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Chapter 1: Lucky Man
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Malcolm adjusted the strap of his gym bag on his shoulder as he walked down the quiet suburban street, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the manicured lawns. Summer break had just begun, and after a gruelling year of university, he was more than ready to relax—maybe even enjoy a little excitement.

And if the universe was feeling generous, that excitement might just come in the form of Lorraine.

Lorraine Bennett—Lori to her friends—was his neighbour, a woman in her early fifties with honey-blonde hair that always looked effortlessly perfect, even when tied up in a messy bun. At least, that’s how she’d always looked for as long as he could remember. Lately, she’d been experimenting with her natural colour, embracing going grey. And somehow, she looked damn good in it.

She had a laugh that carried, a smile that made his stomach tighten, and a way of looking at him that made him wonder if she knew exactly what she was doing.

Malcolm wasn’t delusional. He knew most guys his age wouldn’t even think they had a shot with a woman like her. She was older, married, sophisticated—everything he wasn’t. But there had been moments over the past year. Lingering glances. Casual touches that lasted a second too long. The way she’d lean just a little closer when they talked.

Maybe he was imagining it.

But God, he hoped not.

The neighbourhood was quiet, the kind of place where everyone waved but nobody really knew each other. The Bennetts had moved in years ago, back when Malcolm was still in high school. Eric, Lorraine’s husband, was a decent guy—polite, reserved, always working late. Malcolm had barely spoken to him more than a handful of times.

But Lorraine?

Lorraine had always been different.

He remembered the first time he really noticed her. It had been two summers ago, just before he left for university. She’d been outside watering her garden, wearing a loose tank top and shorts, her skin glowing under the sun. She’d caught him staring—of course she had—and instead of looking away, she’d smirked. Just a little. Just enough to make his pulse jump.

Since then, every interaction had been charged with something unspoken.

Malcolm rounded the corner onto his street, his house coming into view. And there she was.

Lorraine was kneeling in her front garden, pruning a rose bush, her back to him. She wore a fitted white t-shirt, the fabric clinging just enough to outline the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. Her denim shorts were frayed at the edges, riding up slightly as she shifted.

Jesus.

He slowed his steps, debating whether to say something or just keep walking. Before he could decide, she turned, as if sensing him.

“Well, look who’s back,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. Her lips curled into a slow smile. “How was this year at university, Malcolm?”

She remembered.

“Uh—good. Busy.” He cleared his throat, stopping at the edge of her lawn. “You look like you’re keeping busy too.”

She laughed, low and warm. “Gardening’s therapeutic. Though I’m starting to think I bit off more than I can handle.” She gestured to the overgrown bushes. “Eric keeps saying he’ll help, but...” She trailed off with a shrug.

Malcolm hesitated. “I could give you a hand.”

Her eyes flicked over him, lingering just a beat too long on his arms. “Could you now?”

“Yeah, I mean—” He rubbed the back of his neck. “If you want.”

She tilted her head, considering. Then, with a slow exhale, she stood, brushing dirt from her knees. “You know, I might take you up on that.”

There it was again—that look. The one that made his skin prickle.

She stepped closer, close enough that he caught the faint scent of her perfume—something floral, expensive. “You’ve grown up, Malcolm,” she murmured.

His breath caught, her comment catching him off-guard.

She reached out, plucking an invisible piece of lint from his shirt. Her fingers lingered. “I’ll be honest... I’ve been waiting for you to come home.”

Holy shit. Was this real? Was he simply dreaming?

Malcolm’s heart hammered against his ribs. This wasn’t just flirting. This was real.

Lorraine smiled, slow and knowing. “Why don’t you come by tomorrow? We can... talk more.”

He swallowed hard. “Yeah. I’d like that.” He tried not to sound too giddy. But it was clear he was overly excited. He couldn’t contain it.

She stepped back, but her gaze held his, dark with promise. “Good. See you tomorrow.”

As Malcolm walked away, his mind raced. He’d been right.

And he was definitely a lucky man.
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Chapter 2: Going Over
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The sun had just begun its slow descent, painting the sky in streaks of burnt orange and deep violet as Malcolm walked toward Lorraine’s front door. His heart thudded against his ribs, each step forward feeling heavier than the last.

This is insane.

He shouldn’t be here. Not like this. Not when every cell in his body was screaming that this was dangerous.

And yet.

He raised his hand and knocked before he could second-guess himself.

The door swung open faster than he expected, as if she’d been waiting just on the other side.

And there she was.

Lorraine stood before him, bathed in the warm glow of the entryway light, wearing a sleeveless cream-coloured blouse that dipped just low enough to tease the curve of her breasts. The fabric clung to her waist before flaring slightly over her hips, and her dark jeans hugged every inch of her legs, ending in bare feet with perfectly painted toes.

Jesus Christ.

She wasn’t dressed for gardening.

She was dressed for him.

“Right on time,” she murmured, leaning against the doorframe, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “I was starting to think you’d changed your mind.”

Malcolm swallowed hard. “No. I—I wouldn’t do that.”

Her gaze flickered over him, lingering on the way his T-shirt stretched across his shoulders, the nervous flex of his fingers at his sides. “Good.”

She stepped back, gesturing for him to come inside.

The air in the house was warm, scented with something sweet—vanilla, maybe, or cinnamon. The kind of smell that wrapped around him, intoxicating.

“I made coffee,” she said, leading him toward the kitchen. “Or there’s tea, if you prefer.”

“Coffee’s fine,” he managed, his voice rougher than he intended.

She glanced at him over her shoulder, eyes dark with amusement. “Nervous?”

Yes. He indeed was.

“No.”

She laughed softly, reaching for two mugs from the cabinet. The movement made her blouse ride up just slightly, revealing a sliver of smooth skin at her waist.

Malcolm’s mouth went dry.

“You know,” she said, pouring the coffee, her voice deliberately casual, “Eric’s not home.”

He stilled. He wondered if he heard her right.

She turned, pressing a mug into his hands, her fingers brushing his just a second too long. “Business trip. He won’t be back until Sunday.”

The implication hung between them, thick and heavy.

Malcolm’s grip tightened around the mug. “That’s... good.”

“Is it?” She tilted her head, watching him. It felt as though she was staring into his soul.

He didn’t trust himself to answer. He didn’t know how to answer.

Lorraine took a slow sip of her coffee, her eyes never leaving his. Then, deliberately, she set the mug down on the counter.

“You know why I invited you over, don’t you?”


His pulse roared in his ears.



She stepped closer. Close enough that he could feel the heat of her body, smell the faint trace of her perfume—something floral and expensive, just like yesterday.


“I think so,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.



She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “Then why are we still talking?”

His breath stopped.

And then—

She kissed him.

Soft at first, just a brush of her lips against his, testing. But when he didn’t pull away, when his hands finally moved to grip her waist, she deepened it, her mouth opening under his with a hunger that sent fire straight through him.

The coffee was forgotten.

The world was forgotten.

There was only her.

And when she finally pulled back, her lips swollen, her breath uneven, she whispered the words that shattered whatever restraint he had left:

“Take me to the bedroom, Malcolm.”

How could he possibly resist?
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Chapter 3: This Is It
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The moment Lorraine’s lips parted from his, Malcolm knew there was no turning back.

Her command—Take me to the bedroom—echoed in his mind, a pulse of heat straight to his core. He didn’t hesitate.

One hand slid around her waist, the other cupping the back of her neck as he kissed her again, harder this time, his tongue sweeping against hers. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling just enough to make him groan.

“Bedroom,” she gasped between kisses. “Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice.

Breaking away only long enough to guide her, Malcolm backed her toward the hallway, their mouths crashing together again as they stumbled past the kitchen, past the living room, past every boundary they were about to shatter.

Lorraine’s bedroom door was slightly ajar. He pushed it open with his shoulder, and the second they crossed the threshold, her hands were on him—yanking at his shirt, fingers skimming over the hard planes of his stomach as she pulled the fabric up and over his head.

“Fuck,” she breathed, dragging her nails lightly down his chest. “You’re even better than I imagined.” The smirk on her face was to die for.

The words sent a jolt through him. She’d imagined this. Imagined him.

His hands found the hem of her blouse, fingers trembling slightly as he lifted it, exposing the smooth skin beneath. She raised her arms, letting him strip it off, leaving her in nothing but a lace bra that barely contained her.

Malcolm’s mouth went dry once more.

“You’re staring,” she teased, but there was a flicker of something vulnerable in her eyes—like she wasn’t entirely sure of herself.

He closed the distance between them, his hands sliding up her sides, thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”

She shivered, her breath hitching as he leaned down to trail kisses along her collarbone, her neck, the sensitive spot just below her ear.

“Malcolm—” His name was a plea on her lips. Even just hearing it made him begin to grow harder.

He unhooked her bra. He wanted to prove how easy it was, but his hands twitched with nerves, fumbling for several heartbeats before the clasp gave way. Eventually he managed to get it off, the two of them watching, letting it fall to the floor.

For a moment, they both just looked.

Then her hands were on his belt, unbuckling it with deliberate slowness, her eyes locked on his as she popped the button of his jeans.

“Tell me you want this,” she whispered.

He caught her wrist, his voice rough. “You know I do. I want you so badly.”

She smirked, pushing his jeans down his hips. “Then prove it.”

Malcolm’s heart pounded as Lorraine’s hands slid down his hips, pushing his jeans to the floor. He stepped out of them, his boxers following in one swift motion, leaving him bare before her. Her eyes raked over him, a hungry smirk playing on her lips as she took in every inch. “Look at you,” she purred, her voice low and sultry. “Perfect.”

He reached for her, but she stepped back, her fingers trailing along his chest as she retreated toward the bed. “Not yet,” she teased, her tone commanding. “I want to see you, Malcolm. All of you.”

His breath hitched as she sat on the edge of the bed, her legs parting slightly, her gaze never leaving his. She was in control, and it was electric. Slowly, he moved toward her, his body tense with anticipation. When he was close enough, she reached out, her fingers wrapping around him, stroking him with a firm, deliberate touch.

“Lori—” His voice was rough, almost a growl, as her hand worked him. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine tonight,” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he gasped, his hands gripping her shoulders. “Yes.”

She pulled back, her eyes locking onto his, and he saw the fire there. She was steady, confident, and so fucking beautiful. Her fingers tightened around him, and he groaned, his hips instinctively bucking into her touch. “Good boy,” she murmured, her smirk widening. “Now, show me how much you want me.”

Malcolm didn’t need to be told twice. He dropped to his knees in front of her, removing her jeans first. Next, he followed that up by sliding his hands up her thighs. She leaned back, propping herself up on her elbows as he kissed his way up her legs, his lips leaving a trail of heat. When he reached the apex of her thighs, he paused, looking up at her for permission. She nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “Go on,” she breathed. “Taste me.”

He did. His tongue dipped between her folds, and she let out a moan that sent a shiver down his spine. She was sweet, her arousal coating his tongue as he explored her, teasing her with slow, deliberate strokes. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as her hips bucked just slightly, against his mouth. “Fuck, Malcolm,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He was determined to make her come undone, his tongue circling her clit as his fingers pressed inside her. She was tight, her walls clenching around him as she writhed beneath his touch. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and he could feel her getting closer. “I’m—I’m going to—” Her words broke off into a cry as she came, her body shuddering as she gripped his hair.

When she finally relaxed, her chest heaving, she looked down at him with a satisfied smile. “You’re good at that,” she said, her voice breathless. “But we’re not done yet.”

She stood, pulling him up with her, and pushed him onto the bed. He lay back, his body tense with anticipation as she climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She looked down at him, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “You’re going to listen to everything I say,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Understand?”

He nodded, his hands gripping her hips as she positioned herself above him. “Good,” she purred. She lowered herself onto him, inch by agonizing inch, until he was sheathed inside her. Her head fell back, a low moan escaping her lips as she took him fully.

“Fuck, Lori,” Malcolm groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she began to move. She rolled her hips, setting a slow, deliberate pace that had him seeing stars. She leaned forward, her hands planting on his chest for leverage as she rode him. “You feel so good,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Tell me how much you want me.”

“I need you,” he gasped, his hips thrusting up to meet her. “Please, Lori—I can’t—”

She cut him off with a kiss, her lips crashing against his as she picked up the pace. Her body moved with a rhythm that was pure sin, each thrust driving him closer to the edge. Then, she stilled for just a moment, her body flush against his. “Look at me.” He obeyed, stopping, as he was drowning in her gaze. “Now move.”

“Come for me,” she whispered against his lips. “Let me feel you.”

He couldn’t hold back. With a cry, he came, his body trembling as he spilled inside her. He held her breasts, squeezing them just a bit, as he continued to release. She moaned, her own orgasm crashing over her as she tightened around him, her body shuddering with the force of it. When she finally stilled, her chest heaving, she looked down at him with a satisfied smile.

“Good boy,” she murmured, leaning down to kiss him softly. “But we’re not done yet.” She rolled off of him, reaching for him again, her eyes glinting with mischief.

It seemed she wanted to go again. Tonight was going to be a long night.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: Incredible
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The room was quiet except for their mingled breaths, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex and something sweet—vanilla, maybe, or the lingering trace of Lorraine’s perfume. Malcolm lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, his skin still humming, his mind blissfully blank.

Holy shit.

He’d never felt like this before. Like every nerve in his body had been lit up and then gently soothed, like he’d been stripped down to nothing and rebuilt in the span of an hour.

Lorraine shifted beside him, her leg brushing against his, her warmth seeping into his skin. He turned his head to look at her.

She was already watching him, her lips curved into a lazy, satisfied smile.

“Wow,” he breathed.

She laughed, low and throaty. “Yeah. Wow is right.”

Malcolm rolled onto his side, propping himself up on one elbow. “Just. Fucking. Wow. I don’t know what else to say.” He couldn’t help but chuckle.

Lorraine reached up, tracing a finger along his jaw. “I guess I’ll take that as a compliment,” she murmured, her voice rich with amusement.

“You should.” He caught her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm. “That was... incredible.”

She arched a brow, incredulous. “Just incredible?”

“Mind-blowing. Life-altering. Should-be-illegal.” He couldn’t help but smirk, enjoying his own commentary.

She laughed again, the sound curling around him like smoke. “Better.”

For a moment, they just looked at each other, the weight of what they’d done settling between them. But instead of guilt, instead of panic, all Malcolm felt was a deep, bone-melting contentment.

Lorraine’s fingers trailed down his chest, absently tracing the lines of his muscles. “You’re not so bad yourself, you know.”

He grinned. “High praise.”

“Don’t let it go to your head.”

“Too late,” he said, with a grin that beamed from ear to ear.

She swatted at him half-heartedly, but she was smiling, her eyes soft in the dim light. Malcolm reached for her, pulling her closer, and she went willingly, tucking herself against his side with a sigh.

They lay like that for a while, tangled together, the silence comfortable. Malcolm traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder, memorizing the feel of her skin.

“What are you thinking about?” Lorraine asked after a while, her voice drowsy.

Malcolm hesitated. He could lie. He could say nothing, could keep this moment light and easy. But something in him—something reckless and hopeful—wanted more.

“You,” he admitted. “How fucking lucky I am.” He blushed as he spoke the words into existence.

Lorraine went still for a heartbeat. Then she tilted her head up to look at him, her gaze searching. “Malcolm...”

He kissed her before she could say anything else, before she could remind him of all the reasons this was complicated, before she could pull away. And when he finally broke the kiss, her eyes were heavy-lidded, her lips parted.

“Stay,” she murmured.

He didn’t quite answer. Not with words. But when he settled back against her, his body molding to hers, his breath evening out against her skin, she knew.

He wasn’t going anywhere.
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Chapter 5: Guilt
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The sun bled orange across the suburban skyline as Malcolm stood at his bedroom window, staring at the Bennett house across the street.

Last night, that bedroom had been a sanctuary of tangled sheets and whispered promises. Now, in the harsh light of reality, it was just a house again. A house where Eric Bennett—decent, unsuspecting Eric—would return in less than forty-eight hours.

What the hell have I done? Malcolm couldn’t help but torment himself with the question.

Malcolm’s chest tightened. He could still smell Lorraine on his skin, still feel the ghost of her nails down his back. The memory alone sent a jolt of heat through him, followed immediately by a wave of nausea.

He’d slept with another man’s wife.

Not just any man’s wife. Eric’s wife. His neighbor. A guy who’d once helped Malcolm’s dad shovel the driveway after a snowstorm. A guy who’d nodded at him in the street like they were friends.

And Lorraine—

His throat clicked around a dry swallow. She’d been the one to initiate it, yes, but he hadn’t resisted. Not for a second. He’d wanted her, wanted it, wanted more.

But now?

Now all he could think about was Eric coming home. Would he know? Would he take one look at his wife and see the guilt in her eyes? Would he glance across the street and see the shame in Malcolm’s?

His phone buzzed on the nightstand. A text.

Lorraine: You okay?

Three words. Simple. Casual. As if they hadn’t spent the night tearing each other apart. As if they hadn’t crossed a line that could never be uncrossed.

Malcolm picked up the phone, thumbs hovering over the screen. What was he supposed to say?

No, I’m not okay. I feel like I’m going to throw up? That wouldn’t work.

Yes, I’m okay. Let’s do it again?

We need to talk?

He exhaled sharply and typed a more simple message: Yeah. You?

The reply came fast. 

Lorraine: Can’t stop thinking about last night.

His gut twisted—half guilt, half giddy hunger. He shouldn’t have liked that as much as he did.

Malcolm: Me too.

A pause. Then another message came through.

Lorraine: Come over.

His pulse spiked. One word, and his body was already reacting, already remembering. The feelings inside him began bubbling up once more.

But then—

A car door slammed outside.

Malcolm’s head snapped up. A neighbour, just getting home. Not Eric. Not yet.

But soon. Soon, his internal panic would be validated.

His fingers tightened around the phone. He should say no. He should end this now, before it went any further. Before someone got hurt.

Before Eric got hurt.

But then another text came through.

Lorraine: Malcolm. I need to see you.

And just like that, his resolve crumbled.

He looked back out the window, at the house across the street, at the bedroom where they’d burned the world down.

Then he grabbed his keys.
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Chapter 6: The Talk
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Malcolm’s knuckles hovered over Lorraine’s front door, his heart hammering hard enough to bruise. He could already picture her on the other side—her sexy, greying hair tousled, lips parted in that knowing smile, body warm and waiting.

Just walk away. A large part of him wanted to just walk. Or even run.

But then the door swung open, and there she was.

Lorraine’s eyes lit up when she saw him, her smile so bright it made his chest ache. “You came,” she murmured, stepping back to let him in.

The house smelled like coffee and her perfume, familiar and intoxicating. Malcolm’s resolve wavered as she reached for him, her fingers brushing his wrist.

God, he wanted her.

The realization hit him like a punch. He wanted to ignore the guilt, to lose himself in her again, to pretend last night hadn’t changed everything.

But then—

“Lori, wait.” He caught her hand before she could pull him closer.

Her smile faltered. “What’s wrong?”

Malcolm exhaled sharply. “We need to talk.”

The words spilled out of him like a confession. The guilt. The fear. The way he couldn’t stop thinking about Eric—good, oblivious Eric—coming home to a wife who’d been unfaithful. And a neighbour who’d been a disrespectful dickhead.

Lorraine listened quietly, her fingers tracing idle circles on the back of his hand. When he finally finished, she didn’t look angry. She didn’t even look surprised.

“Malcolm,” she said softly, “Eric and I have an open marriage.”

He blinked. “What?”

“We’ve had an arrangement for years.” She shrugged, as if discussing the weather. “He knows. He’s... fine with it.”

Malcolm’s stomach lurched. “You’re serious?” He still couldn’t believe his ears.

“Dead serious.” Her gaze didn’t waver. “If you don’t believe me, you can ask him yourself when he gets back.”

Ask Eric. The thought sent a fresh wave of panic through him. But beneath it, something else—relief.

“He even likes to watch sometimes,” Lorraine added, a sly smirk playing on her lips.

Malcolm nearly choked. “Watch?”

She laughed at his expression. “We don’t have to do that. But I wanted you to know the truth.” She grinned, seeming to enjoy Malcolm’s moment of distress.

He exhaled, long and slow. The weight that had been crushing him since last night—since before last night—lifted, just a little.

“So,” Lorraine murmured, stepping closer, “are we good?”

Malcolm looked down at her, at the hope in her eyes, at the way her body fit against his like she was made for him.

“Yeah,” he said, voice rough. “We’re good.”

She grinned, slow and wicked, and for the first time since he’d crossed her threshold, Malcolm let himself believe this could work.

“I’m serious, by the way. If you’d like, you can even ask Eric about it when he gets home. He’ll tell you that everything I’m saying is true.”

Malcolm paused to think about it. He didn’t know if he’d have the confidence or the swagger to actually ask questions like that. But he responded anyway.

“Yeah. I just might do that.”

They stared into each other’s eyes, hands beginning to touch. Fingers beginning to mingle and intertwine.

Their lips met, soft and sure, and when they finally pulled apart, they stayed close, foreheads touching, breathing each other in.

No guilt. No fear. None of it.

Just hopeful.
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Chapter 7: Asked
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The silence from Lorraine gnawed at Malcolm like a hunger pain.

Two days. Two days since Eric had returned, and not a single text. No sly smile from across the street, no flicker of curtains parting as he passed her house. Just radio silence—and the growing dread that maybe, just maybe, she’d changed her mind.

Malcolm paced his bedroom, phone clutched in his sweating palm. He thumbed open their message thread for the dozenth time, staring at the last exchange:

Malcolm: You still want me to talk to Eric?

Lorraine: Only if you’re comfortable.

Comfortable. Right.

He tossed the phone onto his bed with a groan. Comfortable would’ve been never crossing that line in the first place. Comfortable would’ve been admiring Lorraine from afar like he had for years, letting his fantasies stay just that—fantasies.

But no. He’d gone and fucked it all up.

Or had he?

The memory of Lorraine’s words echoed in his skull: Eric likes to watch sometimes.

A shiver raced down his spine.

Malcolm grabbed his keys before he could second-guess himself.

The Bennett house loomed before him, its porch light casting long shadows across the neatly trimmed lawn. Malcolm’s pulse hammered in his throat as he raised his fist to knock—

The door swung open before his knuckles made contact.

Eric stood there, dressed in a faded band T-shirt and jeans, a dish towel slung over one shoulder. For a heartbeat, they just stared at each other.

Then Eric smirked. “Hey, Malcolm.”

No anger. No suspicion. Just... amusement.

Malcolm’s throat sealed shut momentarily, cotton-dry. “Uh. Hey.”

Eric stepped back, gesturing inside. “You here for Lori? She’s out grabbing groceries.”

Shit. This wasn’t the plan. He was supposed to—what? Casually confirm their marital arrangement over small talk?

Malcolm cleared his throat. “Actually, I was hoping to talk to you.”

Eric’s eyebrows shot up. Then, slowly, his smirk widened. “Oh. Oh.” He chuckled, shaking his head. “Come on in, kid.”

The kitchen smelled like garlic and rosemary, a half-chopped onion abandoned on the cutting board. Eric grabbed two beers from the fridge, popping the caps and sliding one across the island to Malcolm.

“So,” Eric said, leaning against the counter. “Lori finally told you, huh?”

Malcolm’s grip tightened around the bottle. “Yeah. She, uh. Said you two have an... an arrangement.”

Eric took a long swig, his eyes never leaving Malcolm’s. “We do.”

Silence stretched between them, thick and heavy. This was already a bit weird.

Malcolm forced himself to ask: “And you’re... okay with it?”

Eric laughed—a warm, easy sound that threw Malcolm for a loop. “Man, I’m better than okay.” He set his beer down, folding his arms. “We’ve been doing this for years. Hell, sometimes I—” He paused, studying Malcolm’s face. “You really don’t know, do you?”

Malcolm’s stomach flipped. “Know what?”

Eric’s voice dropped, low and conspiratorial. “I like it. Watching. Thinking about her with someone else.” He shrugged, grinning. “Especially when it’s someone like you.” Malcolm's fingers twitched around the beer bottle, condensation slick against his palm.

Malcolm’s brain short-circuited. Every hair on his body began to stand up. Someone like you. Young? Naive? Willing? What did he mean by that?

Before he could process, Eric added, “She’s happy. I’m happy. That’s all that matters to me.” Eric shrugged it all off like it was nothing. Just water off a duck’s back.

And just like that, the last of Malcolm’s guilt dissolved.

The front door creaked open, surprising them.

“Honey, I’m home!” Lorraine’s voice carried down the hall, followed by the rustle of grocery bags.

Eric winked. “Go on. She’s been antsy all week.”

Malcolm didn’t need to be told twice.
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Chapter 8: You Sure?
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After helping Lorraine with groceries and having a talk with her, Malcolm ended up at home again. This time, they’d arranged to have a meetup, with the specific intention of hooking up. And Eric knew about it.

How could he not? He was right there as they were having the discussion. And they were all smiles, the entire time.

Malcolm was still growing used to the situation, and didn’t want to do anything while Eric was home.

So it was a good thing that his parents were still gone away on their vacation. They wouldn’t be returning for a few more days.

Lorraine had suggested they find another spot, and Malcolm had suggested her coming over to his place. Well, his parent’s place. Strangely enough, this was encouraged by Eric. Malcolm never would have thought he’d be in a situation like this. Not ever in his life.

But he was determined to be ready for it.

—-
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THE CLOCK ON MALCOLM’S nightstand ticked past midnight, each second stretched, syrupy-slow.

He paced his bedroom, bare feet sinking into the plush carpet, his stomach a tangled knot of anticipation and nerves.

She’s really coming.

Lorraine—Lori—in his house. Soon. In his bed. With Eric’s blessing.

The thought alone sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin.

A soft knock at the front door snapped him out of his trance. Malcolm’s pulse instantly skyrocketed.

He took the stairs two at a time, nearly tripping in his haste, and yanked the door open—

And there she was. Beautiful as ever.

Lorraine stood on his porch, backlit by the moon, wrapped in a sheer black negligee that left nothing to the imagination. The lace clung to her curves, the plunging neckline dipping dangerously low, the thigh-high slit revealing smooth, toned skin.

Jesus Christ.

Malcolm’s mouth went bone-dry.

“Hi,” she murmured, a slow smirk playing on her lips as she took in his stunned expression. “You gonna invite me in, or just keep staring?”

He swallowed hard. “Fuck. Yeah. Come in.”

She stepped inside, her perfume—something dark and floral—wrapping around him like a promise. The door clicked shut behind her, and suddenly, the hallway felt too small, too hot, the air thick with the weight of what they were about to do.

Lorraine turned to face him, her gaze raking over him with deliberate slowness. “You nervous?”

Terrified. Excited. Aching.

“No,” he lied. Again.

She laughed, low and throaty, and closed the distance between them. Her fingers traced the hem of his shirt, teasing. “Liar.”

Malcolm caught her wrist, his voice rough. “You’re sure about this?”

“Malcolm.” Her free hand cupped his jaw, her thumb brushing his lower lip. “Eric’s at home. Waiting.” A wicked gleam lit her eyes. “He’s thinking about me right now. Thinking about you.”

The image hit him like a lightning strike—Eric, alone in their bed, imagining Lorraine here, with him—

Malcolm crushed his mouth to hers.

Lorraine melted against him, her nails scraping down his back as he backed her toward the stairs. She broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against his lips:

"Show me your room," she breathed, her nails scoring his hips. "I want to see where you've dreamed about me."
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Chapter 9: Once More
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Malcolm’s bedroom door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in the amber glow of his bedside lamp. Lorraine wasted no time—her hands were already at his waistband, her mouth hot against his neck as she backed him toward the bed.

“Wait,” she murmured against his skin, pulling back just enough to meet his eyes. “Before we get started... How would you feel about being filmed?”

Malcolm’s pulse stuttered. “Filmed?”

Lorraine smirked, reaching into her bag and producing a small phone tripod. “Nothing crazy. Just something to watch later.” She tilted her head, studying his reaction. “Eric’s idea. He’d... like to see it. Of course, we can watch it first,” she teased.

Malcolm’s throat went dry. The thought of Eric watching—really watching—sent a jolt of heat straight to his groin. But then reality crashed in. His face. His parents. The fucking internet.

“I—uh.” He swallowed. “Can we keep my face out of it?”

Lorraine’s smile softened. “Of course. Only what you’re comfortable with.” She stepped away, adjusting the tripod in the corner of the room, angling the phone away from the headboard. “There. Just the bed. And me. Is that okay?”

Malcolm nodded, then exhaled. That he could work with.

She turned back to him, her gaze darkening as she let the straps of her negligee slide down her shoulders. “Better get over here, then.”

He didn’t need to be told twice.

Malcolm closed the distance between them, his hands finding her waist as their lips crashed together. The kiss was hungry, desperate, her nails scraping down his back as he fumbled with the clasp of her bra. He did a better job with the clasp, this time.

Lorraine broke away just long enough to yank his shirt over his head, her breath hitching as her palms mapped the planes of his chest. “God, you’re perfect,” she whispered.

He didn’t feel perfect. He felt wild. Unraveled. Like every nerve in his body was on fire.

Her negligee pooled at her feet. His jeans followed.

And then there was nothing left between them but skin.

Lorraine’s hands slid down Malcolm’s chest, her nails grazing his skin as she pushed him back onto the bed. He fell with a soft thud, the mattress dipping under his weight. Her eyes locked with his, a smirk playing on her lips as she climbed over him, her knees bracketing his hips. She leaned down, her hair brushing his face as she kissed him again, slow and deliberate, her tongue teasing his.

Malcolm’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her skin as she ground against him, the heat between them already unbearable. He groaned, his hips lifting instinctively to meet her, but she pulled back, her smirk widening.

“Not yet,” she said, her voice low and commanding. She sat up, straddling him, her hands resting on his chest as she looked down at him. “I’m in control here. You just let me take care of you.”

The phone's red recording light blinked like a third eye in the dark. The only other thing in the room.

Malcolm swallowed hard, his chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. He nodded, his hands falling to the bed at his sides, letting her take the lead. Lorraine’s smile turned wicked as she reached between them, her fingers wrapping around him, stroking him slowly, teasingly.

“You’re already so hard for me,” she purred, her grip tightening just enough to make him gasp. “You’ve been thinking about this all day, haven’t you?”

Malcolm’s eyes fluttered shut as she continued to stroke him, her thumb brushing over the tip, spreading the moisture there. “Yes,” he breathed, his voice barely audible.

“Tell me,” she demanded, her hands stilling, her gaze intense.

Malcolm opened his eyes, meeting hers. “I’ve been thinking about you,” he admitted, his voice shaky. “About this. About how good you feel. About how much I need you.”

Lorraine’s smirk softened into a smile, and she leaned down to kiss him again, her lips soft against his. “Good boy,” she murmured, her hand moving again, her strokes slow and deliberate, driving him wild.

She broke the kiss, her eyes dark with desire as she positioned herself over him, her hands resting on his chest for balance. She hesitated for just a moment, her gaze locking with his, before she slowly lowered herself onto him, inch by inch, until he was fully inside her.

Malcolm’s breath caught in his throat, his hands gripping the sheets as she took him in, her warmth enveloping him. Lorraine’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips as she adjusted to him, her body trembling with the sensation.

“God, you feel so good,” she breathed, her hips starting to move, rocking against him in a slow, steady rhythm.

Malcolm’s hands moved to her hips, his fingers digging into her skin as he tried to keep up with her pace, but she pushed his hands away, her eyes narrowing.

“I said,” she murmured, her voice firm but gentle, “I’m in control. You just let me do the work.” She lightly choked him, in a small show of dominance.

Malcolm nodded, his hands falling back to the bed, his chest heaving as she continued to ride him, her pace quickening, her moans growing louder with each thrust. Her hands moved to her breasts, her fingers teasing her own nipples as she rocked against him, her body driving him closer and closer to the edge.

“Lorraine,” he gasped, his voice strained, “I’m not going to last much longer.” The sights and sensations he was getting from her were proving to be too much.

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Then come for me,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Let go.”

Her words were all it took. Malcolm’s hips bucked as he came, his release spilling deep inside her, her name on his lips as he cried out. Lorraine’s movements slowed, her body milking every last drop from him, her own moans mingling with his as she rode out his climax.

When he finally stopped, she collapsed onto his chest, her breath ragged, her body trembling with the aftershocks. They lay there for a moment, neither of them speaking, the only sound in the room their heavy breathing.

But Lorraine wasn’t done yet.

She pushed herself up, her eyes meeting his as she straddled him again, her hands steadying herself, resting on his chest. “Again,” she said, her voice firm, her gaze intense.

Malcolm’s eyes widened, his body already responding to her despite the exhaustion creeping in. “Lorraine—”

She cut him off with a kiss, her lips hard against his, her hands gripping his wrists and pinning them to the bed. “I said again,” she repeated, her voice low and commanding, her hips grinding against him, reigniting the fire between them.

He groaned, the sensation already overwhelming, his body betraying him as he grew hard again beneath her. Lorraine’s smirk returned as she felt him, her hands releasing his wrists and moving to her hips, positioning him at her entrance once more.

“Good boy,” she purred, sinking onto him again, gyrating back and forth, teasing his hard cock with her wet little pussy. She didn’t let him inside quite yet.

Lorraine’s hands gripped Malcolm’s hips, her nails digging into his flesh as she positioned him on the bed. She leaned over him, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, “You’re not done yet.” Her voice was low, commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. She nudged his legs apart, and he could feel her body pressing against his, her skin searing against his thighs.

“Lori,” he murmured, his voice shaky, but she cut him off with a sharp tug of his hair, pulling his head back so he could only see her smirking face in the corner of his vision.

“Don’t ruin this,” she said, her voice firm but laced with a teasing edge. “You’re going to take me, like a man. And you’re going to make it good.” She released his hair and moved away, and he watched as she began shifting herself, changing positions right in front of him. His heart pounded, as he saw her positioning herself on all fours, her back arched, her body perfectly framed by the dim light of the room. Her voluptuous ass and pink little pussy were pointed back towards him. He returned to full mast, on the spot. The camera in the corner caught every angle, but at that moment, Malcolm couldn’t care less.

He sat up, crawling forward until his hands were gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. She glanced back at him, her eyes dark with desire, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Do it,” she whispered, her voice breathless.

Malcolm didn’t hesitate. He thrust into her, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he sank into her warmth. Lorraine let out a loud moan, her head dropping forward as she braced herself against the bed. He started slow, but Lorraine reached back, her hand grabbing his thigh. “Harder,” she demanded, her voice sharp. She certainly knew what she wanted.

Malcolm obeyed, his hips snapping forward with more force, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Lorraine’s moans grew louder, her body rocking with each thrust. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she reached up to grip the footrest. “Just like that. Fuck me, Malcolm!”

He gripped her waist firmly, pulling her back onto him with each thrust. She was tight, warm, and every movement sent jolts of pleasure through him. His breathing grew ragged, his body moving on instinct as he lost himself in the rhythm. Lorraine’s moans turned into screams, her body trembling beneath him.

“You feel so good,” she gasped, her voice shaking. “Oh God, Malcolm, don’t stop!”

He didn’t. His hands moved to her rear, smacking her ass, before gripping her tightly once again as he fucked her harder, faster. The sound of their bodies slamming together was almost deafening, mixed with Lorraine’s cries of pleasure. Malcolm’s vision blurred, his entire world narrowing down to the heat of her body around him.

Lorraine’s screams grew louder, her body shaking as she came. It seemed to come from nowhere. “Oh fuck! Oh yes! Dear God!” Lorraine called out.

Malcolm felt her tighten around him, and it pushed him over the edge. He groaned, his hips stuttering as he buried himself deep inside her, his release surging into her with each pulse. He simply could not contain himself any longer.

Lorraine collapsed onto the bed, her body quivering as he stayed inside her, his hands still gripping her hips. As if his mind had gone blank, and he didn’t know what to do next. He continued to seep into her.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies connected, their breaths heavy. Finally, Malcolm slowly pulled out, his hands running up her back as he leaned over her, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. Lorraine turned her head, her eyes meeting his.

“That,” she said, her voice husky, “was fucking incredible.”

Malcolm smiled, his body still trembling as he lay down beside her, his arm wrapping around her waist. She turned to face him, her hand cupping his cheek as she leaned in to kiss him. It was slow and tender, a stark contrast to the intensity of what had just happened.

“Was that good for you?” Lorraine asked him, wanting to make sure it’d been just as pleasurable for him. She was still struggling to catch her breath.

In a moment of pure honesty, he couldn’t help but smile at her. “Better than good. The best I’ve ever had.”

She turned her entire body towards him, a look of glee and contentment on her face. She pulled him in for a deep, passionate kiss.

They passed out, just like that, forgetting the camera had ever even been on.
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Chapter 10: Strangely Content
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The first light of dawn crept through the blinds, painting golden stripes across the rumpled sheets. Malcolm stirred, his body heavy with satisfaction, his mind still fogged with sleep. Then he felt it—the warm weight of Lorraine pressed against his back, her breath soft against his shoulder.

For a moment, he just lay there, savouring it. The way her leg hooked over his, the way her fingers curled possessively around his hip. The scent of sex and her perfume still clinging to the sheets. He didn’t think there could be a better way to start the day.

Then she stretched against him with a sleepy hum, her nails dragging lightly down his stomach. “Morning,” she murmured, her voice still full of sleep.

Malcolm rolled over to face her, his hand finding the curve of her waist. “Morning.”

Lorraine’s lips curved into a lazy smile, her eyes still half-closed. “Sleep okay?”

He huffed a laugh. “After that? I slept like the dead.”

She grinned, propping herself up on one elbow. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smudged, and she’d never looked more beautiful. “Good. Because I’m starving.”

—-
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THEY MADE BREAKFAST naked.

Well—mostly naked. Lorraine had tugged on one of Malcolm’s discarded T-shirts, the hem brushing just past her hips, while he’d opted for just boxers. It was surreal, watching her pad barefoot around his parents’ kitchen, humming as she scrambled eggs, her hips swaying to some silent rhythm.

Malcolm leaned against the counter, coffee in hand, unable to stop staring.

Lorraine caught him looking and smirked. “What?”

“Nothing,” he said, grinning into his mug. “Just never thought I’d see you standing in my kitchen like this.”

“Like what?” She turned, spatula in hand, and arched a brow. “Looking this good?”

He laughed, setting the coffee down to pull her against him. “Exactly like that.”

She melted into the kiss, her free hand balling up in his hair—until the toast popped up, making them both jump.

It was only when they were curled up on the couch, plates balanced on their laps, that Lorraine suddenly giggled.

“You know what’s funny?”

Malcolm tried not to worry, as something had seemed a little off about the way she’d said it. “What?”

She stared at him, eyes wide. “The camera.” That was all she said.

A beat of silence. Then—

“Oh shit.” Malcolm’s face burned. “Did it—?”

“Save?” Lorraine burst out laughing. “Yeah. Yeah, it did!” She mimed wiping her brow. “Good thing, too. There’s hours of nothing but us snoring at the end.”

Malcolm let out a mix of a groan and a laugh, dropping his head back against the couch. “Jesus Christ.”

Lorraine nudged his knee with her foot, grinning. “Yeah. I might have to edit it before Eric sees it,” she said with another little giggle.

Malcolm peeked at her through his fingers. Then, slowly, a smirk tugged at his lips. He reached out, giving her bare thigh a playful tap. “Or we could just make another one for him. Any time you want.”

Lorraine’s laugh was bright, delighted. “Oh, really?”

“Mmhmm.” He leaned in, nipping at her earlobe. “I’m very committed to this project.”

She swatted at him, but she was still smiling—soft, almost fond.

Later, when the dishes were done and the sun was high, they found themselves tangled together on the couch again, Lorraine’s head pillowed on his chest.

“So,” she said, tracing idle circles on his stomach. “What now?”

Malcolm considered it. The future was a blank slate—no promises, no expectations. Just this. Them. Eric. Whatever this was.

And strangely? He was okay with that.

He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Now,” he said, “we see what happens.”

Lorraine hummed, content. “Sounds perfect.”

And it was.
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