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Chapter 1: Beginnings
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The steam from her oatmeal rose in a gentle, fragrant curl, carrying the scent of cinnamon and brown sugar. Evelyn Stark watched it dissipate in the cool morning air of the kitchen, her spoon making slow circles in the bowl. This was her quiet time, the small, structured island of peace before the day began. The oatmeal was a comfort, a ritual. It was one of the few things that felt entirely hers.

The sound of John’s brisk footsteps on the hardwood floor broke the silence. He was a whirlwind of motion even before his first coffee, all crisp shirt cuffs and focused energy. He swept into the kitchen, his tie still loose around his neck, and headed straight for the espresso machine.

“Don’t forget, Evie,” he said, his back to her as the machine grumbled to life. “I’m heading out for Singapore on Thursday. The car’s picking me up at six.”

Evelyn’s spoon stilled. Thursday? She looked at the sleek digital display on the oven. Tuesday. He’d mentioned the trip, of course. He always did, in the same way one might mention an upcoming dentist appointment—a necessary, mundane fact of life. But the specifics, the dates, they always seemed to land with a soft thud of surprise.

“Right,” she said, her voice even. She took another bite of oatmeal. It was suddenly less appealing. “Singapore first. Then Japan, you said?”

“And probably Malaysia after that. Harrison is pushing for a face-to-face in Kuala Lumpur. It’s a mess, but it has to be done.” He turned, holding his small espresso cup, his gaze already distant, scrolling through a mental checklist. “It’ll be a long one this time. Two weeks, minimum. More likely three.”

A month’s worth of loneliness, condensed into a single, stretching sentence. Three weeks. John’s trips were a regular feature of their marriage, like the monthly billing cycle or the gardener’s visit. Usually, it was a week, ten days tops. She was accustomed to the empty side of the bed, the dinners for one, the silence that was different from her morning quiet—this one was heavier, filled with the echo of absence. Lately, that echo had felt louder, a hollow ache she’d been trying to ignore.

She wanted to say something. A simple, “I’ll miss you,” or a pointed, “That’s a long time, John.” She wanted to ask if he really needed to be gone that long, if a video call couldn't suffice for at least one of those meetings. But the words felt like worn-out stones in her pocket, too heavy and familiar to lift. They’d had those conversations before. A hundred times, in a hundred different ways. They always ended the same way: with a patient sigh from him, an explanation about global markets and shareholder expectations, and a gentle pat on her shoulder that felt more condescending than comforting. He was an executive; this was the job. It funded their beautiful, silent house.

So, she didn’t bother. The protest died before it was born, leaving only a familiar resignation in its place. She offered a small, tight smile. “Okay. I’ll make sure your good suitcase is ready.”

He nodded, a look of minor satisfaction crossing his face as he drained his espresso. “Good. Thanks, honey.” He leaned down, giving her a quick, perfunctory kiss on the cheek. His lips were cool. “Gotta run. Early strategy call.”

And just like that, he was gone. The front door clicked shut, and the house settled back into its silence. Evelyn sat for a long time, listening to the hum of the refrigerator, the faint tick of the clock in the hall. The loneliness she’d been feeling lately wasn't a sharp pain; it was a chronic condition, a low-grade fever of the soul. She was used to it.

She carried her bowl to the sink, the ceramic clinking against the stainless steel. She looked out the window at their perfectly manicured backyard, at the house next door where life, messy and loud, seemed to actually happen. She saw the neighbors down the street with their kids, taking off to drop them at school. The rest of the neighborhood seemed to be teeming with life.

A strange resolve crystallized within her, sharp and clear. If this was her life—a series of quiet mornings and long, empty evenings—then she would stop simply enduring it. John was living his life on his own terms, for his company, for his ambitions. It was time she did the same.

She was going to be happy. On her own terms. Whatever that meant.
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Chapter 2: The Window
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The low, distant hum of a jetliner faded into the twilight, and with it, the final, tangible proof that John was gone. He’d left hours ago, of course, but something about that sound—the 5:15 PM transcontinental flight that always flew over their home—made it official. Though of course, that wasn’t the plane John was on. It simply served as a reminder: Evelyn was all alone.

Evelyn stood in the living room, a feather duster in her hand, and let out a slow breath. A faint, familiar annoyance buzzed beneath her skin, not sharp enough to be anger, but persistent. It was the annoyance of a disrupted routine, of silence that was about to become too profound.

So, she cleaned.

She attacked the breakfast dishes John had left in the sink. She vacuumed the pristine carpets with a fervor that sent the motor whining. She wiped down already-gleaming countertops until the scent of lemon polish hung thick in the air. It was a physical mantra, a way to sweat out the restlessness. And it worked. As she coiled the vacuum cord and put the cleaning supplies away, a small, solid sense of accomplishment settled over her. The house was spotless, a silent testament to her own competence. See? she thought, I can maintain a perfect world all on my own. The thought was both satisfying and profoundly sad.

She just wished her life wasn't quite so... boring. Productive, but predictable. Tidy, but empty.

Needing a final distraction, she wandered to the large bay window in the front room, a cloth still absently wiping a non-existent smudge from the sill. The street was quiet in that pre-evening lull. Then, a flash of movement caught her eye.

A car, a sleek, dark sports coupe she didn’t recognize, slowed and then turned smoothly into the driveway of the house directly across the street. The Wilsons had only moved in a few months ago, and she’d only exchanged pleasantries with Jane, the wife, a couple of times. This wasn't Jane’s sensible family SUV.

Evelyn stilled, the cleaning cloth forgotten in her hand.

The driver's door opened, and a man unfolded himself from the low-slung seat. He was young—maybe mid-twenties—and dressed in dark, well-fitting jeans and a simple grey t-shirt that did nothing to hide the lean, defined muscles of his arms and shoulders. He ran a hand through his tousled, dark hair as he stood, surveying the house with a relaxed confidence.

Before Evelyn could even process his presence, Jane Wilson burst out of the front door, a wide smile breaking across her face. "You made it!" Her shout was so loud as she ran towards him, that Eve could hear it through her closed windows.

Eve heard a milder “Hey” in response, but couldn’t make out the rest of what the young man said. From the little she caught, Eve liked his voice. She envisioned a warm, carrying baritone, but how much was extrapolation and how much was imagination, Eve was unsure.

He opened his arms and Jane walked into them, hugging him tightly. He was a full head taller than her, and he lifted her slightly off the ground, making her laugh. Eve could immediately tell this was a young man who’d come home after quite some time apart by the way he gave his mother a long hug. The whole scene was a burst of vibrant, uncomplicated affection, a stark contrast to the cool, perfunctory kiss she’d received from John just that morning.

Evelyn didn't realize she was holding her breath.

She was completely taken. It wasn't just his obvious good looks or the fit body—though those were certainly undeniable. It was the effortless vitality he radiated. He was a splash of bright, primary color in her monochrome world. He represented a life that was messy, emotional, and immediate. Everything her own life was not.

As he pulled away from his mother, slinging an arm around her shoulders as they walked toward the house, he glanced up, his gaze sweeping across the street.

For a heart-stopping second, Evelyn felt a jolt, irrationally convinced he was looking right at her, right through the window into her quiet, observant solitude. She froze, a deer in headlights, her cheeks suddenly warm.

But his eyes passed over her window without a flicker of recognition, and he followed his mother inside, the door closing behind them.

The street was quiet again. But Evelyn’s world was no longer boring. It was humming with a new, electric potential. She stood at the window for a long time, long after the light in the Wilsons' foyer had been turned off, just watching and wondering.
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Chapter 3: Sweet Dreams
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Eve slept quite well that night. But she was restless as ever the following morning.

She woke in the grey pre-dawn light, tangled in the sheets, her body thrumming with a restless energy that had followed her from her dreams. The images were already fading, but the feeling remained: a warm, heavy languor in her limbs, a phantom touch on her skin. She rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling, the empty space beside her feeling less like an absence and more like an invitation.

John had been in her dream, at first. But his face had blurred, his corporate small talk melting into a low, warm laugh she’d only heard through a window. The dream had shifted, the crisp sheets of her bed becoming the soft leather of a car’s interior, the scent of lemon polish replaced by something muskier, more primal. She’d been in the passenger seat of that dark coupe, and the young man from across the street was looking at her, really looking at her, his confident gaze stripping away years of quiet resignation.

A flush of heat spread through her, part shame, part thrilling defiance. She was too old for this, wasn’t she? Too sensible. A married woman, fantasizing about a boy young enough to be... well, it was inappropriate. But the memory of his form, the way his t-shirt stretched across his shoulders, was a persistent, tantalizing hook in her mind. The "shouldn't" of it all only made the fantasy sharper.

With a sigh of frustration, she threw back the duvet. The cool air did nothing to calm the warmth under her skin. Her gaze drifted to the top drawer of her nightstand.

It had been a joke, mostly. A misguided anniversary gift from John a few years back, a clumsy attempt to spice up a routine that had already solidified into concrete. “Thought we could have some fun with it,” he’d said, with a salesman’s grin. They’d used it once, maybe twice. It had felt more like a clinical exercise than the passionate reconnect he’d probably envisioned. After that, it had been relegated to the back of the drawer, a symbol of yet another conversation that hadn't landed.

Now, she reached for it.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, guilty rhythm. This was different. This was for her. Alone.

She slid back under the covers, device in hand. The hum of her toy a secret vibration in the silent room. She closed her eyes, and let the dream pull her back under. This time, she didn't fight it. She leaned into the fantasy, constructing it detail by detail. The sound of his voice, the feel of his hands, the weight of his body. She gave the mysterious man from across the street a placeholder name in her mind, a role, a purpose.

That purpose was selfish pleasure. Total self-indulgence.

Her moans and silent gasps grew longer and more clear. The feeling Eve felt as she grinded against the toy was undeniable. She struggled to maintain her quiet, worrying somehow she’d be caught if she were to be too loud. As if John, or the family across the street, would discover her in the privacy of her own home. She brushed those thoughts aside and closed her eyes, doing her best to get to that feeling she most craved.

It was quick, intense, and utterly selfish. A climax that was entirely her own making, a wave of release that left her breathless and boneless, the restless energy finally, blissfully spent.

When it was over, she lay still, the device silent on the mattress beside her. The first true rays of sunlight were piercing through the blinds, painting stripes of gold across the empty pillow next to her.

There was no guilt. Not anymore. Only a profound, settling calm, and a new, unshakable knowledge.

John was a world away. But for the first time in a long time, she wasn't lonely. She was, quite simply, alive.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: Europe?
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The evening air was cool against Evelyn’s skin as she wrestled the last grocery bag from her trunk. The mundane task of a weekly shop had felt different this time; her mind kept wandering from her list, making her twice as long in the aisles. She was just hefting the bag when a bright, familiar voice cut through the quiet.

“Evelyn! Hi there!”

She turned to see Jane from across the street, her face lit with excitement. Beside her, carrying their own groceries with an easy strength, was him. Up close, he was even more striking. The grey t-shirt was gone, replaced by a simple henley, but it still did nothing to hide the confident set of his shoulders. He offered a small, polite smile as they approached.

“Oh, hi Jane,” Evelyn said, her voice a little too bright. She hoped the flush she felt wasn't visible in the twilight.

“I’m so glad we ran into you!” Jane gushed, not even waiting to catch her breath. “This is my son, Zach. Zach, this is our neighbor, Evelyn.”

“Nice to meet you,” Zach said. His voice was indeed a warm baritone, just as she’d imagined. It sent a small, pleasant shiver down her spine.

“You too,” Evelyn managed, before Jane launched back in.

“We are just so excited. Tom and I—my husband—we’re finally taking our big trip! We leave for Europe on Saturday!”

“Europe! That’s wonderful,” Evelyn said, genuinely meaning it. It was the perfect distraction from the magnetic pull she felt toward the young man standing silently by.

“Isn’t it? We’re starting in Portugal, then renting a car to drive through southern Spain. We might even pop over to the French Riviera if we have time! Two whole weeks, just us. It’s a second honeymoon, really.”

“That sounds like a dream,” Evelyn said, and the wistfulness in her own voice was only half-feigned. “I’ve always wanted to see Seville. You’ll have an amazing time, I’m sure!”

“Oh, I know we will! And the best part is, we don’t have to worry about a thing back here.” Jane gestured proudly to Zach. “This one is going to hold down the fort. Aren’t you, honey?”

Zach shifted his weight, a look of mild embarrassment on his face. “Mom, I’m twenty-four. I think I can survive two weeks on my own.”

“I know, I know! It’s just... a mother worries.” Jane turned her bright, pleading gaze back to Evelyn. “Which is why I was hoping... I’m sure he’s fine, but can he call you if he needs help with anything? You know, like if a pipe bursts or the internet goes out? Just someone local to ask. It’d put my mind at ease.”

Zach let out a soft groan. “Mom, please don’t bother her with that.”

“It’s no bother at all,” Evelyn said, her voice smooth and reassuring. She made sure to look at Jane, but she could feel Zach’s eyes on her. “Really. It’s perfectly fine. I’m just across the street.”

Jane looked immensely relieved. “Oh, thank you, Evelyn! You’re a lifesaver. See, Zach? It’s all settled.”

Zach gave a resigned but good-natured nod. “Okay. Thanks. I’m sure I won’t need to, but... I appreciate it.”

“Well, we should let you get your groceries inside,” Jane said, beaming. “Don’t want the ice cream to melt! Thanks again, Evelyn!”

“Of course. Have a fantastic trip,” Evelyn said, smiling warmly.

She watched as they crossed the street, Jane chattering away and Zach listening patiently, his broad back outlined against the glow of their porch light. He glanced back over his shoulder just once, a quick, unreadable look, before following his mother inside.

Evelyn stood for a moment in her driveway, the bag of groceries forgotten in her arms. A slow, secret smirk spread across her face.

Zach.

What a handsome name.
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Chapter 5: Bump Into
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The silence from across the street was deafening. For two days, Evelyn had watched the empty driveway, the dark windows. Jane and Tom were somewhere over the Atlantic, or maybe already sipping wine in a Portuguese plaza. The stage was set, and the knowledge sent a constant, low-level current of anticipation through Evelyn’s veins.

Evelyn was doing some chores with her earbuds in. Listening to music, as she so often did, distracted from the world. She was carrying her trash bin from the side of her house to the road when she nearly stumbled into the reason for it.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, taking a quick step back as she stepped onto and off of the sidewalk near the end of her driveway. Unable to hear and with a limited sightline due to some neighboring bushes, she’d nearly walked into Zach who was finishing up his run through the neighborhood.

Zach reached out, instantly apologetic, but Evelyn still couldn’t hear him until she pulled her earbuds out. His hands stretched out towards her, seeming ready to steady Evelyn by her shoulders. “Whoa, sorry about that!” Both of them had a very similar apology, completely embarrassed.

Evelyn’s heart leaped into her throat. And she didn’t know it, but so did his. She hadn’t expected that this was the way they’d run into one another.

“Zach! I didn’t see you there,” she said, smoothing her shirt and hoping she didn’t look as flustered as she felt. His brief touch had been electric.

“My fault,” he said, shoving his hands into his jeans pockets. “I was just finishing up my run. Checking out the neighborhood.” Evelyn could tell this was truthful, based on the sweat staining his shirt.

“Yeah, seems like it’d be a nice evening for a walk or a run,” she replied, her composure returning. She gestured with her head toward his house. “So, the peacekeepers are officially airborne?”

A relieved smile broke across his face. “Yeah, they’re gone. They texted from the airport in Lisbon this morning. Mom’s already sent, like, fifty pictures of a church.”

Evelyn laughed. “She’s having the time of her life. You did a good thing, holding down the fort so they could go.”

He shrugged, but looked pleased. “It’s not a big deal. How’ve you been, anyway? All quiet on your end?”

“Oh, you know. The usual excitement.” Evelyn held up the trash bin. “Taking out the garbage. Thrilling stuff,” she laughed, half-heartedly.

He chuckled, and the sound was warm and easy. There was a brief, comfortable silence, but she could see a slight nervousness in the way he shifted his weight.

“So, listen,” he started, his gaze dropping for a second before meeting hers again. “I know my mom already strong-armed you into this, but... would it be okay if I had your number? Just for the landline, or whatever. You know, in case... something comes up.”

He was trying to play it cool, but she could see the faint flush on his neck, the way he couldn’t quite hold her gaze for more than a few seconds. It wasn’t a smooth line; it was a genuine, slightly awkward request. And she found it utterly charming. He wasn't just being polite; he was interested.

The realization sent a thrill through her.

“Of course,” she said, her voice warm and inviting. She recited her number, watching as he carefully typed it into his phone. “Call anytime. Even if it’s not an emergency.”

He looked up from his phone, a real, unguarded smile finally reaching his eyes. “Thanks, Evelyn. I appreciate it.”

“Any time, Zach.”

With a final nod, he continued on his run. She stood by the trash bins, listening to the sound of his footsteps fade. She wasn't fooled by the "landline, or whatever" excuse. That was for her cellphone. He had just asked for her number because he wanted it.

The ball, as they say, was now firmly in her court. This handsome, young, vibrant man was not only within reach, but he might just be reaching for her, too.

She finished her chore and walked back inside, a new plan beginning to form in her mind. He might make a move.

But then again, she thought as she closed the door, leaning against it with a slow, spreading smile... she might want to.
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Chapter 6: Landline
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The silence in Evelyn’s house had transformed. It was no longer an empty vessel to be filled with distraction; it was a canvas, and she was the artist. For the entire next day after their driveway encounter, she had felt the weight of the unspoken promise hanging in the air. The ball was in her court, and the time had come to serve.

It began with a bath. She filled the tub with steaming, jasmine-scented water, sinking into it until her skin flushed pink. She shaved her legs with a slow, deliberate care she hadn’t bothered with in years. She moisturized her skin until it gleamed, the scent of sandalwood and vanilla rising from her warmth. This wasn't about hygiene; it was a ritual of preparation.

As dusk began to bleed into a deep, velvety night, she moved to her bedroom. She didn't turn on the main light. Instead, she lit a few scattered candles, their flames casting a wavering, intimate glow that danced over the walls and her own reflection in the mirror. She looked at herself—really looked. The subtle lines at the corners of her eyes, the soft curve of her hips, the confident set of her mouth she had only recently rediscovered. She saw not a neglected wife, but a woman ripe with intention.

From her drawer, she selected her weapon: a negligee of sheer black lace and chiffon. It was a relic from a different era of her marriage, a gift that had been met with a distracted smile and later forgotten. Slipping it on was an act of reclamation. The fabric was a whisper against her skin, strategically opaque and tantalizingly transparent. It hinted at the swell of her breasts, the dark triangle between her thighs, the long line of her legs. It promised everything and revealed just enough.

She knew his habits now. She had been watching him last night and learning. Zach seemed to retreat to his bedroom around nine, the light in his second-story window a beacon directly across from her own. Her stage was set.

With a glass of pinot grigio in hand, she walked into her bedroom, leaving the door open to the hallway. She made sure the bedside lamp was off, leaving the candles as her sole source of illumination. She was a silhouette, a moving shadow-play from the outside. Then, she approached the window. She didn't pull the blinds. She didn't close the curtains. She stood there, fully exposed, and looked directly across the street.

She saw him immediately. He was in his room, wearing just a pair of low-slung sweatpants, his torso bare and beautifully defined even from a distance. He was frozen, a glass of water halfway to his lips, his gaze locked on her.

Evelyn didn't smile. She didn't wave. She let him look. She took a slow sip of her wine, her eyes holding his across the divide. She turned slightly, allowing the candlelight to caress the line of her neck, the curve of her hip. She ran a hand through her hair, arching her back just a little, a panther stretching in the sun. It was a performance, yes, but the thrill coursing through her was utterly real. The power was intoxicating.

She saw him swallow hard. He set his glass down, his hand running through his hair in a gesture of sheer, stunned agitation. He didn't move away from the window. He was captivated, enthralled.

After a long, charged minute, she slowly, deliberately, turned and walked away from the window, disappearing into the deeper shadows of her room. She left him with the ghost of her image burned onto his retina. She settled onto the edge of her bed, her heart hammering against her ribs. The air itself seemed to vibrate.

Five minutes passed. Then ten. The silence was thick, almost pregnant with possibility.

Then, the phone rang.

The sharp, trilling sound of the landline shattered the quiet, a jarringly analog sound in the digital night. A slow, victorious smile touched Evelyn’s lips. She let it ring three times, composing herself, letting the anticipation build—for both of them.

She picked up the receiver. “Hello?”

There was a beat of silence on the other end, filled only with the sound of his rushed breath. “Evelyn? It’s Zach.” His voice was tighter, deeper than she remembered, strained with a nervous energy.

“Zach,” she said, her voice a low, warm purr. “I was just thinking about you. Is everything okay? No burst pipes, I hope.”

A soft, shaky laugh escaped him. “No. No, uh, pipes. I, uh... I just saw your light on. Thought I’d... use that number. See how your night was going.”

“It’s going much better now,” she said, and she could almost feel the heat of his blush through the phone line. She twirled the cord around her finger. “It was a little quiet over here. I was just having a drink, trying to unwind. It’s a shame to drink alone, though.”

“Yeah,” he breathed, the word full of meaning. “It is.”

She could hear the unspoken question, the desperate hope. She decided to put him out of his misery. “You know, Zach,” she began, her tone shifting to something more intimate, more direct. “If you’re not doing anything... you could always come over. For a drink or two. I’ve got plenty.”

The silence on his end was absolute, and she knew she had him. He was trying to formulate a sentence, to sound cool.

“I... yeah. Yeah, I’d like that,” he finally managed, his voice rough. “Are you sure?”

“I wouldn’t have asked if I wasn’t sure,” she said, a gentle tease in her voice. “Come on over. The door’s unlocked.”

“Okay. I’ll be right there.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

She hung up the phone, the soft click echoing in the candlelit room. The line had been cast, and the prize catch had taken the bait. She stood up, adjusting the fall of her negligee, a surge of pure, unadulterated triumph flooding her veins. She felt alive, powerful, and desired. The game was on, and she was winning.

Walking to the front door, she turned the lock with a quiet, decisive click. Not to lock him out, but to lock this new, thrilling world in. She leaned against the door, waiting, listening for the sound of his footsteps on her porch. The hunter had become the welcoming party, and the night was about to truly begin.
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Chapter 7: A Drink Or Two
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The knock was softer than she expected, a tentative rap against the solid wood of the front door. Evelyn took a deep, steadying breath, the scent of sandalwood and jasmine rising from her own skin. She smoothed a hand down the sheer black lace of her negligee, a final, grounding touch before she opened the door.

Zach stood on her porch, backlit by the pale glow of the streetlamp. He’d thrown on a dark grey hoodie over his sweatpants, but his feet were still bare in his sneakers, a detail she found endearingly rushed. His hair was still damp from a quick shower, and the look on his face was a perfect blend of awe and sheer, unadulterated panic.

“Hey,” he said, his voice a little rough.

“Hey yourself,” she replied, her voice a low, warm hum. She stepped back, holding the door open wider. “Come in.”

He crossed the threshold into the candlelit foyer, his eyes instantly adjusting to the dimness, taking in the intimate glow before they landed squarely back on her. He seemed to have forgotten how to breathe. “You, uh... you look...”

Evelyn gave a slow, knowing smile, closing the door with a soft but definitive click. “Thank you. Can I take your hoodie?”

He nodded mutely, pulling it over his head and revealing the same bare torso she’d admired from across the street. He held the crumpled fabric in his hands, looking suddenly lost.

“Why don’t we sit?” she suggested, gesturing toward the living room. She led the way, acutely aware of his gaze on her back, on the way the negligee swayed with each step. She settled on one end of the large, plush sofa, tucking her legs beneath her in a way that was both casual and deliberately graceful.

Zach hesitated for a moment before sitting on the opposite end, leaving a wide, formal chasm of cushion between them. It was so awkward it was almost charming.

Evelyn picked up the remote and turned on the television, flipping to some mindless cooking competition show. The noise filled the room, giving them a pretext, something to anchor the swirling tension. “So,” she said, turning her head to look at him. “How’s the house-holding going?”

“Quiet,” he managed, his eyes flicking from the TV to her and back again. “Really quiet.”

“I know the feeling.” She took a slow sip of her wine, watching him over the rim of the glass. He was so tense, his knuckles white where he gripped the edge of the couch. She decided to put him out of his misery. With a soft laugh, she shook her head. “Zach, you can come sit closer, you know. I don’t bite. Unless you want me to.”

The flush that spread up his neck was immediate and deeply satisfying. He let out a breath that was half-laugh, half-groan, and shuffled across the cushion until he was sitting a polite, but much more reasonable, foot away from her. The energy shifted; the distance felt charged now, not formal.

“Better?” she teased.

“Yeah,” he said, and this time his voice was a little steadier, a little deeper. He was starting to find his footing. “Much.”

They lapsed into a silence that was now thick with possibility, the sounds of sizzling pans and judges’ critiques a distant murmur. His eyes were no longer on the screen. They were tracing the line of her shoulder, the dip of her collarbone, the shadowed curve of her breast beneath the lace.

Evelyn felt a thrill of power so potent it was almost dizzying. She set her wine glass down on the side table with a soft click, the sound final in the quiet room. She turned her body fully toward him, tucking one leg under herself, her knee now almost brushing his thigh.

“So,” she said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. “What do you want to do, Zach?”

He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. His gaze was locked on hers, dark and intense. “I, uh... I don’t know. This is... nice.”

She arched a single eyebrow. “Nice?” she repeated, the word a gentle, mocking challenge. “We’re past ‘nice,’ don’t you think?”

He gave a helpless, shaky shrug, a boyish gesture that betrayed his nerves. He wanted her to take the lead. He was waiting for her.

So, she did.

Leaning forward, just slightly, she closed the last inch between them, her scent enveloping him. Her eyes dropped to his lips, then back up to his wide, hopeful eyes.

“Wanna kiss me?” she asked, the question simple, direct, and utterly devastating.

It was all the permission he needed. The last vestige of his awkwardness vanished, replaced by a raw, hungry certainty. A low sound rumbled in his chest as his hand came up to cup the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“God, yes,” he breathed, and then his mouth was on hers.

The first touch was electric, a spark that ignited the tension that had been building for days. It started soft, a tentative exploration, but it quickly deepened. His other arm slid around her waist, pulling her flush against him, erasing any remaining space between them. Her hands came up to his chest, feeling the frantic, solid beat of his heart beneath her palms.

The outside world—the television, the street, her marriage, his parents—all of it melted away, forgotten. There was only the soft crush of his lips, the taste of him, the feel of his strong body against her sheer negligee, and the thrilling, undeniable truth that the game was over, and something much, much more real had begun.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 8: Kissing
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The word “kissing” was a pathetic, insufficient label for what was happening in the flickering candlelight of Evelyn’s living room. The initial, soft contact shattered into a raw, consuming hunger. Zach’s hands were everywhere, as if he couldn’t decide which part of her to claim first. One tangled fiercely in her hair, tilting her head to deepen the angle, while the other slid from her waist down to the curve of her hip, gripping her through the fragile chiffon and pulling her hard against him.

A low, desperate sound escaped Evelyn’s throat, a vibration he swallowed with his mouth. This wasn't the timid boy from the driveway or the nervous young man on the couch. This was a man unleashed, and the force of his desire was a tidal wave she willingly let herself drown in. Her own hands roamed the hard, heated planes of his back, feeling the powerful flex of muscle under smooth skin. He was all solid, unyielding strength, and she was the softness yielding, guiding, taking.

“Evelyn,” he groaned against her lips, her name a prayer and a curse. His mouth left hers to blaze a scorching trail down the column of her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive cord of her throat. She gasped, her head falling back, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

“You have no idea,” he murmured, his voice thick and ragged, “how hard it was to just sit over there... to just look at you.”

“Then stop looking,” she commanded, her own voice husky with need. “And take me to bed.”

The words were a trigger. In one fluid, startlingly powerful motion, he stood, lifting her with him as if she weighed nothing. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist, her arms clinging to his neck. He didn’t stumble; he carried her with a focused, primal intent out of the living room and down the hall, his mouth finding hers again in a series of deep, claiming kisses that stole her breath.

He shouldered his way into her bedroom, the air still fragrant with the scent of her bath and the dying candles. He laid her down in the center of the bed with a reverence that belied the ferocity of his kiss. For a moment, he just stood there, his chest heaving, his eyes dark pools of fire as they drank her in—the black lace stark against her skin, her hair fanned out across the duvet, her lips swollen from his.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he breathed, the words laced with a kind of awe.

He joined her on the bed, not with a pounce, but with a slow, deliberate crawl that made her heart hammer against her ribs. He braced himself over her, caging her in. “I’ve thought about this... about you... since the first time I saw you.”

“Show me,” she challenged, her eyes locked on his.

A slow, wicked smile touched his lips. He lowered his head, but instead of kissing her mouth, his lips found the lace edging of her negligee at her shoulder. He used his teeth to tug the delicate strap down, his tongue following to soothe the spot. He repeated the agonizingly slow process on the other side, until the bodice of the negligee was pooled at her waist, baring her to the warm, candlelit air and his hungry gaze.

His breath hitched. “Jesus, Evelyn.”

His mouth closed over one taut peak, and her back arched off the bed with a sharp cry. It wasn't a gentle caress; it was a devouring. His tongue laved and circled while his hand cupped and kneaded her other breast, his thumb brushing over the sensitive peak until she was writhing beneath him, a litany of pleas and moans falling from her lips. The sheer, desperate pleasure of it was a shock to her system, a sensation so long forgotten it felt brand new.

He was a revelation—uninhibited, vocal, and utterly focused on her pleasure. Every gasp she made, every shudder that wracked her body, seemed to fuel him further. His hands, his mouth, explored every inch of her, learning what made her gasp and what made her beg.

When his hand slid lower, past the waistband of the negligee, past the lace of her panties, and found the wet, aching heat of her, she cried out his name.

“Zach!”

“God, you’re so ready for me,” he growled into her ear, his voice guttural with need. Zach pulled her panties down to her ankles, where Evelyn kicked them off. His fingers stroked and delved between Evelyn’s thighs, finding a rhythm that had her bucking against his hand, her own fingers clawing at the sheets.

“Please,” she begged, the word torn from her. It was all the coherence she had left. “Now, Zach. I need you now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He shifted, his movements frantic as he shed his sweatpants. The sight of him, fully aroused and magnificent, made her breath catch. He was all lean, sculpted power, his eyes burning with a possession that should have scared her but only set her on fire.

He covered her body with his, the weight of him an anchor in the storm of sensation. He paused for a moment, his forehead resting against hers, his breath mingling with hers.

“Look at me,” he whispered.

Evelyn’s eyes, heavy-lidded with passion, fluttered open and met his. In that suspended second, there was no John, no cheating, no lonely house across the street. There was only this man and this woman and the undeniable truth crashing over them.

He entered her in one slow, devastating stroke that filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. A choked sob of pure, unadulterated pleasure escaped her. For a moment, they were both perfectly still, joined, breathing each other’s air, lost in the shocking, perfect rightness of it.

Then he began to move.

It started slow, but was not quite gentle. It was raw, and powerful, and exactly what she needed. Each thrust was a punctuation to the weeks of longing, the days of teasing, the minutes of agonizing anticipation. He drove into her with a focused intensity, his hips setting a rhythm that was both punishing and worshipful. The headboard knocked a steady, frantic beat against the wall, a primal drum matching the sounds of their union—their ragged breaths, the slick friction of their bodies, her high, desperate cries, his low, guttural groans.

“Evelyn,” he chanted, her name a mantra on his lips. “You feel... you feel incredible.”

She was spiraling, losing all sense of self, her world narrowing to the points where their bodies joined, to the feel of his sweat-slicked skin under her hands, to the look of rapturous agony on his face. The coil of pleasure tightened deep within her, winding tighter and tighter with every powerful thrust.

“Fuck, you feel good!” Evelyn encouraged, looking up and breathing deep as Zach continued to give himself to her.

“Mmm, so do you,” he growled back at her. He felt Evelyn up, playing with her breasts as he continued to slide in and out of her.

“Oh God, Zach!” she moaned now. He responded only with:

“Mmm, take it, baby!”

The thrusting continued. He found himself deeper and deeper inside Evelyn.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her eyes squeezing shut as the sensations overwhelmed her. “Zach, I’m so close.”

“Look at me,” he demanded again, his voice rough with strain. “I want to see you.”

She forced her eyes open, her gaze locking with his. The intensity there, the raw, unfiltered adoration and hunger, was the final push she needed. The coil snapped. A wave of pleasure, so violent and all-consuming it was almost painful, crashed over her. She shattered with a broken cry, her body convulsing around his, her fingers digging into his arms as she rode the endless, pulsing waves.

Feeling her climax was his undoing. Zach was about to experience his own, and from both his facial expression and his moans, Evelyn knew it.

“Wait, not inside me,” she warned him, knowing she couldn’t allow that. She also couldn’t have him stain the negligee, or John might find out about this. She allowed him to keep fucking her, until he was about to explode.

“Put it on my face,” she told him, and he moved out of her, to her side where Evelyn eagerly pounced on his cock with her mouth. Zach followed her over the edge, his own release pouring into her, his body shuddering violently against hers.

Not a single drop made it onto Evelyn’s face. Probably for the best; this way no droplets could ruin the negligee.

She pulled back once everything had been fired out of him, showing the mess in her mouth. Then, like a pro, she swallowed it all in one gulp. Zach couldn’t help but be impressed.

For a long time, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal in the quiet, candlelit room. He collapsed beside her, his arm thrown possessively across her waist, his face buried in her hair.

They lay tangled together in the aftermath, the scent of sex and sandalwood and sweat hanging heavy in the air. The game was indeed over. It had been obliterated. And in its place was something terrifying, thrilling, and profoundly, irrevocably real.
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Chapter 9: Back to Back
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Evelyn wanted more.

The air in the room was still thick and heavy, their breathing just beginning to steady. She traced a finger down the damp, taut line of Zach’s spine, feeling him shiver under her touch.

“Well? How about round two?” she asked, her voice a low, confident purr in the semi-darkness.

A slow, wicked grin spread across Zach’s face. He rolled onto his side to face her, his eyes, once so full of nervous awe, now gleaming with possessive familiarity. “I think that could work,” he teased, feigning a casual disinterest that was utterly betrayed by the eager nod of his head and the renewed interest stirring against her thigh.

This time, they were wiser. With a shared, knowing look, he helped her peel the sheer black negligee up and over her head. They couldn’t make that mistake again. The delicate fabric was tossed to the floor, a discarded ghost of the persona she had shed. Now, there was only skin—her warm, supple skin against his heated, powerful body. The absence of any barrier felt like a new level of intimacy, a silent vow to hold nothing back.

He kissed her again, but the hunger had transformed. It was no longer a frantic, discovering fire, but a deep, smoldering burn. They had time. They knew each other’s bodies now, and this second joining was a languid, deliberate exploration. He worshipped her with his hands and his mouth, learning every curve and hollow, drawing out sighs and moans until she was arching against him, her fingers tangled in his hair.

The world narrowed to the space of the rumpled bedsheets and the solid, warm presence of him behind her. He guided her onto her hands and knees, the shift in position a new and thrilling vulnerability. The air, cool against her heated skin, was a stark contrast to the warmth of his body as he moved to cover her. His hands, strong and sure, settled on the curve of her hips, his thumbs pressing into the small of her back in a possessive, grounding hold.

When Zach finally entered her, it was from this new angle, with a slow, excruciating certainty that made her cry out, her head dropping between her shoulders. It was not a cry of shock, but of profound relief, a deep, guttural sound as he filled her completely, a perfect, stretching fit that stole her breath. He stilled for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting them both adjust to the shocking intimacy of the pose.

Then he began to thrust.

The pace was different from before. This was a deep, rolling rhythm, each withdrawal a tantalizing promise and each thrust a deliberate, penetrating return. There were no sharp, frantic spikes of pleasure here; instead, it built in relentless, mounting waves, each one cresting higher than the last, the sensation concentrated and amplified by the angle. She could feel the delicious friction with every deep, measured stroke, a steady, building pressure that coiled tight in her core.

He held her hips, his grip firm and sure, using them as an anchor to control the pace, to drive himself deeper. She arched her back, pressing herself against him, a silent plea for more. Over her shoulder, their eyes met in the dim light. His gaze was dark, intense, blazing with a raw focus that pinned her in place as surely as his hands did. His eyes never left hers as he moved within her, the connection visceral and unbroken. Each thrust became a silent conversation—a question of ‘Is this what you need?’ and her answering whimper a desperate ‘Yes, more,’ a cycle of need and fulfillment that bound them together in the primal rhythm.

The sound of their bodies meeting, skin against skin, was a damp, rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breaths. She could feel the powerful flex of his thighs against the backs of her own, the strain of his abdomen, the sheer, controlled power he wielded with such devastating precision. The pleasure was a deep, throbbing tide, and she was lost in it, drowning in the sensation of him moving inside her, his gaze holding hers, claiming her not just with his body, but with his soul.

“Fuck, I can’t take it much longer. You’re so damn sexy,” Zach moaned as he gave Evelyn’s ass a hard spank.

“Oh Zach, you’re so hot too! Please keep going, I want you to keep filling me.”

He obeyed her request, eager to please his new partner. He staved off his orgasm for as long as he could.

Zach remained atop her, powerful and controlling her from this mounted position. He covered her back, his chest pressed against her shoulders, his mouth on her neck. This final act was one of pure, unadulterated passion, a frantic, driving climax to their night. 

“Oh fuck Zach, just like that!” Evelyn encouraged him.

He couldn’t contain himself any longer.

“Ohhhaghhhh FUCK YES! I’m going to cum! I’m cumming, Evelyn,” he roared as he struggled to continue kissing and nibbling at both her ear and neck.

As his rhythm broke and he groaned her name into her skin, his release spilled warm across the small of her back, a final, primal mark of their union.

“Mmm, fuck, cover me,” she smirked back up at Zach, loving every second of it.

They collapsed together, a tangled, breathless mess of limbs. For a long time, the only sound was the frantic beating of their hearts slowing into a synchronized calm. He fetched a warm, damp cloth from the bathroom and tenderly cleaned the evidence of their passion from her skin, his touch gentle, almost reverent. Then he pulled the duvet over them both, drawing her back against his chest, his arm a heavy, secure weight around her waist. She had never felt so thoroughly held.

Sleep was beginning to pull at her, a warm, sated heaviness in her limbs, when his voice, husky with exhaustion and emotion, whispered into her hair.

“My parents get back in like twelve days.”

The words landed in the quiet room, a stark reminder of a world that still existed outside these four walls. Evelyn didn’t open her eyes. She just pressed herself deeper into his embrace, a silent answer.

“I know,” she whispered back.

He was silent for a moment, his breath warm on her shoulder. “What happens then?”

Evelyn opened her eyes. Through the window, she could see the first faint hint of dawn bleeding into the edge of the night, painting the sky a soft, pearlescent grey. She looked across the street at his dark, empty house. Then she looked at John’s side of the bed, where Zach currently lay.

She thought of the lonely oatmeal, the silent dinners, the hollow echo of her own footsteps. She thought of the way Zach looked at her, as if she were the only woman in the world. She thought of the power she had reclaimed in this very room, the life that had coursed back into her veins.

A slow, serene smile touched her lips. She closed her eyes again, melting into the solid, breathing warmth of the man wrapped around her.

“Whatever we want,” she said.
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Chapter 10: Return to Normalcy
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The familiar hum of John’s electric razor buzzed from the master bathroom, a sound that had once been the white noise of her marriage. Evelyn stood at the kitchen window, a cup of coffee warming her hands. Across the street, Jane Wilson’s SUV was parked in the driveway, a suitcase still visible in the back. The world, it seemed, had snapped back into place.

But Evelyn had not.

The two weeks following that first, incendiary night had been a secret universe contained within the walls of her home. Zach had come over three more times. Each encounter was less about frantic discovery and more about a deepening, thrilling intimacy. They shared wine on the couch, their conversations easy and laced with flirtation, before inevitably finding their way to her bed. There was a comfort in it, a knowingness of what pleased the other, a silent language of touches and looks.

The last time, the night before his parents returned, had been bittersweet. There were no grand pronouncements of love, no desperate promises. It was an unspoken understanding—a perfect, stolen secret that belonged only to them. He had kissed her goodbye at the door, a long, slow kiss that felt like both a thank you and a farewell. “Take care of yourself, Evelyn,” he’d whispered. And then he was gone, back across the street to wait for his parents’ return.

John had come home two days later, tanned and full of stories about market shares and a challenging negotiation in Kuala Lumpur. He’d presented her with a beautiful silk scarf, a gesture as perfunctory as it was expensive. She’d thanked him and made his favorite meal, and they had slipped back into their old rhythm as if he’d never been gone.

Yet, everything was different.

As Evelyn sipped her coffee, she didn’t feel the familiar pang of loneliness looking at Jane’s house. She felt a quiet, unshakable confidence. The affair with Zach hadn’t shattered her life; it had, paradoxically, put her back together. It hadn’t been about love, but about remembrance—remembering that she was desirable, that she was powerful, that she was alive.

John walked into the kitchen, knotting his tie. “Big presentation today. Might be late.”

“Okay,” Evelyn said, her voice calm. She turned from the window and met his gaze, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. “Don’t work too hard.”

He gave her a quick, absent-minded peck on the cheek and headed for the garage. The door rumbled shut, and the house was quiet once more.

But the silence was different now. It wasn’t empty; it was peaceful. It was hers.

She would never see Zach that way again. That chapter was closed, a beautiful, clandestine memory she would carry with her. But the woman that chapter had forged was here to stay. The experience had been a masterclass in putting herself first, and she had been an exemplary student.

Evelyn finished her coffee and placed the mug in the sink. She looked around her beautiful, silent house, no longer a gilded cage but a domain she ruled. John would continue his trips. The neighbors would live their lives. And she would live hers, on her own terms.

She wouldn’t be afraid to put herself first again. In fact, she was already looking forward to it.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. 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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