, labelled in neat, unfamiliar handwriting—*Christmas Decorations, Tax Files 2015-2018, Richard’s Law School Notes.* Wow, some of this stuff was old.

"This one," Gabrielle said, nudging a cardboard box with her foot. "Just needs to go over there." She pointed to a far corner.

Milo bent to lift it, but she reached for it at the same time. Her bare arm brushed against his, warm and smooth. She didn’t pull away immediately.

"Oops," she murmured, though it didn’t sound like an accident.

Milo’s throat went dry.

She turned her attention to an old crate beside them, prying it open. Inside were yellowed paperbacks, their spines cracked. "Oh," she breathed, pulling out a slim volume. "I forgot about this."

"What is it?"

She flipped it open, her fingers tracing the lines of a poem. Then, in a voice softer than he’d ever heard, she read:

"Your body is a language I’m learning by touch—"

Milo’s pulse roared in his ears. Something about this was quite arousing.

Gabrielle glanced up, her lips curving. "You’re blushing."

Before he could respond, her phone rang. He was saved, but only just.

The spell between them seemed to shatter.

She pulled it from her pocket, and just like that, her posture changed—shoulders straightening, voice cooling. "Yes, dear... No, just organizing... Of course. Love you too."

The call ended. Silence settled between them, heavy and charged.

Then, lightly, as if she hadn’t just unravelled him with a single line of poetry: "Maybe you should come back tomorrow?"

Milo nodded, not trusting his voice.

He knew, as he stepped back into the daylight, that he was already in trouble.
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Chapter 3: Close Calls
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The lies came easier now.

"Going to the gym."

"Meeting Steve at the library."

"Just grabbing coffee, Mom, Jesus."

Milo perfected the art of casual exits—shoulders relaxed, voice bored—even as his pulse hammered against his ribs. He timed his departures carefully: when his mother was distracted by her book club spreadsheets, when his father was buried in work emails, when his sister was out with friends.

But no matter how careful he was, his mother always noticed when he returned.

"You’re always sweaty when you get home," she remarked one evening, eyeing him as he leaned against the fridge, gulping water. "I thought you hated running."

Milo wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Trying something new."

The truth was, he was running—sprinting back from Gabrielle’s house, his skin still buzzing from her touch, his clothes carrying the faint, damning trace of her perfume. He didn’t want to be caught. Not by his family, at least. And he didn’t want to be regularly noticed by the neighbours, either. They might mention it to his parents.

—-
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TODAY, THE ATTIC WAS too hot to work in, so Gabrielle led him to the living room instead. A leather-bound album sat on the coffee table.

"I found this last night," she said, flipping it open.

The first page held a wedding photo. A younger Gabrielle, radiant in lace, stood beside Richard, his arm around her waist. They looked like a magazine spread—perfect, polished. Truly a beautiful couple.

"Look how young I was," Gabrielle murmured. "Naive."

Milo studied her face in the photo—the smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. He could tell, she didn’t seem too excited on her own wedding day. At least, not in these photos. He replied with an, “Awww, that’s sweet.” But it landed a lot more flat than he’d intended. It didn’t sound believable at all. All Milo could do was cringe internally, and hope that she hadn’t noticed.

Gabrielle stiffened. Then, with a practiced ease, she deflected. "Life’s complicated, Milo." She turned the page, revealing another photo—Richard cutting the cake, Gabrielle laughing at something just off-camera. "You’ll understand when you’re older."

"I’m not a kid," he said, sharper than he meant to. Wow, he wasn’t at his best today, he began to think. He could tell he risked completely blowing this.

Gabrielle looked up, surprised. Then, slowly, her gaze softened. "No," she agreed. "You’re not." Her kind response made Milo feel like even more of a dick.

Her hand brushed his knee. Just for a second. Just like the last time she’d brushed him. Just enough to make his breath catch.

Wow.

—-
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THAT NIGHT, DINNER was tense.

"Ran into Richard at the club today," Milo’s father said, sawing into his steak. His Dad was referring to the golf and country club they both belonged to. Milo had forgotten they had a membership at the same place. "He mentioned you’ve been helping Gabrielle with some organizing?"

Milo’s fork slipped, clattering against his plate. "Yeah. Just some attic stuff." He didn’t know what else he could say.

"Hmm." His father chewed thoughtfully. "He seemed... curious about how often you’re over there."

Milo’s mother frowned. "Why? It’s not like Gabrielle can lift those heavy boxes herself."

"Exactly what I said." His father’s eyes lingered on Milo. "Still. Odd thing for him to bring up, don’t you think?"

Milo shoved a bite of food into his mouth to avoid answering.

Across the table, his sister smirked. "Maybe Richard’s jealous," she said, twirling her pasta. "Gabrielle having a younger, hotter guy over all the time," his sister Olivia teased with a smirk.

"Olivia!" their mother scolded, somehow the person most upset by the comment. Milo was glad to have his mother defending him. And he was doing a good job of keeping his cool, all things considered.

All he could think about was the way Gabrielle had looked at him today—like she was seeing him for the first time. Or maybe it was the other way around.

And the way Richard’s name had soured her smile. He wondered how long she might have been unhappy for. Based on some of their photos, he felt it could have been a long time.

He excused himself early, claiming homework.

Upstairs, his phone buzzed.

Gabrielle: Come by tomorrow. Richard’s playing golf again.

Milo stared at the message, his stomach twisting with something equal parts guilt and anticipation.

Then he typed back: Okay.

And tried not to wonder how much longer they could keep this up.
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Chapter 4: The Almost-Kiss
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The air smelled like ozone and wet earth, thick with the promise of a storm. Milo had barely stepped into Gabrielle’s kitchen when the first crack of thunder split the sky.

“Shit—the patio furniture!” Gabrielle dropped the stack of towels she’d been folding and bolted for the back door.

Milo followed without thinking. He ran outside, after her.

The rain hit hard, icy needles against his skin. They scrambled to drag cushions under the overhang, their hands fumbling against the sopping fabric. A gust of wind sent a planter crashing to the deck, dirt scattering like gunshot.

They had initially been trying to cover things with plastic tarps, but those were blowing all sorts of directions in the wind. They, and the cushions, were only getting more and more soaked.

“Garage!” Gabrielle shouted over the downpour.

They stumbled inside, dripping onto the concrete floor. Gabrielle’s blouse clung to her collarbones, her hair a wreck of dark strands stuck to her neck. Milo raked a hand through his own soaked hair, shaking water from his fingers.

“You’re a mess,” she laughed, grabbing a towel from a shelf. Before he could react, she stepped close and dragged it over his head, scrubbing roughly. “Like a drowned puppy.”

Milo froze. Her fingers grazed his scalp through the fabric, her breath warm against his throat. The garage smelled like gasoline and her perfume, dizzying.

She slowed, the towel slipping to his shoulders. Their eyes met.

A beat.

Her gaze dropped to his mouth. When he noticed, his gaze gradually dropped to hers.

Milo began to lean in—

CRACK.

They jerked apart as a large tree branch slammed onto the roof. The garage lights flickered.

Gabrielle’s chest heaved. “We can’t,” she whispered.

But her fingers curled around his wrist, holding him there. As if her body was saying one thing, and her mind another.

Headlights cut through the rain, sweeping across the garage windows.

Gabrielle’s grip tightened. “Richard.”

That was perhaps the worst thing she could have said at that moment. Now, Milo was really feeling panicked. He knew he had to get out of there.

She gently shoved Milo toward the side door, her tone of voice sounding much more serious. “Go. Now.”

Milo didn’t think—just moved. He hit the backyard at a sprint, vaulted the fence, and landed hard in his own yard. His heart hammered against his ribs, his clothes soaked through.

Behind him, Richard’s voice carried through the storm. Just enough. Milo could only faintly make out his first few words.

“Gabrielle? Why the hell are you wet?”

Milo didn’t wait for the answer.
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Chapter 5: Second Time’s The Charm?


[image: ]


Three days passed without a word.

Milo had begun to wonder if the storm had washed away whatever fragile thing had been growing between them. He checked his phone obsessively, thumb hovering over Gabrielle’s name, but the memory of Richard’s voice shouting through the rain kept him from typing a single character.

Then, at 2:17 p.m. on a Tuesday:

Gabrielle: Richard’s in Chicago. Come over at 3.

His hands shook as he typed out a reply, deleted it, then simply sent: Sure.

"Tutoring," Milo muttered to his reflection, testing the lie. His voice cracked. He cleared his throat, tried again. "Steve’s failing calc. I’m—"

The words died in his mouth. None of these were good excuses. He splashed cold water on his face, scrubbed at his teeth until his gums burned, then spat. The cinnamon toothpaste did nothing to settle the writhing in his gut.

Thankfully, none of the excuses proved necessary. He managed to sneak out while everyone was either away, or occupied in another room.

—-
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AT 2:58, HE STOOD ON Gabrielle’s porch, fist raised to knock.

The door swung open before he even could.

Gabrielle stood there, backlit by the afternoon sun filtering through gauzy curtains. A silk robe—the colour of cream, barely tied at her waist—slid over her curves as she leaned against the doorframe.

"No boxes today," she said softly. She invited him in, slowly closing the door behind them.

Milo swallowed. His entire throat had gone dry.

Suddenly, the robe pooled at her feet like liquid.

No words now, none needed. Wow. Gabrielle was a vision.

The sight of her nude body caused him to blush. He tried to speak first, but his words wouldn’t come to him.

“Like what you see?” she teased with a confident little smirk. She looked good, and she knew it.

"God, you’re beautiful," she breathed against his throat.

Gabrielle giggled in response, blushing alongside him as she covered her face. “Thank you!” she beamed, standing nude without a single sense of hesitation.

Milo stepped in. His calloused hands found her waist, the dip of her spine, the heat of her skin. She arched into him with a sigh, her lips trailing fire along his jaw. That’s when the two of them had their first kiss.

It was passionate, but not very long. Milo almost didn’t know what to do with himself. He kissed her wherever he could. Her lips. Her cheek. Her neck. Collarbone. Shoulders. He wanted anything and everything.

The couch groaned beneath them as they sank into it. Somewhere outside, a dog barked—they froze, foreheads pressed together, before dissolving into giddy, nervous laughter. They knew they didn’t have to worry about anybody showing up. But they were so used to sneaking around, it was instinctual at this point.

Then her teeth grazed his lower lip, and the laughter turned to gasps, the gasps to moans muffled against sweat-slick skin. The world narrowed to the scrape of her nails down his back, the hitch in her breath when his fingers pressed into her hips or ass.

Gabrielle’s breath hitched as Milo’s hands explored her, his touch tentative at first, then bolder. She moaned softly into his ear, her nails digging into his back, urging him on. He could feel her trembling beneath him, her body responding eagerly to his every movement. He didn’t know if he was doing it right, but the way she gasped and arched her back told him he was on the right path.

His lips found her neck again, sucking and nibbling, leaving a trail of marks that made her shiver. Gabrielle’s hands roamed over his shoulders, down his chest, and finally to the waistband of his jeans. She fumbled with the button, her fingers trembling slightly, but she managed to get them undone. She pushed them down, freeing his hard, throbbing cock.

“Oh, God,” she murmured, her eyes wide with desire as she wrapped her hand around him. He was larger than she’d anticipated. She stroked him slowly, her thumb grazing the tip, and Milo groaned, his body spasming involuntarily. He’d never been touched by a woman before. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been this hard, this desperate for release.

“I want you inside me,” Gabrielle whispered, her voice trembling with need. Milo had her lay down on the couch, on her back. She spread her legs wider, inviting him in, and Milo didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself between her thighs, the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance. He hesitated for a moment, unsure, but then Gabrielle reached down and guided him in.

“Ahhh... Mmmm!” Milo groaned. He was so excited to experience this. To be inside a woman for the first time.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her warmth, her tightness, the way she clenched around him—it was almost too much. He pushed in slowly, trying to control himself, but Gabrielle’s hips rose to meet him, urging him deeper. He groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he sank into her near-completely.

“Fuck,” he muttered, his voice strained. He was already on the edge, but he forced himself to hold back, to focus on her. He wanted to make her feel good, to give her the pleasure she deserved. He didn’t want to be one of those guys who finished in five seconds.

Slowly, he began to move, his hips rocking against hers, and Gabrielle moaned, her nails digging into his back. She pulled him in closer, insistent.

“Yes, Milo, yes,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him even deeper. He could feel her trembling beneath him, her body responding eagerly to his every thrust. He picked up the pace, his movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. He wanted her, needed her, and he wasn’t going to stop until he’d satisfied her.

He tried to mimic what he’d seen in porn. Tried to get in deep, and then fuck her hard. All he figured he had to do was swing his hips hard and fast. Bonus points for rhythm, he thought to himself.

He did just that, fucking Gabrielle hard and deep. Teasing her nipples. Responding to her every touch, moan and groan. He repeated the things he’d done well. The things that made her make the sounds of pleasure. When he finally started to feel confident about it, he sped up and fucked her faster, all the while staring deep into her eyes. Something about that really seemed to turn her on.

Gabrielle’s moans grew louder, more urgent, her body writhing beneath him. He could feel her tightening around him, her climax building, and he knew she was close. He reached down between them, his fingers finding her clit, and he rubbed it in quick, desperate circles. He’d heard women really liked that. And she seemed to. Gabrielle cried out, her back arching as she came, her body convulsing around him.

Milo couldn’t hold on any longer. He thrust into her again and again, deep and hard, and then he was coming, his release exploding inside her. He groaned, his body shuddering as he emptied himself, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful. He collapsed on top of her, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his heart pounding in his chest.

She stared at him, in a bit of disbelief, at what he’s just done. But something about it seriously turned her on.

For a moment, they lay there in silence, the only sound their ragged breathing. Then Gabrielle giggled, her fingers trailing lazily down his back.

“That was... incredible,” she murmured, her voice soft and dreamy. Milo smiled, his lips brushing against her neck.

“Yeah,” he agreed, his voice just as soft. He didn’t want to move, didn’t want to break the spell, but he knew they couldn’t stay like this forever. Reluctantly, he pulled out of her, rolling onto his side and pulling her into his arms.

They lay there for a while, just holding each other, enjoying the afterglow. Milo couldn’t believe what had just happened, but he wasn’t about to question it. He was just glad it had happened, and he was already looking forward to the next time.
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Chapter 6: The Return
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They didn’t hear the front door opening until it was too late. The sound of footsteps in the hallway made them freeze, their eyes wide with panic. Milo’s heart pounded in his chest as he tried to think of what to do, but before he could move, he was already calling out for her.

“Gabrielle?” Richard’s voice called out, as Gabrielle and Milo stared at each other in horror. They’d be caught in just a few moments.

“Shit,” Milo muttered, his mind racing. He had to get out of there, fast, but there was nowhere to go. Richard’s footsteps were getting closer, and Milo knew they were out of time. He looked at Gabrielle, his eyes pleading for a solution.

“Closet. Get in,” Gabrielle whispered, her voice trembling with fear as she pointed to a door across from them. Milo didn’t hesitate. He slid off the couch, silently sprinting to it before closing the door behind him, right as Richard walked into the room.

“There you are,” Richard said, his voice filled with relief. Milo could hear the rustling of fabric as Gabrielle sat up, trying to act casual. He wasn’t sure his heart had ever beat so rapidly in his life.

“What are you doing home so early?” she asked, her voice light, but Milo could hear the underlying tension. He held his breath, praying that Richard wouldn’t notice anything out of the ordinary.

“The meeting got cancelled,” Richard replied, his footsteps moving closer to the couch. “I guess one of the VPs isn’t doing so well. He’s headed to the hospital, so they’ve postponed it. We don’t know when to yet, probably not for at least another week.”

Milo’s heart pounded in his chest as he waited, every muscle in his body tensed. He could feel the sweat beading on his forehead, the panic threatening to overwhelm him. Even his breathing felt loud. This only made him grow more nervous, a vicious sort of cycle.

“Oh, that’s terrible... but great for us,” Gabrielle said, her voice strained as she attempted to sound positive about seeing him. Milo could hear the fear in her voice, and he hated that he was the cause of it. He wanted to comfort her, to tell her everything would be okay, but he couldn’t risk it. Not now.

Richard sighed, and Milo could hear the couch creak as he sat down beside Gabrielle.

“Yeah, well, it’s been a long day,” Richard said, his voice tired. “I just wanted to come home, relax with my beautiful wife.” Milo couldn’t see what they were doing, but figured they were sitting near each other, now.

Gabrielle laughed nervously, and Milo could hear the forced cheerfulness in her voice.

“Well, you’re home now,” she said, her voice soft. Milo could hear the resignation in her voice, and it broke his heart. He knew what was coming, but he couldn’t stop it. He couldn’t do anything but listen as Richard leaned in, his voice dropping to a whisper.

“Why don’t you show me just how much you’ve missed me?” Richard murmured, his voice filled with desire. Milo’s stomach churned as he heard the sound of a kiss, the rustling of fabric as Gabrielle and Richard began to move. At least, he was pretty sure he heard the two exchange a kiss. He couldn’t be completely sure.

“Mmm, maybe we could do that,” Gabrielle teased him. It wasn’t long before the two of them had gotten up, and he could hear their footsteps headed towards the bedroom.

He couldn’t believe what was happening, but he couldn’t stop it. He was trapped, unsure if he should try to stick around, or make a break for it. But he certainly didn’t want to be here for this.

He wasn’t sure when would be the best moment to attempt to leave. What if they forgot something, or came back out? What if one of them needed to use the washroom? How long should he wait? He figured he should at least try to wait until it sounded like they were further away, or preoccupied. But still, this was all a sort of guessing game.

In just a minute or two, the sound of their moans filled the room, and the rest of their home. Milo clenched his fists, his nails digging into his palms. He wanted to scream, to punch something, but he couldn’t. He could only lie there, helpless, as his world fell apart.

“Yes, Richard, yes!” Gabrielle moaned, her voice filled with passion. Milo’s heart shattered with every word, but he couldn’t stop listening. He couldn’t stop himself from imagining what was happening just feet from him, and it was torture.

He could have never imagined this. Never imagined being forced to listen as the woman he cared about was with another man. And he struggled with the feeling that he couldn’t even be that mad. After all, the two of them were married. Milo was the bad guy here!

The sound of their passion grew louder, more intense, and Milo could feel the tears stinging his eyes. He wanted to escape, to run as far away as possible, and decided he would do that. But up until now, he had been trapped, forced to endure the agony of knowing that Gabrielle was with another man.

Soon enough, he figured he had his chance. He tried to quietly open the closet door, taking his time with it. He managed to do this successfully.

The light of day rushed back to him and his eyes took a moment to adjust. As he stepped out of the closet, he knew he had to close it just as quietly behind him, or risk raising suspicion.

There was a tiny noise as it clicked closed, which initially had worried him. But the little noise was drowned out by the moans, kissing, and all other sorts of sounds of passion coming from the other room. He figured he was lucky, in some sick sense. This was enabling his getaway.

Before long he stepped over to the door, but realized he still didn’t have his shirt. He looked back in the living room for it, as the pair in the bedroom continued. He saw it, just a little bit of it, under the couch. Gabrielle must have kicked it under there to hide.

As quietly as possible, he knelt down to grab it. He threw his arms up and pulled the shirt over him, quickly as he ever had.

Before long, he was out the door, again, managing to do it quite silently. He was impressed with himself.

With a crouch and a hurried walk, he avoided all the windows as he made his way back home, knowing he’d be home free once he made it there.

And simply as that, he unlocked the door and stepped right inside. He’d made it. Despite the stress of it all, he’d made it.
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Chapter 7: Living Double Lives
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The walls of Milo’s childhood bedroom had never felt so thin.

Every creak of the floorboards, every muffled voice from downstairs, every innocuous "Ellington" uttered by his parents sent his pulse skittering. He’d taken to sleeping with his phone clenched in his fist, half-hoping for a message from Gabrielle, half-terrified of what it might say.

His mother noticed first.

"You’ve been jumpy lately," she remarked over breakfast, eyeing him as he flinched at the clatter of a dropped spoon. "Everything alright with Steve’s tutoring?" He’d almost forgotten about that lie.

Milo choked on his orange juice. "Fine," he rasped, wiping his mouth. "Just... midterms."

His father grunted behind the newspaper. "Richard mentioned you finished that attic project for Gabrielle."

The toast turned to ash in Milo’s mouth.

"Yeah," he managed. "All done." He wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

—-
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ACROSS THE LAWN, RICHARD poured himself a third whisky, the ice long since melted.

Gabrielle hadn’t touched him since their last session. After that cancelled trip to Chicago.

Oh, she’d performed—arched and moaned on cue when he’d taken her that afternoon, the same afternoon he’d come home early, the same afternoon he’d felt... something. A shift. A presence.

But her eyes seemed somehow distant the entire time.

"Long week?" he asked now, watching her scrub an already-clean countertop.

Gabrielle didn’t turn around. "Budget season," she lied smoothly. "The hospital’s cutting funding again. Typical."

Richard swirled his drink. She’d been a pediatric nurse before their marriage, before he’d insisted she quit. The hospital had rehired her part-time last year—for the sake of her sanity, she’d said.

Funny how often sanity required late shifts now.

—-
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MILO COUNTED THE HOURS.

72 since the closet.

72 hours of jumping at shadows, of replaying Gabrielle’s moans in his skull, of wondering if she’d meant them.

His phone buzzed.

Olivia: U ok? U look like u saw a ghost.

He typed, deleted, then sent his message.

Milo: Fine. Just tired.

His sister’s reply came instantly.

Olivia: Bullshit. Meet me at the treehouse. 10pm.

Milo stared at the screen. The treehouse—their childhood sanctuary, unused since high school. Where Olivia had dragged him after his first breakup, after he’d failed his driver’s test, after every catastrophe of adolescence.

He glanced out the window. The Ellingtons’ bedroom light was on.

Gabrielle’s silhouette moved behind the blinds.

Alone.

Milo: Ok.
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Chapter 8: Cost
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The rope ladder swayed under Milo’s weight, the old wood groaning in protest. He’d forgotten how small the entrance was—how the rough planks had scraped his knees as a kid, how the smell of pine sap and childhood secrets still clung to the walls.

Olivia was already inside, her phone’s flashlight casting long shadows across the plywood floor. "Took you long enough," she muttered, but her voice lacked its usual bite.

Milo ducked his head, his shoulders brushing the low ceiling as he settled across from her. The treehouse had shrunk, or maybe they’d just outgrown it.

"So," Olivia said, flicking a ladybug off her knee. "You gonna tell me why you look like you haven’t slept in a week?"

Milo picked at a splinter in the floorboards. "Midterms." He didn’t make direct eye contact with her.

"Bull," Olivia said, knowing this was an obvious bluff.

"Work stress," Milo retorted, thinking this was more acceptable.

"Try again. I know you’re not really working that much right now." Fuck. Why did Olivia seem to know everything? Milo couldn’t help but wonder, and be annoyed, by his little sister.

He exhaled sharply, the truth a live wire in his chest. This was the cost, he realized—not just the guilt, but the lying. The constant fear that someone would see. That they’d know. A fitting punishment for his sins, perhaps. He knew he deserved some form of this.

Olivia leaned forward, her eyes glinting in the dim light. "Is it drugs?"

Milo choked out a laugh. "Jesus, no."

"A girl, then."

His pulse stuttered. He’d wanted to say something back but couldn’t think of anything good. And an outright denial may have been worse. Still, he knew his reaction may have given away the game.

"I’m not stupid," she continued, softer now. "You’ve been sneaking out. Jumping at your own shadow. And don’t think I didn’t notice you staring at the Ellingtons’ house all week."

Milo’s throat tightened. He could deny it. Make a joke. But the weight of it all—the closet, the moans, the way Gabrielle had gasped Richard’s name—crushed the words before they could form.

"It’s complicated," he whispered.

Olivia studied him for a long moment. Then, to his surprise, she reached out and squeezed his hand. "You’re a shit liar, you know that?" The smile returned to her face.

The knot in Milo’s chest loosened, just a little. A smile must have reappeared on him, too.

"Yeah," he admitted. "Yeah, I know." The two couldn’t help but giggle. Just like they once did when they were kids. It only made them more nostalgic for the setting they were in. They’d loved this treehouse so much.

They sat in silence for a while, listening to the leaves rustle outside. Other than pointing out childhood memories, neither quite knew what to say. Finally, Olivia stretched, her sneakers scraping against the wood. "Whatever it is... I’m here. Okay?"

Milo nodded, sudden warmth flooding his ribs. He truly appreciated that. He leaned in, giving Olivia a hug. And she hugged him right back. "Thanks, sis. Love you."

Olivia rolled her eyes as she climbed down, but her voice carried up to him, fond and familiar:

"Love you too, you big idiot."

Alone in the dark, Milo smiled.
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Chapter 9: The Talk
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The text came at 3:42 a.m., glowing like a beacon in the dark:

Gabrielle: Richard’s golfing Saturday. Come at noon.

Milo stared at the message until his eyes burned. Three days of silence, and now this—no explanation, no apology. Just an invitation. His thumbs hovered over the keyboard before typing:

We need to talk. Actually talk.

The reply was immediate.

Gabrielle: I know.

—-
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THE CURTAINS WERE DRAWN when Milo arrived, casting the living room in muted gold. Gabrielle sat stiffly on the couch, her fingers laced together. She looked exhausted.

"You didn't bring cookies this time," she observed, trying to tease him. Her voice sounded light, but strained—like a rubber band stretched too tight.

Milo remained standing near the doorway, his arms crossed. He hadn't slept more than a few hours since that day. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the closet door, heard Richard's voice, felt the sickening lurch in his gut when—

"I can't do this anymore," he blurted out.

Gabrielle flinched.

"The hiding. The lying." Milo's voice cracked. "I keep thinking about—" He couldn't finish. Couldn't say ‘I keep thinking about you with him while I hid like a coward.’

Gabrielle stood abruptly, her silk robe whispering against her legs. "Don't."

A long pause stretched between them, filled only with the ticking of the antique clock on the mantel.

"I should have told you sooner," she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. "About our... arrangement."

Milo's face reflected the confusion swirling inside him. "Arrangement?"

She wouldn't meet his eyes. "Richard and I have an open marriage. But there are rules. Permission first. No secrets." A bitter laugh escaped her. "Which means we've broken every single one."

Milo's knees nearly gave out. He stumbled back against the wall. All this guilt, all this anguish—for what? Some rich couple's twisted game?

"So I was just—what? Another one of your flings?" The words tasted like bile. To Milo, this revelation cheapened whatever it was the two of them had. How many other guys came before him? Fifteen? Fifty?

Gabrielle crossed the room in three quick strides, her hands cupping his face. "No. God, no." Her thumbs brushed the dark circles under his eyes—mirrors of her own. "That's why I didn't tell him. Because you were never supposed to be just... this."

Milo wanted to believe her. But the memory of that afternoon—the sounds from the bedroom, the way he'd fled like a thief—rose up like a tide.

"What now?" he whispered. He genuinely was at a loss for words.

Gabrielle's hands fell away. "Now," she said, squaring her shoulders, "I either tell Richard the truth... or we end this."

Somewhere outside, a car door slammed. They both froze.

Milo realized with a start that he was holding his breath—just like he had in the closet. Some habits, it seemed, died hard.
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Chapter 10: Confirmation
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Milo’s palms left damp streaks on his jeans as he climbed the steps to the Ellington house for the third time that week—but never like this. Never with permission hanging in the balance. The porch light buzzed overhead, too bright, like an interrogation lamp.

Gabrielle opened the door before he could knock. Her knuckles were white where they gripped the frame. “He’s in the study,” she murmured. “Just... let me do the talking at first.”

The house smelled of lemon polish and something richer—bourbon, maybe. Richard’s voice carried down the hall, crisp and detached, like he was still on a conference call. “—reschedule the Thompson merger for—”

Then silence as they entered.

Richard sat behind an imposing oak desk, his reading glasses reflecting the blue glow of his laptop. He didn’t look up. Simply excused himself from whatever work call he seemed to be on.

Milo hadn’t even realized he’d hopped off quite yet. That’s when Richard said, “Gabrielle tells me we have a situation to discuss.” At first, Milo wasn’t even sure who was being addressed.

A moment of silence passed and Milo realized he might have to speak. What could he say? Milo’s throat sealed shut. This was a mistake. He shouldn’t be here. He—

“We’d like your blessing,” Gabrielle said, her voice steady. “For Milo and I to continue seeing each other.”

A tick in Richard’s jaw. Slowly, he removed his glasses. “I see.” His gaze flicked to Milo. “And you? Do you have anything to add?”

Milo had expected this situation to be weird. But this? This was downright strange.

Milo’s tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. He’d rehearsed this in the mirror all morning, but now the words evaporated. All he could think was: He knows. He’s always known.

“I—”

Richard held up a hand. “Let me save you the stammering.” He leaned back in his leather chair, swirling his drink. “Gabrielle has... needs. I’m often preoccupied. The rules exist to prevent messes, not pleasure.” A pause. “Do you understand the rules?”

Milo nodded jerkily.

“Good.” Richard took a sip of bourbon. “Then you have my permission.”

Gabrielle exhaled, her shoulders dropping. She turned to Milo with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes—and then, with deliberate slowness, she unbuttoned the top button of her blouse.

Milo’s pulse stuttered. This wasn’t how he’d imagined it. Not with Richard watching, not with the air so thick he could choke on it.

“Gabrielle—” Milo said, wanting her to stop. His heart raced, as he had not expected things to take this kind of turn. He’d gotten the answer he wanted, but he hadn’t anticipated this part.

“It’s alright,” Richard said, rising to pour another drink. “Consider this your official welcome.”

Gabrielle’s fingers found Milo’s belt. Her breath was warm against his ear. “Relax,” she whispered. But Milo’s eyes darted to Richard, who merely raised his glass in a mock toast.

As Gabrielle’s lips brushed his neck, one thought screamed through Milo’s mind:

What the hell have I gotten myself into?
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Chapter 11: Another Romp
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The guest bedroom smelled like lavender and sunlight—a stark contrast to the mahogany-and-whisky tension of Richard’s study. Gabrielle closed the door with her hip, her fingers already working the buttons of her blouse. Silk whispered against skin as the fabric slid from her shoulders.

Milo’s breath caught. Even now, after everything, the sight of her undoing herself for him made his pulse stutter. How could it not? She was a very sexy woman.

“Relax,” Gabrielle murmured, stepping closer. Her bare feet left no sound on the carpet. “He’s not watching.” A wicked grin curved her lips. “Though he does like to listen.”

Milo swallowed hard. He must’ve begun to blush, at least a bit. The idea should have unnerved him, but Gabrielle’s fingers tracing his collarbone scattered his thoughts. Her touch was warm, sure—nothing like the performative caresses she’d offered Richard.

“You’re thinking too much,” she chided, pressing a kiss to the corner of his mouth.

He wasn’t anymore. Her kiss brought him down, back into the present moment.

The bed creaked as they tumbled onto it, Gabrielle’s laughter muffled against his neck. Her hands were everywhere—tugging at his belt, raking through his hair, mapping the planes of his chest as if she’d been starving for him. Maybe she had.

Somewhere down the hall, a door clicked shut. Richard, retreating to his office. To work. To wait.

Gabrielle didn’t seem to care. She nipped at Milo’s lower lip, her hips rolling against his with a sigh that went straight to his groin. “Missed this,” she breathed. “Missed you.”

And God, Milo had missed her too. Missed the way her breath hitched when he touched her just right, the way her nails bit into his shoulders when she came, the way she curled into him afterward, boneless and sated.

The two stripped each other down, completely. Until it was nothing but skin-against-skin.

"Milo, fuck—" Gabrielle’s voice broke into a moan as he pushed into her, his hips slamming against hers with a force that made the bedframe shudder. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her back arching off the mattress as he filled her completely, his thick, throbbing length burying itself deep inside her. "Yes, yes, like that!" She gasped, eager to take him.

He groaned, a low, guttural sound that vibrated through her as his hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer, driving himself in deeper. "You feel so fucking good," he growled, his voice rough with desire. "So tight, so wet for me! Such a good girl!"

Gabrielle’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her body trembling beneath him as he moved, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. She loved when he was vocal. Gabrielle had always loved being praised.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice a desperate whimper. "Please, Milo! Harder!"

He obliged, his hips crashing against hers with a force that made her cry out, her nails digging into his shoulders as she clung to him. "Fuck, Gabrielle," he groaned, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. He was enjoying the pain from her claws. It was a nice contrast to the pleasure he was experiencing being buried inside her. "You’re going to make me come,” Milo announced, giving plenty of warning.

"Do it," she pleaded, her voice barely more than a whisper. "Come inside me, Milo. I want to feel you." Her sexy eyes tempted him to follow through with her command.

But he didn’t want to, not yet. He wanted to be sure she got her there, too.

So there they were, working in tandem. Tangled together in a frenzy of passion, their bodies moving perfectly in sync as they chased the pleasure that only the other could give.

"Milo," Gabrielle moaned, her voice breaking as he slid deeper inside her, his hips thrusting into hers with a force that made her see stars. "Don’t stop, please don’t stop,” she begged as Milo softly began to choke her.

"I won’t," he growled, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Not until you come for me, Gabrielle. Not until you scream my name." Even he couldn’t stop himself from smirking after saying something so naughty.

She whimpered, her body trembling as the pleasure built, her nails digging into his back as she clung to him. "I’m close," she gasped, her voice barely more than a whisper. "So close."

Milo groaned, his hips moving faster, harder, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. "Come for me, Gabrielle," he demanded, his voice rough with need. "Come on my cock!" Milo was barely holding on, doing his best not to finish before her.

With a cry, she shattered, her body convulsing around him as the pleasure consumed her. He followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself deep within her, his name a prayer on her lips as they came together, their bodies entwined in the afterglow of their passion. “Fuck!” Gabrielle cried out, her loud scream only making Milo come harder.

He didn’t pull out. Not until he’d filled her right up. Just like she’d asked.

"Milo," she whispered, her voice trembling as he held her. They maintained eye contact for a moment, before he collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms.

"Gabrielle," he murmured, his voice soft as he pressed a kiss to her forehead.

—-
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LATER, WHEN THE EVENING light had faded to just the cold, bright streetlights, and their skin glowed with sweat and satisfaction, Gabrielle traced idle circles on his chest. “Happy?” she asked.

Milo turned his head to study her—the flush on her cheeks, the lazy contentment in her smile. “Yeah, beyond happy,” he said, and meant it.

Somewhere beyond the door, the house hummed with the quiet sounds of Richard’s presence. The clink of glassware. The murmur of a phone call. The occasional creak of floorboards.

But here, behind the blinds of this warm, sweaty room, with Gabrielle’s weight heavy and welcome against him, Milo found himself smiling. Summer stretched before them, long and languid and full of possibility. Whatever happened next—whatever rules they navigated or lines they crossed—he was ready.

For her. For this. For whatever came after. It was sure to be a great time, as long as the two of them were together.

And Milo was so very right. It ended up being one of the best, most memorable summers of Milo’s entire life.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review! It really helps small artists and creators like me better understand my customers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        A Sinful Betrayal… A Dark Obsession… A Dangerous Game
I trusted them both. My wife. My best friend. The two people I loved most in this world—until I walked in on them tangled in my sheets, moaning each other's names. The sight should have destroyed me. Instead, I couldn't look away.
Now, I can't stop thinking about it. The way she moved for him. The way he took what was mine. The images won't leave my head, tormenting me, tempting me. I should hate them. I should walk away. But what if watching isn't enough? What if I need more?
She says she loves me. He swears it was a mistake. But I need to know the truth—I need to see it. And once I do… there's no turning back.
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