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Chapter 1: SUV
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Debbie—Deb to everyone who mattered—slid into the passenger seat of Jeff’s SUV, the leather cool against the backs of her thighs. The scent of his cologne, something woodsy and expensive, wrapped around her, familiar now. Comfortable. Dangerous.

She shouldn’t be here.

But then again, why shouldn’t she?

Carson was at home, like always, hunched over his laptop, fingers flying across the keyboard in that rhythmic, mindless way they did when he was deep in whatever code had his attention this week. Or maybe he was gaming—headset on, eyes glazed, lost in some digital world she’d never understand. Either way, he wouldn’t notice she was gone. He hadn’t noticed much about her lately.

Not like Jeff did.

Jeff, with his stupidly perfect arms and the way he looked at her during their training sessions—like she was something worth looking at. Like she was more than just Carson’s wife, the woman who packed his lunches and listened to him rant about server issues over dinner.

The engine purred to life, and Jeff turned to her, his grin slow, knowing. “So,” he said, voice low, “where to?”

Deb laughed, but it came out breathless. “Anywhere.”

His hand found hers, fingers threading together, and just like that, the last thread of guilt snapped. Carson wouldn’t miss her. He barely saw her when she was right in front of him.

Jeff leaned in, and she met him halfway.

The kiss was hungry, impatient, the kind of kiss that made her forget she was supposed to feel bad about this. His free hand slid up her thigh, warm and sure, and Deb let herself sink into it.

When they finally pulled apart, Jeff’s eyes were dark, satisfied. “Buckle up,” he murmured.

She did.

The SUV rolled out of the parking lot, and Deb didn’t look back. There was nothing she wanted more than this.
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Chapter 2: The Beginning
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The rhythmic tapping of Carson's keyboard filled the house like white noise. Deb paused in the doorway of his office, gym bag slung over one shoulder, watching the way his shoulders hunched forward in concentration. The blue glow of his monitors reflected in his glasses, hiding his eyes.

"I'm going to the gym," she announced.

Carson's fingers froze mid-keystroke. "Hmm? Oh, right." He swiveled in his chair, blinking as if surprised to see her standing there. "The new trainer today, yeah?"

Deb nodded, adjusting the strap of her sports bra beneath her tank top. "Third session with Jeff. You remember—I showed you his profile last week?"

"Right, right." Carson's gaze had already drifted back to his screen. "Hey, before you go—I've been researching smart home security systems. The new Arlo cameras have this insane motion tracking—"

"Cameras?" Deb interrupted.

"Yeah, like, if someone walks up our driveway, it'll—"

"Carson." She held up a hand. "I'm literally walking out the door."

His mouth snapped shut. A flush crept up his neck—that familiar look of embarrassed realization. "Shit. Sorry. I just got excited about the tech."

Deb softened slightly. This was the dance they did now—his absentmindedness, her frustration, his sheepish apology. Rinse and repeat.

"You should go," he said, forcing a smile. "Have a good session."

The late afternoon sun warmed her skin as she stepped outside. The air smelled like freshly cut grass from the neighbour's lawn. As she pulled out of the driveway, she caught a glimpse of Carson through the window—already turned back to his screens, fingers flying across the keyboard.

The gym parking lot was half-empty when she arrived. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, she could see Jeff near the squat racks, clipboard in hand. He looked up as she entered, flashing that easy smile that made something flutter in her stomach.

"Ready to work, Deb?"

She rolled her shoulders back, pushing thoughts of security cameras and neglected conversations from her mind. "Absolutely."
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Chapter 3: The Gym
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The gym smelled of rubber mats and citrus-scented disinfectant, the afternoon light slanting through floor-to-ceiling windows. Deb wiped her palms on her leggings as Jeff strode toward her, his biceps straining against the sleeves of his tight black tee.

Jesus. Had his arms always been that big?

She'd been coming here for three weeks now, and somehow she'd never noticed the way his shoulders tapered down to that lean waist, or how his dark hair caught the light when he moved. Today felt different—charged with something she couldn't name.

"Ready to get wrecked?" Jeff grinned, tossing her a towel.

Deb caught it with a scoff. "That's not reassuring."

"C'mon, you're a natural." He led her toward the squat racks, his voice low and teasing. "Unless you're scared of a little sweat."

"Oh, I'm terrified," she deadpanned, rolling her eyes.

The Tuesday crowd was lighter than usual—just a few regulars scattered across the gym floor. 

Deb found herself grateful for the relative privacy as Jeff positioned himself behind the squat rack, loading plates with practiced efficiency.

Jeff laughed—a warm, easy sound—and adjusted the barbell. "Alright, let's start light. Feet shoulder-width apart, back straight." He demonstrated the positioning for her, his form effortless.

Deb watched the fluid motion of his body, the way his thighs engaged as he lowered into the squat. Everything about him was controlled, purposeful. She'd never paid attention to technique before—not like this.

She mirrored him, but the bar wobbled.

"Whoa, easy." His hands hovered near her shoulders, not touching but close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his skin. "You're leaning forward. Think about sitting back, not down."

His breath ghosted across her neck as he spoke, and she had to concentrate harder than necessary to focus on his instructions. The scent of his cologne—something clean and woodsy—mixed with the faint salt of sweat.

She tried again. Better.

"There you go." His approval sent a stupid little thrill through her. "Feel the difference? Your glutes are doing the work now, not your knees."

They moved through the routine: deadlifts (his fingers brushing hers as he handed over weights, the contact lasting a heartbeat longer than necessary), lat pulldowns (his forearm flexing as he adjusted the machine, muscles shifting beneath tanned skin), and finally, core work.

"Your form's really improved," Jeff said as they transitioned between exercises. "Remember when you first started and nearly toppled over during those Romanian deadlifts?"

Deb groaned. "Don't remind me. I thought I was going to face-plant in front of everyone."

"Hey, we all start somewhere." He handed her a lighter set of dumbbells. "Besides, you recovered like a champ. Most people would've been too embarrassed to come back."

"Most people are smarter than me," Deb admitted, in her typical, self-deprecating fashion.

"Nah." His eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled. "Most people quit when things get hard. You push through."

The compliment hit differently than his usual encouragement. There was something almost... admiring in his tone. Deb felt heat creep up her neck and focused intently on her grip.

"Last one," Jeff said twenty minutes later, crouching beside her mat as she struggled through bicycle crunches. His proximity made her acutely aware of every breath, every movement. 

"Don't quit on me now."

"I hate you," she gasped, but she was laughing.

"Liar." He smirked, and there was something playful—almost flirtatious—in his expression. "You love my motivational skills."

Deb's stomach flipped. Too close to the truth.

She pushed through the final set, her abs burning, Jeff counting down beside her. When she finally collapsed back onto the mat, chest heaving, he was still there—close enough that she could see the gold flecks in his brown eyes.

"Water break," he said, but neither of them moved.

The gym's ambient noise—weights clanking, machines humming, distant conversations—seemed to fade into background static. Deb became hyper aware of everything: the way Jeff's breathing had deepened from their workout, the slight sheen of sweat on his collarbone visible through his shirt's neckline, the intensity in his gaze as he looked down at her.

"Deb..." he started, his voice rougher than usual.

She sat up quickly, breaking the moment. "Water. Yes. Good idea."

An hour later, she was drenched, her muscles singing with that particular ache that came from a solid workout. Jeff handed her a water bottle, their fingers brushing in the exchange.

"Good work today," he said, wiping his brow with the back of his hand. "You're getting stronger."

"Thanks to you." She'd meant it as professionalism. It came out softer, more intimate than intended.

Their eyes met. Held. Alone in that moment, together.

The air between them seemed to thicken, weighted with unspoken possibilities. Jeff's smile faded into something unreadable—want, maybe, or confusion. His gaze dropped briefly to her lips before snapping back up.

Deb's pulse hammered in her throat. She thought about Carson, probably still at the office, buried in spreadsheets and conference calls. When was the last time he'd looked at her like this? When was the last time anyone had?

"I should—" she started.

"Yeah," Jeff said quickly, stepping back. "Me too."

Deb looked away first, heart hammering. "I should—shower. Go." She grabbed her bag, cheeks burning with embarrassment and something that felt dangerously like disappointment.

"Same time Thursday?" he called after her, his voice carefully casual.

"Yeah," she tossed her bag over her shoulder, too fast.

The parking lot air was cool against her overheated skin, but she still felt feverish. It's just endorphins, she told herself as she fumbled with her car keys. Post-workout high. Perfectly normal.

But as she sat in her car, watching Jeff through the gym's windows as he cleaned equipment and chatted with other members, she couldn't shake the memory of that moment on the mat. The way he'd said her name. The way he'd looked at her like she was something worth wanting.

The drive home passed in a blur of suburban streets and stop signs. Carson's Honda was already in the driveway when she pulled up—unusual for a Tuesday. She found him in the kitchen, loosening his tie as he peered into the fridge.

"How was the gym?" he asked without turning around, his voice carrying that distracted tone that meant his mind was still at work.

"Fine," she managed, her voice sounding strange to her own ears. "Good workout."

Carson emerged with a leftover container, already reaching for his phone as it buzzed with what was probably another email. "That's great, babe. Jeff's really whipping you into shape."

If only he knew, Deb thought, then immediately felt guilty for the treacherous little thrill the words gave her.

All she could see was Jeff's smile. The way his eyes had darkened when he'd looked at her. The almost-moment that had stretched between them like a bridge she wasn't sure she was brave enough to cross.

But God help her, she wanted to find out.
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Chapter 4: Sleepless Nights
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That night, Deb couldn’t sleep. It was an unseasonably warm evening. The kind where you try to get to bed, but can’t. The kind where you reposition yourself, adjusting over and over again, for hours on end. 

The ceiling fan did little more than push the thick air around, and the sheets clung to her skin, damp with sweat. She kicked them off, then pulled them back up, then kicked them off again. Nothing helped.

Her mind wouldn’t shut off.

Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Jeff—his hands adjusting the barbell, the way his shirt had ridden up just slightly when he demonstrated a deadlift, revealing a strip of toned stomach. The heat in his gaze when he’d caught her staring. The way his voice had dropped when he said her name. Deb. Like it meant something.

She rolled onto her side, facing the empty space in the bed where Carson should have been. He’d fallen asleep on the couch again, laptop still open on his chest, some coding problem he’d been too engrossed to let go of. She hadn’t even bothered waking him.

It had been months since they’d touched each other. Not since that perfunctory, half-asleep attempt Carson had made on their anniversary, before rolling over with a mumbled apology about being tired. She’d told herself she didn’t care. But now, lying here, skin buzzing with restless energy, she ached.

She grabbed her phone from the nightstand. 2:17 a.m. No notifications.

Her thumb hovered over Instagram. She shouldn’t.

She tapped Jeff’s profile anyway.

His latest post was a gym selfie, captioned Late-night grind. His biceps strained against the sleeves of his tank top, his smile easy, confident. She zoomed in—stupidly, guiltily—then dropped her phone facedown on the mattress like it had burned her.

This is pathetic.

But the image lingered behind her eyelids. The way his shoulders filled out his shirt. The way he’d looked at her today—really looked at her, like he saw something worth seeing.

She turned onto her stomach, pressing her face into the pillow. The heat was unbearable. The want was worse.

Downstairs, Carson’s phone buzzed—a work email, probably. He stirred, muttered something, then went quiet again.

Deb exhaled, staring at the sliver of moonlight cutting through the blinds.

Sleep wasn’t coming. Not soon, anyway.
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Chapter 5: Still Nothing
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The alarm blared at 6:30 a.m., jolting Deb awake like a bucket of ice water. She groaned, rolling onto her back, her body heavy with exhaustion. Four hours of fitful sleep—if you could even call it that. The sheets were tangled around her legs, damp with sweat despite the fan still whirring overhead.

Downstairs, the clatter of dishes and the rich, bitter scent of coffee drifted up. Carson was already awake.

She dragged herself out of bed, her reflection in the vanity mirror confirming what she already knew: dark circles under her eyes, hair mussed from tossing and turning. She looked as hollow as she felt.

Carson stood at the counter, scrolling through his phone with one hand while the other absently stirred his coffee. He didn’t look up when she entered.

“Morning,” she said, her voice rough with sleep.

“Hey,” he replied, still staring at his screen. “Coffee’s fresh.”

She poured herself a cup, the silence between them thick and familiar. The kitchen clock ticked loudly.

“Sleep okay?” he asked after a beat, though his tone suggested he already knew the answer—or worse, didn’t really care.

“Not really,” she admitted, watching him over the rim of her mug. “It was too hot.”

“Hmm.” He nodded vaguely, his thumb still swiping across his phone. “We should get that AC looked at.”

We. As if he’d ever follow through.

Deb bit back a sigh. There was a time, years ago, when Carson would have noticed her exhaustion. When he’d have set down his phone, pulled her into his arms, and kissed her temple with a murmured, “Go back to bed, I’ll handle today.”

Now, he just took another sip of coffee.

She studied him—the way his shoulders slouched in his rumpled work shirt, the stubble darkening his jaw because he couldn’t be bothered to shave. When had he stopped trying? When had she?

“I’m heading to the gym today,” she said, testing the words, watching for any flicker of reaction.

“Cool,” Carson said, finally looking up—but only to check the time. “You’re really sticking with it, huh?”

“Yeah.” She forced a smile. “It’s good for me.”

“That’s great, babe.” His phone buzzed, and just like that, his attention snapped back to the screen. “Oh, shit—I gotta take this. Client’s freaking out about some server issue.”

And just like that, he was gone, disappearing into his office with his coffee, leaving Deb standing alone in the kitchen.

—-
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THE HOT WATER DID LITTLE to ease the tension coiled in her shoulders. She stood under the spray, eyes closed, letting it sluice over her skin. She could hear Carson moving around in the bedroom, the muffled sound of his voice as he took his call.

Even just hearing him was annoying her right now. Only mildly so, but Carson was frustrating Deb lately. She wished he could read the signs. Her tone. Her body language. But he’d never been very good at that.

She stepped out, wrapping herself in a towel, skin flushed and damp. The mirror was fogged, but she didn’t bother wiping it clear.

Carson appeared in the doorway, phone still pressed to his ear. He barely glanced at her. “Hey, I gotta head in today. It’s a bit of an emergency,” he said, already turning away. “Don’t wait up—might be another late one.”

She didn’t respond. Just stood there, towel clinging to her body, water dripping onto the tiles. Unbelievable, she thought.

The front door clicked shut a minute later.

—-
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DEB DRESSED MECHANICALLY—SPORTS bra, leggings, tank top. She tied her hair back with more force than necessary.

Maybe Carson would never change. Maybe he’d never look at her the way Jeff had yesterday—like she was something electric, something alive.

But she could change.

She grabbed her gym bag, slinging it over her shoulder with a sharp exhale. Fine. If her marriage was a slow, suffocating death, at least she could control this. At least she could walk into that gym today stronger than she’d been yesterday.

And if she worked on her body, continued getting more fit, and other men started to notice?

Well.

That was just extra motivation.
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Chapter 6: Next Session
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It was another several days until her next session with Jeff. Deb would never admit it, but she’d been eagerly awaiting seeing him again.

The days between sessions had stretched like taffy: slow and sticky with anticipation.

Deb told herself she wasn’t counting, but the gym bag by the door had been packed since yesterday, her new leggings (the ones that hugged every curve) laid out like an offering.

The gym smelled of antiseptic and effort when she pushed through the glass doors. Her pulse kicked up when she spotted Jeff near the free weights, his back to her as he loaded plates onto a barbell. The muscles in his shoulders shifted beneath thin cotton as he worked, the tattoo on his left arm—some intricate geometric design she’d never gotten close enough to study—peeking out from his rolled sleeve.

"You’re staring."

Deb startled. Jeff had turned, wiping his hands on a towel slung over his shoulder. His grin was all teeth, the kind that made her throat go dry.

"Was not," she lied, adjusting her ponytail. "Just zoning out."

"Uh-huh." He stepped closer, close enough that she caught the scent of him—clean sweat and something citrusy. "You know, most people zone out staring at the wall. Not at their trainer’s ass."

Heat flooded her cheeks. "I was not—"

"Relax." He laughed, low and easy. "I take it as a compliment." His gaze dropped to her outfit, lingering just long enough to make her skin prickle. "New gear?"

She swallowed. "You noticed."

"I notice a lot of things." The words hung between them, weighted.

The session passed in a blur of exertion and charged moments—his palm steadying the small of her back during lunges, the brush of his fingers against her wrist when he handed her dumbbells. By the time they finished, her tank top clung to her ribs, her breath coming in short gasps.

Jeff tossed her a water bottle. "You’re pushing harder."

"Trying to impress you," she said before she could stop herself.

His eyebrows lifted. The water bottle froze halfway to his lips. "Yeah?"

The air between them thickened. Deb busied herself with her towel, suddenly fascinated by the frayed edge. "You know. As a client."

"Right." Jeff set the bottle down with deliberate care. "Speaking of client privileges... There’s this new frozen yogurt place. Peanut butter swirl, fresh fruit toppings." He leaned against the weight rack, biceps flexing. "You in?"

Deb’s mouth watered, and it had nothing to do with dessert. "Is this part of my training plan?"

"Absolutely." His grin turned wicked. "Post-workout carbs are essential."

She should say no. Should go home to Carson, to their quiet house and quieter marriage. But the way Jeff was looking at her—like she was the only person in the room, in the world—

"One scoop," she said.

Jeff’s smile could’ve powered the city. "I’ll drive."

As she followed him to the parking lot, the strap of her gym bag biting into her shoulder, Deb catalogued every reason this was a bad idea. The wedding band on her left hand. The way Jeff’s jeans rode low on his hips as he unlocked his SUV.

None of it mattered.

Not when he opened the passenger door for her, his hand brushing the curve of her waist as she climbed in. Not when he leaned across the console to buckle her seatbelt, his breath warm against her neck.

"Safety first," he murmured.

Deb’s laugh came out shaky. The engine roared to life.

Somewhere between the gym and Main Street, between the ache in her muscles and the hunger in his eyes, she stopped pretending this was about frozen yogurt.
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Chapter 7: Jealous?
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Back at home, Deb was ready to see if Carson would be jealous.

Short answer? He wasn’t. At least, it didn’t appear that way.

She pushed through the front door an hour later than usual, her skin still buzzing from the lingering thrill of Jeff’s goodbye—his fingers brushing hers as he handed over her gym bag, his low “See you Thursday” that sounded more like a promise than a reminder. The house was quiet, save for the faint hum of Carson’s computer fans from his office.

Deb dropped her keys into the bowl with deliberate force, the clatter echoing through the foyer. No reaction. She kicked off her shoes, letting one thud against the wall. Still nothing.

She found him exactly where she’d left him that morning—slouched in his ergonomic chair, eyes glued to his dual monitors, a half-empty coffee cup staining the desk beside him. The blue light reflected off his glasses, hiding his eyes.

“I’m back,” she announced, leaning against the doorframe.

Carson blinked, as if surfacing from deep water. “Hey.” His gaze flickered to her, then back to his screen. “How was the gym?”

How was the—?

Deb clenched her jaw. She’d been gone for over three hours. Almost four! Had he even noticed?

“Good,” she said, crossing her arms. “Really good, actually.”

“Cool.” His fingers clacked across the keyboard. “You hungry? There’s leftover Thai in the fridge.”

She stared at him. That was it? No Where were you? No You’re late. Not even a You look nice—though she’d taken extra care in the gym’s changing room, reapplying her mascara and lip gloss before heading home.

“Jeff and I went for frozen yogurt after,” Deb blurted out.

Carson paused mid-keystroke. For a heartbeat, she thought she’d finally gotten through. Then—

“Peanut butter swirl?” He didn’t look up. “You always go for that one.”

Deb’s stomach dropped. He remembered her favourite flavour—but not the fact that she’d never mentioned going out with Jeff before.

“Yeah,” she muttered.

Silence. The clock on the wall ticked loudly.

She turned on her heel and marched upstairs, her face burning. In their bedroom, she yanked open the closet door harder than necessary, the hangers rattling.

Pathetic. The word echoed in her skull.

She wasn’t even sure who she was mad at anymore—Carson for his indifference, or herself for hoping, just this once, he’d care.
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Chapter 8: It Begins
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Deb's heart was already racing—and not from cardio.

She had arrived early, pacing the edge of the gym floor with her water bottle clutched in hand, pretending to stretch while her eyes kept flicking toward the front desk. Every minute that passed made the anticipation coil tighter in her stomach.

Then the door swung open.

Jeff stepped in, fresh from the late spring air, his grey tee clinging to him in all the right places. He spotted her immediately, a slow grin spreading across his face as he walked over. Not a trainer’s smile. Not today. It was something else—something darker, heavier.

"Hey, look at you! Someone's eager," he said, voice teasing, eyes scanning her from head to toe.

Deb shifted under his gaze, but didn’t look away. "Maybe I’m just motivated."

Jeff stepped closer. "I like motivated."

They moved to the squat rack, and everything from that point on came with heat. His instructions were low, drawn out. His touches, guiding her posture or correcting her form, lingered longer than they should have. Every brush of skin sent sparks down her spine.

“Back straight,” he murmured behind her, his hand warm against the small of her back. “And—hips here.”

He adjusted her, slowly. Purposefully. Their bodies too close, the air between them thick with unspoken things.

She didn’t move away. Didn’t say no.

In fact, she leaned into it.

“Better,” she said, glancing at him over her shoulder.

His lips quirked. “You’re making this hard to stay professional.”

“Maybe I don’t want you to,” she admitted.

Silence. Not awkward—charged. Something was definitely changing. The energy in the air was different, now.

The rest of the workout became a blur of tension and heat. When she bent over to rack weights, she swore she felt his eyes trace every curve. When she wiped sweat from her chest, she saw his jaw clench. She pushed harder than usual—faster reps, deeper squats—her body humming with adrenaline, with want.

Afterward, she flopped down onto the stretching mat, her limbs shaking.

“Damn,” she breathed, eyes closed. “You really went for it today.”

Jeff knelt beside her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his skin. “You keep showing up like that,” he said, voice low, “and I’ll have no choice.”

Deb turned her head, meeting his gaze. “So you’re saying it’s my fault?” A wide grin spread across her face as she replied.

“I’m saying...” He leaned in, their faces inches apart. “I’ve been thinking about you.”

Her pulse thundered. “Yeah?”

He nodded, eyes dark. “All week.”

The mat was too thin. Her clothes too clingy. The gym too public. But none of that mattered. The feeling was definitely mutual.

She sat up, her face inches from his, lips parted just slightly.

“I could go for some frozen yogurt,” she whispered, her tone deliberately innocent.

Jeff’s smile was slow and wicked. “That right?”

“Peanut butter swirl,” she added, standing and tossing him a look over her shoulder as she grabbed her gym bag. “Same as last time.”

Jeff followed, grabbing his keys. “You’re lucky I’m a man of tradition.”

They walked out together, his hand brushing hers, then staying there. Interlocked. Easy. Bold. Deb loved the thrill of it. But the nerves that came with it caused her heart to beat erratically. She could hear her pulse in her ears.

Neither of them said it out loud, but they both knew.

This wasn’t about frozen yogurt anymore.
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Chapter 9: Car Fun
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Deb’s spoon scraped the bottom of the froyo cup, the crunchy peanut butter swirl long gone. The sun had set, and the parking lot was bathed in the orange glow of streetlights. Jeff’s SUV, parked in the far corner, felt like a cocoon of warmth and possibility. The engine was off, but the heat between them was anything but.

Jeff leaned back in the driver’s seat, his arm draped casually over the steering wheel, his fingers tapping a rhythm that matched the beat of Deb’s heart. She could feel his eyes on her, that heavy, lingering gaze that made her skin prickle. She turned to him, her lips curling into a smile.

“You know,” she said, her voice teasing, “this was supposed to be just froyo.”

Jeff’s grin was slow, deliberate. “Yeah? And how’s that working out for you?”

She laughed, a low, husky sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “Not quite as planned.”

He reached over, his fingers brushing a strand of auburn hair from her face. “Good.”

The air in the SUV shifted, charged with something primal. Deb’s breath hitched as Jeff leaned in, his lips hovering just above hers. She could feel the heat of his breath, the barely contained desire in the way his eyes locked onto hers.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” he murmured, his voice rough.

“Thinking about what?” she whispered, her heart pounding.

“This.” His lips crashed into hers, hungry, demanding. The kiss was electric, a fire that ignited instantly, consuming them both. His hands tangled in her hair, pulling her closer, as if he couldn’t get enough. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers gripping the front of his shirt, desperate to feel more of him.

Their lips broke apart for just a moment, both of them panting, their foreheads resting together. “God, you’re gorgeous,” Jeff breathed, his thumb tracing the curve of her jaw.

“Take me home,” Deb whispered, her voice trembling with need. She wasn’t sure if she meant it or not.

Jeff didn’t hesitate. He started the engine, his fingers gripping the wheel tightly, his mind already racing with what was to come. The drive to her place was a blur, the streets empty, the night stretching out before them like a promise.

They parked outside her house. He waited for Debbie to get out of the car. She hesitated.

Jeff used this as his opportunity. His hand reached out, touching hers. “Stay with me,” Jeff suggested, waiting for her to turn and look into his eyes.

That’s when Deb realized, she wanted to. She wanted to stay. She didn’t want to leave, either. But they couldn’t do this here.

“Drive, I don’t want to be seen by anybody.”

Jeff nodded, obeying her. The grin across his face was one of pure bliss. He put his signal on, quickly taking off from the front of her and Carson’s house.

—-
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THEIR LIPS FOUND EACH other again, this time with even more urgency. Jeff’s hands roamed her body, memorizing every curve, every dip. He pushed her gently, back against the seat, his body pressing into hers, his hardness making her gasp.

“I want you,” he growled, his lips trailing down her neck, leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

“Then take me,” she whispered, her hands fumbling with the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head. Her fingers explored his chest, feeling the taut muscles beneath his skin. He was perfection, every inch of him.

Jeff’s hands were impatient, tugging at her clothes, desperate to feel her skin against his. Her shirt hit the floor, followed by her bra, and he groaned at the sight of her. “Jesus, Deb,” he muttered, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

She arched into his touch, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Jeff, please.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He lifted her effortlessly, reaching behind her so that he could reach the lever to recline the seat back. The seat went down as he pushed against it.

He laid Deb down gently, his eyes drinking in the sight of her, sprawled out before him like a feast.

He stripped off the rest of his clothes, his erection straining against his briefs. Deb’s eyes widened, her lips parting in anticipation. He knelt between her legs, his hands sliding up her thighs, spreading her open for him.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “So fucking beautiful.”

His tongue darted out, tasting her, and she cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the seat. He teased her, his tongue swirling around her clit, his fingers slipping inside her, curling up to hit her G spot. Her hips bucked against his mouth, her moans filling the SUV.

“Yes, Jeff! Like that!” she groaned.

“Don’t worry, I’m not gonna stop!” Jeff proudly continued to please her. The smirk on his face reflected how happy he was to see Deb experiencing this pleasure.

“Jeff, I’m close,” she gasped, her body trembling with the force of her pleasure.

He didn’t let up, his tongue and fingers working in tandem, pushing her over the edge. She came with a cry, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure washed over her. Jeff kissed his way up her body, his lips finding hers again, his taste mingling with hers.

“That was just the beginning,” he whispered, his voice dark with promise.

He reached for a condom, rolling it on with practiced ease. He positioned himself at her entrance, his eyes locked onto hers. “Ready?”

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat. She couldn’t recall the last time she’d experienced this level of passion. This wild kind of desire. The type she so desperately wished her and Carson had.

He pushed inside her slowly, inch by inch, letting her adjust to him. She was tight, wet, and he groaned, his forehead resting against hers. “Fuck, you feel amazing.”

He started to move, his thrusts deep and slow, each one dragging a moan from her lips. Her nails dug into his back, pulling him closer, urging him to go faster. He obliged, his pace quickening, the sound of their skin slapping together filling the car.

“Harder,” she begged, her hips meeting his thrusts, her body desperate for more.

Jeff’s hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he fucked her with a fierce intensity. She could feel the pleasure building again, her orgasm rushing toward her like a tidal wave. It had never been this easy before.

“Oh Jeff! That feels so fucking good,” she cried.

“Yeah, I know,” he teased. “It feels that way for me, too,” he said, leaning in to hold her throat while he kissed her passionately and drove himself deep.

Soon, Deb broke the kiss.

“I’m going to come,” she moaned, her body tightening around him.

“Let go,” he growled, his thrusts becoming erratic, his own release close.

She came with a cry, her body convulsing around him, pulling him over the edge with her. He drove into her one last time, his release spilling into the condom, his groan muffled against her neck.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected, their breaths mingling. Then Jeff pulled out, disposing of the condom in some tissues before collapsing beside her. They lay there, side by side, their hearts still racing.

Deb turned her head to look at him, a satisfied smile on her lips. “You’re amazing.”

Jeff chuckled, his hand reaching out to brush her cheek. “You’re pretty incredible yourself.”

She grinned, her body still humming with pleasure. “Think you can keep up with me?”

Jeff’s eyes darkened, a wicked smile spreading across his face. “Let’s find out.”

He rolled on top of her again, his lips capturing hers in a deep, passionate kiss. His hands explored her body, reigniting the fire between them. Deb’s hips arched into his, her body already craving more. Jeff’s lips trailed down her neck, his breath hot against her skin.

“You’re insatiable,” he murmured, his voice low and dripping with desire.

“Only for you,” she whispered back, her fingers threading through his hair.

He positioned himself closer to her, his eyes locking onto hers as he pulled her in. “Was that good for you? For a first time, I mean.”

Deb’s heart raced, her body already responding to him. “Absolutely.”
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Chapter 10: Fast Forward
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Two months.

That’s how long it had been since the first time in Jeff’s SUV, since Deb had crossed a line she’d only fantasized about before. Two months of stolen moments—parking lots at dusk, the backseat of her car during lunch breaks, quick, frantic encounters where they barely had time to catch their breath before reality came crashing back.

And God, she loved it.

The way Jeff looked at her—like she was the only woman in the world—sent a thrill through her every time. The way his hands gripped her hips, possessive and hungry. The way he whispered filthy things in her ear, things Carson had never dared say even on their best days.

She felt alive for the first time in years. Jeff was treating her exactly the way she wanted. He was everything she’d dreamed of.

And Carson?

He hadn’t noticed a damn thing.

Not the new lingerie tucked in the back of her drawer. Not the way she came home flushed and breathless on "gym days." Not the way she’d started sleeping in her own space, her back turned to him, the distance between them growing wider every night.

Pathetic.

—-
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CARSON’S VOICE CUT through her thoughts as she stood at the kitchen island, scrolling through her phone—another text from Jeff lighting up the screen.

Thinking about you. Wish I could bend you over that counter right now.

She bit her lip to stifle a grin.

“Work’s sending me to that conference in Vancouver,” Carson said, shoveling cereal into his mouth like a man who had never once considered seducing his wife over breakfast. “Four days. I leave Thursday.”

Deb’s fingers stilled on her phone. Four days. A weekend.

She schooled her face into something resembling disappointment. “That long?”

Carson shrugged. “Yeah. Big client meetings.” He didn’t even look up from his laptop. “You’ll be okay, right?”

Oh, I’ll be more than okay.

“I’ll manage,” she said, her voice carefully neutral.

—-
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JEFF’S GRIP TIGHTENED on her hips the second she told him, his fingers digging into her skin through the thin fabric of her leggings. They were in his car again, parked behind the gym, the windows fogged from their heavy breathing.

“Four days?” His voice was rough, yet excited, as his lips trailed down her neck. “In your bed?”

“Our bed,” she corrected, arching into him. “And yes.”

Jeff groaned, his teeth grazing her pulse point. “Fuck. I can’t wait.”

She couldn’t either. No more cramped backseats. No more rushed goodbyes. No more pretending. Just excitement, alone time, and passion.

For four glorious days, the house would be theirs.

—-
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THE MORNING OF CARSON’S flight, Deb practically vibrated with anticipation. She packed his suitcase for him, humming as she folded his shirts—useful for once—while he rattled off last-minute reminders about the thermostat and the mail.

“Got it,” she said, nodding absently.

Carson hesitated at the door, his suitcase in hand. For a second, she thought he might kiss her goodbye.

He didn’t.

“See you Monday,” he said instead.

“See you, honey!” Deb replied.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Deb waited exactly ten minutes—just long enough for his Uber to disappear down the street—before pulling out her phone.

He’s gone.

Jeff’s reply was instant.

Be there in 20. Don’t bother getting dressed.

She laughed, her body already humming with anticipation. She couldn’t wait.

Finally. No more hiding.
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Chapter 11: Gone
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Carson was really gone. And Jeff was just getting here.

The quiet hit differently when it was real. Deb was feeling a sense of disbelief.

No suitcase in the hallway. No muted Zoom calls spilling out from behind Carson’s office door. No half-drunk coffee mugs left on the kitchen counter.

Just silence.

Deb walked barefoot across the kitchen tiles, the same ones Carson had insisted on years ago because they were “easy to clean.” Her toenails were still painted a glossy crimson—Jeff’s favourite—and her body buzzed with anticipation. She’d showered, but only barely. A loose tank top clung to damp skin. She hadn’t bothered with a bra.

She didn’t plan on needing it.

The kitchen clock ticked. 10:43 a.m.

Her phone buzzed against the island countertop.

Outside.

It was a text from Jeff, but she didn’t answer. Just padded to the front door, heart hammering, and opened it.

Jeff stood there in a black t-shirt and jeans that looked painted on, his sunglasses pushed up into his hair. A grin curled across his face the moment he saw her—slow, satisfied, hungry.

“Good morning,” he said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation.

Deb didn’t respond, not with words. She grabbed him by the collar and kissed him the second the door clicked shut behind them. Hard. Needy.

Jeff responded instantly, one arm wrapping tight around her waist, the other hand grabbing a fistful of her hair. His mouth was hot, demanding, and exactly what she’d been dreaming about.

When they broke apart, both of them breathless, he smirked. “Missed me?”

“Shut up,” she whispered, tugging him forward by the belt loop. “I’ve been counting the hours.”

“Four days,” he said, letting her guide him, their feet shuffling back through the hall toward the living room. “Alone. Together. In your bed.”

“Our bed, now,” she corrected again, her voice thick with heat. The smile they exchanged told them precisely what was on each other’s minds.

Jeff growled low in his throat and pulled her in again, this time backing her against the wall, kissing her like he meant to erase the months of stolen time. His hands slid beneath her tank top, palms hot on bare skin, fingers teasing the curve of her waist.

“No more back seats,” she murmured, lips brushing his jaw.

“No more half-dressed quickies,” he added, nipping her earlobe. “No more pretending you’re going home to someone who notices.”

She moaned into his neck, the words hitting a nerve. She was surprised he said it. But it’d been true. She’d been starving. Starving for this.

For him.

“Bedroom,” she breathed. “Now.”

Jeff pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “You sure?”

Deb let her tank top slip from one shoulder and smiled. “I didn’t shave for nothing.”

He laughed, that low, wicked sound she loved, and bent down to scoop her into his arms. She gasped, clinging to his neck, laughing now too—but the air between them stayed electric.

He carried her up the stairs, taking two at a time. She directed him to the room, given he had never been in the house before. He didn’t know the layout. Not yet, anyway.

And as they crossed the threshold into the master bedroom, daylight spilling in through the blinds, Deb’s last thought was simple:

Finally.

No interruptions.

No guilt.

Just them.

And everything they were about to do.
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Chapter 12: Finally, A Real Bedroom


[image: ]


Jeff set her down gently on the edge of the bed, his hands lingering on her hips as if he couldn’t bear to let her go. The room felt charged, the air thick with the weight of everything they’d been holding back. How long had they been waiting for this moment?

An eternity, it felt like.

Deb’s breath hitched as he knelt before her, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing the loose tank top higher. His eyes burned into hers, a question in their depths.

“Deb,” he murmured, his voice rough, “You’re sure you can handle me? I’ve been craving you badly all week,” he teased her as his fingers stroked her chest.

Her answer came in the form of her fingers threading through his hair, pulling him closer. “Oh, I’m sure. In fact, I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she whispered, her voice trembling with her own desire.

That was all the encouragement he needed. His hands gripped the hem of her tank top and pulled it over her head in one swift motion, tossing it aside. She sat there, bare except for the damp shorts she’d thrown on after her shower, her skin flushed and glistening. Jeff’s gaze roamed over her hungrily, as if he were committing every curve to memory.

“You’re fucking stunning,” he said, his voice low and husky. His hands slid up her sides, thumbs brushing over her ribcage, then higher, until they grazed the swell of her breasts. Deb’s breath caught, her body arching instinctively into his touch. His lips found hers again, this time softer, slower, but no less demanding. His tongue teased the seam of her lips, and she parted them eagerly, letting him in.

His hands moved to her shorts, fingers slipping beneath the waistband, and he tugged them down her legs, leaving her completely exposed. She shivered, not from cold, but from the intensity of his gaze as he took her in. He stood then, stripping off his shirt in one fluid motion, revealing the sculpted planes of his chest and abs. Deb’s mouth went dry, her fingers itching to touch him.

He knelt again, his hands on her knees, spreading her legs wider. “I’ve been dreaming about this,” he admitted, his breath hot against her inner thigh. “You, like this, completely mine.”

Her moan was muffled by her own hand as his lips found her core, his tongue tracing slow, deliberate circles around her most sensitive spot. Her back arched off the bed, her fingers gripping the sheets. “Jeff,” she gasped, his name a desperate plea on her lips.

He didn’t let up, his tongue flicking and teasing until she was writhing beneath him, her breath coming in short, rapid gasps. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he didn’t even want to give her the option of moving away. He wanted to please her, and he wanted her to know just how badly he wanted it, too.

The tasting continued until Deb grew louder, moaning and practically begging to be fucked. When she was soaking wet and his fingers could slip in with relative ease, he knew she was ready for him.

Jeff pulled back, a satisfied smirk on his lips, and kissed his way up her body, stopping to nip at her collarbone before capturing her lips in a searing kiss. She could taste herself on his tongue, and it only made her want him more. Her hands fumbled with the button of his jeans, but he stopped her, pulling back slightly.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice full of want. “I want to savour every second of this.”

He stood again, shedding the rest of his clothes, and Deb’s breath caught at the sight of him. He was perfection in Deb’s eyes. Every inch of him, every muscle fibre, every strand of hair—and he was all hers. He climbed onto the bed, hovering over her, his weight supported on his arms as he looked down at her.

“You’re mine,” he said, his voice a low growl as he gently grabbed her by her face. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispered, her voice trembling, overwhelmed by the heat of the moment.

He kissed her then, deep and possessive, his body pressing into hers. She could feel him, hard and insistent against her thigh, and she moaned into his mouth, her hips arching up to meet him. He shifted, positioning himself at her entrance, and paused, his eyes locking onto hers.

“Tell me you want this,” he demanded, his voice rough.

“I want you,” she breathed, her hands gripping his shoulders. “I’ve never wanted anything more. Please, fuck me, Jeff!” Deb’s begging was exactly what Jeff had been craving.

With a groan, he pushed into her, slowly, deliberately, until he was buried to the hilt. They both gasped, the sensation overwhelming. He stilled for a moment, moving his face closer to hers, their breaths mingling.

“You feel so fucking good,” he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure.

She could only nod, her body adjusting to the feel of him, her walls clenching around him. Then he began to move, slow at first, each thrust deep and deliberate, hitting a spot inside her that made her eyes roll back in her head. Her nails dug into his back, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice a desperate whimper.

He obliged, his thrusts becoming faster, more forceful, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Her moans grew louder, each one urging him on, until she was crying out with every stroke. He buried his face in her neck, his breath hot against her skin as he drove into her again and again.

“Fuck, Deb,” he groaned, his hips snapping against hers. “You’re so fucking tight!”

She could feel the coil in her belly tightening again, the pleasure building to a crescendo. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice breaking. “Please, Jeff, don’t stop!”

“Oh yeah, baby, that’s it!” Jeff moaned in response.

He didn’t stop. Not for one moment. His pace was relentless, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge.

“Oh God, Jeff,” she cried out.

“Yeah baby, fucking take me! Claw me. I need you to claw my back.”

She nodded and dug her nails into him, scraping up his back, more firmly with each raking.

“Fuck!” Jeff groaned, thrusting faster and harder now. He was finally giving her everything he had.

The two made eye contact. Deb couldn’t speak. Pleasure washed over her face. Her mouth was agape, but nary a sound came out.

And then, sound did escape. Many sounds. All of a sudden, Deb began to scream.

“Oh! Ohhh! Ahhhhhh,” she cried, louder with each incoming thrust from Jeff.

When she finally came, her vision blurred, her body convulsing around him. 

“Fuck, Jeff! Oh my God!” Deb screamed as she came on his hard cock. Jeff followed her over the edge moments later, his release spilling into her with a guttural moan.

“Mmmm baby, fucking take me!” he groaned, loving how it felt without having a condom on this time.

They collapsed together, limbs tangled, hearts racing. Jeff pressed a soft kiss to her forehead, his hand gently brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe. He was so delighted that he got to make a mess of her.

Deb smiled, her body still tingling with the aftermath of their passion. “So are you.”

Then his eyes darkened, and he rolled over, pulling her on top of him. “Ready for round two?” he asked, his hands already roaming over her body.

She laughed, the sound breathless and full of desire. “Always.”
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Chapter 13: Watched
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The bedroom air still hummed with the afterglow of their passion, thick and warm like honey. Deb stretched, her body deliciously sore, and rose from the tangled sheets. Moonlight spilled through the blinds, painting silver stripes across her bare skin as she stood before Jeff, her silhouette a perfect curve against the dim light.

Jeff lounged against the headboard, his gaze tracing her every movement with lazy appreciation. His fingers toyed with the edge of the sheet draped over his hips, his smirk slow and knowing.

She tilted her head, lips curving into a smile as she murmured something too low for anyone else to hear. Jeff’s laugh was a dark, rich sound, his response just as quiet, just as intimate. The words didn’t matter—only the heat behind them, the way his eyes darkened as she stepped closer, the way his breath hitched when she finally climbed onto the bed, straddling him.

Her fingers skimmed his chest, teasing, possessive. His hands found her waist, thumbs brushing the delicate arch of her ribs. The playful tension between them crackled, unspoken promises hanging in the air.

The two of them were as enamoured with each other as a fit pair of college students might be—unable to keep their hands off one another.

Somewhere else, far from the warmth of that bed, a screen flickered in the dim light of a distant hotel room.

A glass of scotch sat half-finished on the nightstand, amber liquid catching the glow of the monitor. The footage was crisp, the angle discreet—just a corner of the room, unnoticed, blending seamlessly into the décor.

The dark sky dotted with bright city lights set a beautiful backdrop for a night like this. Great weather, too, but that didn’t matter. At least, not inside the hotel.

Carson leaned back in his chair, one hand resting idly on his stomach, the other lifting the glass to his lips. His expression was calm, almost serene, as he watched the scene unfold.

A smile curled at the edge of his mouth.

He took another sip, savouring it.

Savouring them.

And the screen—

—the screen stayed on.
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A scandal so hot, you'll need to fan yourself...
 
SHE WAS OFF-LIMITS. HE COULDN'T RESIST. NOW THEY'RE PLAYING WITH FIRE.
 
Malcolm knew it was wrong. Lorraine was older, sophisticated, married—everything he shouldn't want. But one smoldering glance across the picket fence, and the rules didn't matter anymore.
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AND NOW?The lies are piling up. The guilt is a living thing. But the heart wants what it wants—even when it's dead wrong.
WHY READERS ARE OBSESSED:FORBIDDEN HEAT – An older woman/younger man affair that crackles with tensionPAGE-TURNING SUSPENSE – Will they get caught? Do you want them to?UNFORGETTABLE SCENES – From steamy poolside trysts to desperate car kissesA LOVE STORY LIKE NO OTHER – Passion so intense, it rewrites morality
"I DEVOURED THIS IN ONE SITTING. SCANDALOUS, SEXY, AND IMPOSSIBLE TO PUT DOWN." — Bestselling Romance Author
 
PERFECT FOR FANS OF:
The forbidden tension of Gabriel's Inferno
The small-town secrets of It Ends With Us
The age-gap fire of Birthday Girl
 
WARNING: This book will make you question everything you know about right, wrong… and how far you'd go for the love you crave.
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