
    
      
        
      

    




The Cougar and Her Cub (An Age Gap Fantasy)

Ms Naughtee





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE COUGAR AND HER CUB: AN AGE GAP FANTASY

    

    
      First edition. June 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ms Naughtee.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231776887

    

    
    
      Written by Ms Naughtee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  





  	
	    
	      Also by Ms Naughtee

	    

      
	    
          
	      A History In Love

          
        
          
	          A History In Love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      BLACKED

          
        
          
	          Blacked Friday: A Cuck/Hotwife Novel

          
        
          
	          Black Friday 2: Blacker and Darker

          
        
          
	          Interracial: One Wet Night

          
        
          
	          Interracial: Intertwined

          
        
          
	          Never Go Back: A Black/Interracial Novella

          
        
          
	          Never Have I Ever: An Interracial Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Tall Dark & Handsome: A Spicy Interracial Novella

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Collections

          
        
          
	          Cucked 2 Book Collection: Backyard Pool Party & A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Sexy St. Patrick's Day: 2 Book Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Cuck: Backyard Pool Party

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Vacation

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Streamer Girlfriend

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Taking It All

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Firefighter Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Halloween Hijinks!

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Boudoir Photo Shoot

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Very Merry XXXmas

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared At Home

          
        
          
	          Cucked: A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The St. Patrick's Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Wife And Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Age Gap Affair

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Know

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Behind Closed Blinds

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Tattoo Artist

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cool Hiking

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Boudoir Photographer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Hedonism

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Neighbor's Son

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared at Sea

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Resort

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Shower Scene

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Dark Desires

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Cold Revenge

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cold Winter Night

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Away At College

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The New Year's Eve Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Unfaithful Wife

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: At The Cottage

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Into His Arms

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hot Summer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: How I Shared Her

          
        
          
	          Cheating: With The Hot New Neighbor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lesbian

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Party: A Lesbian Romance Novel

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: My Forever Valentine

          
        
          
	          Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Lesbian Pool Party

          
        
          
	          The Hot Tub: A Lesbian Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella

          
        
          
	          Beach Day: A Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          The Italy Trip: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Between Her Lips: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          FFF: A Lesbian Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Letters

          
        
          
	          Love Letters: A Young Love Story

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 2: The Second Chapter

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 3: A New Beginning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      MILF

          
        
          
	          MILF: Crossing The Age Gap

          
        
          
	          MILF: On The Naughty List

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Babysitter's Secret

          
        
          
	          MILF: My Busty Neighbour

          
        
          
	          MILF: No One Can Know

          
        
          
	          MILF: Books For Sale

          
        
          
	          Cougar: Single & Ready to Mingle

          
        
          
	          The Cougar and Her Cub: An Age Gap Fantasy

          
        
          
	          MILF: Eyes on the Prize

          
        
          
	          MILF: Full-Body Inspection

          
        
          
	          The MILF & The Pool Boy

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey

          
        
          
	          MILF: An Unexpected Hookup

          
        
          
	          MILF: Public Seduction

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Wild Ride

          
        
          
	          MILF: Taken By The Fire

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Bar Pickup

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          MILF: First Time Blacked

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Secret Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pregnancy

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Suspense and Secrets

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: The Best Christmas Present

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Prenatal Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Threesome

          
        
          
	          The Threesome: MMF

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: By The Christmas Tree

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: A First Time For Everything

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: The Sharing Session

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: St. Patrick's Day

          
        
          
	          Gangbang After Dark: An Interracial Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Silent Springs Secrets

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Til Dawn Do Us Part

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Art Studio

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Blacker & Darker

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Portugal

          
        
          
	          The Blow Bang: A Group Sex Fantasy

          
        
          
	          The BBC Gangbang: From Fantasy to Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Trans

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Dark First Time (M To F)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Friendship Gone Right (Or Wrong)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: My Old Crush

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: Hookup At The Party

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Genie of Love

          
        
      

      
    
    




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By MS Naughtee

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Outfit

Chapter 2: The Café Incident

Chapter 3: The Invitation

Chapter 4: The BBQ

Chapter 5: The Text

Chapter 6: The Aftermath

Chapter 7: The Decision

Chapter 8: Intimacy

Chapter 9: Confrontation

Sign up for MS Naughtee's Mailing List

Further Reading: Cheating: The Age Gap Affair

Also By MS Naughtee





  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Hello to all my readers, new and old!
I wanted to say thank you so much for reading this book. It is a labour of love for me to work on my craft!
As a show of gratitude for you all enabling me to live my dream, please visit my Substack page. I often give out free e-books for my fans over there. And the best part is, there is ZERO cost. It will always be 100% free to follow me and my stories over there.
If you'd like to claim your FREE e-book, head to https://msnaughtee.substack.com/

      

    



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Outfit
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Owen Saunders was pretty sure he was going to hell.

Not for anything bad, really—unless staring at your neighbour like she was the last woman on Earth counted as a sin. And if it did? Well. He was already damned.

Josephina Reyes was bending over her flowerbed again, her dark jeans stretched so tight across her ass he could practically count the stitches. The morning sun glowed against her golden-brown skin, and her tube top—Christ—it dipped and dove with each step, showing more than just a hint of cleavage every time she moved.

Owen swallowed hard, his grip tightening around the lawnmower handle. He should look away. He knew he should look away. But his body refused to listen.

She straightened suddenly, brushing dirt off her hands, and his breath caught. There was something about the way she carried herself—like she knew exactly how good she looked and didn’t give a damn who noticed.

And God, he noticed.

He’d noticed the first time he saw her last summer, lugging groceries up her driveway in a sundress that made his mouth go dry. He’d noticed every time since—when she’d wave at him from her porch, her smile slow and knowing, or when she’d laugh at something he said, her dark eyes crinkling at the corners.

But today? Today was worse.

Because today, she was looking back.

Owen hadn’t even realized he’d been staring until she turned, one eyebrow arched, her full lips curling into a smirk. His stomach dropped. Busted.

“See something you like, mijo?”

Her voice was like honey—sweet, thick, and dangerous. Owen’s brain short-circuited.

“Uh—” He scrambled for an excuse, any excuse. “Your, uh—your garden. It’s... nice.”

Josephina’s smirk deepened. “My garden?”

“Yeah.” He wiped his palms on his jeans, suddenly hyper-aware of how sweaty he was. “The, uh... hydrangeas. They’re... they’re blooming. Nicely.”

She laughed, a soft, gentle giggle, and the sound went straight to his groin. “Is that what we’re calling it now?”

Before he could respond, she stepped closer, her hips swaying with every step. Owen’s pulse pounded in his ears. She stopped just inches from the fence, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something warm and spicy, like vanilla and cinnamon. He wondered how she always seemed to smell just like his favourite foods.

“You know,” she murmured, tilting her head, “if you’re going to stare, you could at least bring me a coffee first.”

Owen blinked. “Coffee?”

“Cafecito. Black, two sugars.” Her eyes flicked over him, lingering on his chest, his arms, his mouth. “Unless you’re too young to know how a real woman takes her coffee?”

Something hot and stubborn flared in his chest. He wasn’t a kid. He was eighteen—legal, for fuck’s sake—and he’d be damned if he let her talk down to him.

“I know how,” he said, his voice lower than he meant it to be.

Josephina’s lips parted, just slightly, and for a second, he thought he saw something flash in her eyes—surprise? Interest? Lust?

But then she smiled, slow and wicked. “Prove it.”

Owen’s heart hammered. Was she... flirting with him? No. No way. A woman like Josephina didn’t flirt with high school boys. She dated guys with actual jobs, guys who didn’t still have math homework on their desks.

But then why was she looking at him like that?

Before he could overthink it, Owen squared his shoulders. “Fine. But when I come back, you’re telling me why a woman like you is still single.”

Josephina’s laugh was a dark, delicious thing. “Oh, cariño... who said I was?”

And just like that, she turned and walked away, leaving Owen standing there like an idiot, his mouth hanging open.

The screen door slammed behind her, but he could still see the outline of her through the mesh—the curve of her waist, the swing of her hips.

Owen exhaled sharply, dragging a hand through his hair.

Screw hell—he’d happily burn for this.
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Chapter 2: The Café Incident
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Owen arrived at Josephina’s doorstep at exactly 8:03 a.m., two steaming cups of coffee in hand and a nervous energy buzzing under his skin. He’d spent an embarrassing amount of time picking his outfit—just a plain grey tee and jeans, but he’d switched shirts three times before settling on one that didn’t make him look like he was trying too hard.

Not that it mattered. The second Josephina opened the door, all coherent thought evaporated.

She leaned against the frame, one eyebrow arched, her dark eyes flicking from his face to the cups in his hands. “You’re late.”

Owen blinked. “It’s 8:03.”

“And I said 8:00.” Her lips curved, slow and knowing. “Three whole minutes of my life, wasted. How will I ever recover?” The way she teased him made him feel like Josephina was always a step or two ahead. He didn’t mind that. He just wanted to be sure she wasn’t actually upset with him.

He opened his mouth to retort, but then she reached for the coffee, bending just enough for the neckline of her tank top to dip—

Oh, fuck.

The cup slipped. Hot coffee splattered across the porch between them, the lid popping off as the liquid pooled near his sneakers. He couldn’t think of anything he’d ever done to make himself feel that embarrassed.

Josephina didn’t even flinch. “Hmm. That’s one way to make an impression.”

Owen’s face burned. “I—uh. The lid was loose.” He really felt like he was blowing it, now.

“Right.” She took the surviving cup from his hand, her fingers brushing his just long enough to make his pulse jump. “Black, two sugars. You remembered.”

“Not that hard.” He shoved his hands in his pockets, desperate to look anywhere but at the way her lips wrapped around the rim of the cup. “You’re not exactly subtle.”

She laughed, low and throaty. “Neither are you, mijo.”

Before he could recover, a voice cut through the morning air.

“Owen? Is that you?” Just hearing those words made his heart begin to race.

Mrs. Kowalski from across the street stood on her lawn, pruning shears in hand, her gaze darting between him and Josephina with the precision of a sniper. Owen fought the urge to groan. Of course the neighbourhood’s busiest busybody was outside right now.

Josephina, however, just sipped her coffee, unfazed. “Morning, Barb.”

“Josephina.” Mrs. Kowalski’s smile was razor-thin. “I didn’t realize you two were... acquainted.”

Owen opened his mouth, but Josephina beat him to it. “Oh, we go way back.” She smirked. “I used to teach his sister ballet.”

Mrs. Kowalski’s eyes widened. “Ballet?”

“Mhmm.” Josephina’s tone was all innocence, but her eyes glinted with mischief. “Owen here was always in the front row for pickup. Very... supportive brother,” she said. She tapped his shoulder—once, twice—like he was a misbehaving kid. The smirk she wore said she knew exactly what she was doing.

Owen practically choked. He tried desperately to wipe any signs of guilt from his face. He wasn’t managing particularly well.

Mrs. Kowalski’s lips pursed. “Well. Isn’t that nice.” She turned back to her roses with a slight huff, but not before shooting Owen a look that screamed I’m watching you.

Josephina waited until the woman was out of earshot before leaning in. “Relax, cariño. She’s just mad I turned down her nephew last year.”

Owen stared. “You—what?”

“Mhm. Accountant. Boring in bed.” She took another sip, her gaze raking over him. “A young guy might be different, though...”

His breath stopped. He had to remember how to breathe.

She stepped back, grinning. “Thanks for the coffee. Try not to spill the next one.”

Then she shut the door in his face, leaving him standing there like an idiot, his heart pounding and a half-empty cup of cold coffee at his feet.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: The Invitation
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The sound of metal clattering against porcelain followed by a hissed curse pulled Josephina from her book. She marked her page with one finger, listening as Owen fumbled under her kitchen sink for the third time in ten minutes.

She should’ve known better than to let him “fix” anything.

With a sigh, she padded into the kitchen, leaning against the doorway. Owen was sprawled on her floor, his shirt riding up to reveal a strip of tanned skin as he wrestled with a wrench. A puddle of water glistened near his knee, and the cabinet door hung crookedly from one hinge.

Josephina bit back a laugh. “Mijo, if you wanted an invitation to my house, you could’ve just asked.”

Owen jerked, banging his head on the pipe with a muffled thunk. “Jesus—ow.” He rubbed his forehead, scowling up at her. “I’m helping.”

“By flooding my kitchen?”

“It’s not flooded,” he muttered, twisting the wrench with unnecessary force. “Just... a little damp.”

She smirked, crossing her arms. “You know, most men bring flowers when they’re trying to impress a woman.”

“I brought coffee yesterday.” Owen retorted. He had a mild smirk on her face, which Josephina couldn’t quite see, now that his head was stuck back underneath the sink.

“And spilled it.” Josephina commented as she smiled down at him.

Owen stopped working to shoot her a look, his cheeks pink. “Yeah, well, this time I—” The pipe gave an ominous creak before spraying a jet of water straight into his face.

Josephina burst out laughing. She couldn’t help herself.

“Oh, fuck—” Owen scrambled back, wiping his eyes as water dripped from his hair. The wrench slipped from his grip, landing in the growing puddle with a splash. Clearly, he was only making things worse. Perhaps in more ways than one.

Josephina tossed him a dish towel. “You’re lucky you’re cute.” She began to feel a little badly for him. It was evident to her how hard he was trying.

He caught it, dragging it over his face with a grumble. “Yeah, yeah. Laugh it up.”

She crouched beside him, close enough to catch the scent of his soap—something fresh and faintly citrusy. “Admit it. You just wanted an excuse to take your shirt off in my kitchen.”

Owen’s fingers stilled on the towel. His gaze flicked to hers, dark and challenging. “Would it work if I did?”

Her pulse jumped. He was a cheeky little shit.

Before she could reply, her phone buzzed on the counter. She reached for it, frowning at the unfamiliar number—until the caller ID flashed [Saunders Home].

She spoke it aloud and smiled down towards him. Owen began to worry.

He paled. “Shit.”

Josephina hit answer. “Hello?”

“Josephina!” The voice was warm, familiar—Maggie Saunders, Owen’s mother. “It’s been ages! How are you, sweetheart?”

Josephina’s eyes locked onto Owen’s panicked expression. “Maggie! I’m good. Just, uh... dealing with a plumbing issue.”

“Oh no! But yes, I’d heard! Owen told me about it, earlier,” Maggie tutted. “Well, don’t worry—Owen’s handy with that sort of thing. He’s still over helping out?”

Josephina smiled. “Yeah, he’s right here. He’s been an absolute joy! Such a big help, I can’t thank you all enough!”

Maggie laughed. “Perfect! Listen, we’re having a little BBQ tomorrow—mainly just family and some friends. You should come! We need to catch up. It’ll be like old times.”

Josephina hesitated. The last thing she needed was to spend an afternoon under the Saunders’ patio umbrella, watching Owen sweat in front of his parents.

But then she caught his expression—part dread, part please don’t—and her resolve crumbled. She knew she could have some fun with this.

“I’d love to,” she said sweetly.

Owen groaned, dropping his head into his wet, grimey hands. Something he instantly regretted doing.

Maggie cheered. “Wonderful! Owen can give you the details. And don’t worry—” Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’ll make sure to introduce you to everybody!”

Josephina’s smile beamed at Owen. “Looking forward to it,” she confirmed with Maggie.

She hung up, tossing the phone onto the counter. Owen stared up at her, water still dripping from his hair.

“You’re evil,” he muttered. He knew exactly what she was planning. How uncomfortable she was trying to make him.

Josephina leaned down, brushing a droplet from his jaw with her thumb. “And you, cariño, are terrible at plumbing.”

She straightened, leaving him kneeling in the wreckage of her sink as she sauntered out of the kitchen.

The BBQ was going to be fun.
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Chapter 4: The BBQ
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Owen Saunders was not staring at Josephina’s legs.

At least, that’s what he told himself as he adjusted the grill’s temperature for the third time in five minutes, his palms slick with sweat. But Christ—that sundress. Pale yellow, barely-there straps, and a hem that flirted with the tops of her thighs every time the breeze caught it. She’d paired it with strappy sandals that made her calves look endless, and Owen was this close to burning the burgers to charcoal.

“Need a hand, mijo?” Josephina appeared beside him, her voice a low purr as she reached for the plate of cooked patties. Her arm brushed his, sending a jolt of heat up his spine.

“I’ve got it,” Owen muttered, flipping another burger with more force than necessary. “Aren’t you supposed to be charming my parents?”

She smirked, popping a cherry tomato from the salad bowl into her mouth. “Oh, I am. Your dad laughed at my joke about football. Your mom asked for my guac recipe.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “And your ex-girlfriend’s been glaring at me since I got here.”

Owen’s head snapped up. Sure enough, Lindsay—his ex from junior year—was perched on the patio swing, her blonde ponytail bobbing as she whispered furiously to her friend. The only reason she was here was the fact she was friends with Owen’s sister. In fact, she’d introduced the two of them. It hadn’t ended too well, so they weren’t on the best of terms. Their eyes finally met, and Lindsay’s glare could’ve melted steel.

Fantastic. Just fantastic. Another thing for him to worry about at today’s BBQ.

Josephina’s fingers traced the back of his wrist. “Relax. She’s just mad you upgraded.” The playful smirk on Josephina’s face was flirty and sexy as ever.

Owen choked on air. “Upgraded?” This whole time Owen hadn’t even been sure Josephina liked him that much. Or, at all, really. This was news to him.

“Mhm. From the basic model to the luxury edition.” She winked and sauntered off, her hips swaying deliberately.

—-
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THE KITCHEN WAS BLESSEDLY empty when Owen ducked inside for more napkins—until Josephina followed him, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

“You’re trying to kill me,” Owen accused, his voice practically a groan. The stress of hiding this in front of everybody was getting to him.

Josephina stepped closer, her sundress rustling. “Is it working?” She teased.

The air between them crackled. Owen’s gaze dropped to her mouth, then lower—to the freckle just above her collarbone, the one he’d dreamed about tracing with his tongue.

“You shouldn’t—” His protest died as she pressed a finger to his lips.

“Tell me to stop,” she whispered.

He couldn’t.

Her hand slid into his hair, tugging just hard enough to make him begin to sigh—

“Owen? You in here?” A sudden call for him beckoned them back to reality.

The second sentence helped him identify who it was, without even looking. He could tell it was his dad’s voice that boomed from the hallway.

They sprang apart just as the door swung open. His father, Eric, froze, his gaze darting between them. Owen’s pulse pounded in his ears. This was a close call.

Josephina smiled smoothly. “Owen was just showing me where you keep the good whisky.” Not the best excuse, but better than what Owen would have blabbered out.

His dad’s eyebrows shot up. “At three in the afternoon?”

“It’s five o’clock somewhere,” she quipped, brushing past him with a wink. Before either of them knew it, she had disappeared back outside.

Owen exhaled sharply. His dad clapped him on the shoulder.

While Owen couldn’t be one hundred percent sure his Dad had caught on that he was into Josephina, something about that shoulder clap told him that he somehow knew, and was proud of him.
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Chapter 5: The Text


[image: ]


Owen’s phone buzzed on his nightstand at 1:17 a.m., the screen casting a blue glow across his darkened bedroom. He’d been lying awake for hours, replaying the way Josephina’s sundress had clung to her hips at the BBQ, the heat of her fingers in his hair before his dad interrupted—

The notification made his stomach flip.

Josephina: Still awake, mijo?

Owen sat up so fast his head spun—definitely still drunk from the beers he’d chugged to calm his nerves. His thumbs hovered over the keyboard. Play it cool.

Owen: Maybe.

Josephina: Liar. You’ve been staring at your phone for 10 mins.

A moment passed. Then:

Owen: Fine. Yeah. Can’t sleep.

Josephina: Why not?

His pulse pounded. Fuck it.

Owen: You know why.

The typing bubbles appeared. Disappeared. His lungs burned.

Josephina: Tell me.

Owen exhaled, the truth spilling out before he could stop it:

Owen: I keep thinking about you. In my kitchen. How bad I wanted to kiss you.

Josephina: Just kiss?

Owen: No.

Another pause. But before long, she came back with:

Josephina: Come over. Just to talk.

Josephina’s porch light was on when Owen walked up at 1:45 a.m., his heart hammering. She opened the door before he could knock, leaning against the frame in nothing but an oversized T-shirt and those fucking shorts that barely covered her thighs.

“Hi,” he breathed.

She smirked. “Hi.”

The second the door closed behind him, Owen crowded her against the wall, his hands finding her waist. “Just talking, huh?”

Josephina’s laugh was dark as her fingers slid into his hair. “I lied.”

—-
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OWEN HAD IMAGINED THIS a hundred times—Josephina beneath him, her nails scraping down his back, her breath hot against his ear—but nothing compared to the real thing.

She was in control, always in control, guiding his hands with murmured Spanish he didn’t understand but felt in his bones. When he fumbled with her shirt, she pinned his wrists to the mattress, her hips rolling against his in a way that made him see stars.

“Josephina—”

“Shhh.” She kissed him quietly. “Let me show you,” Josephina whispered, her voice a low purr that sent shivers down Owen’s spine. Her hands, firm yet tender, released his wrists as she sat back on her heels, straddling him. The room was dim, the only light coming from the soft glow of the moon through her bedroom window, casting shadows that danced on her skin.

Owen’s breath hitched as she slowly pulled her T-shirt over her head, revealing her bare chest. Her nipples were taut, and he couldn’t help but reach for her, but she caught his hands again, shaking her head with a mischievous smile.

“Patience,” she murmured, her slight accent thickening the word. She seemed to understand how much he liked it when she spoke Spanish to him. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Tienes que esperar, mi amor.”

He didn’t understand the words, but the heat in her voice was enough to make him groan. His hands twitched at his sides, desperate to touch her, to feel her skin against his. But Josephina was in no hurry. She took her time, her fingers trailing down his chest, unbuttoning his shirt with deliberate slowness. Each brush of her fingertips against his skin sent jolts of electricity through him, and by the time she pushed the fabric off his shoulders, he was already trembling.

“Josephina,” he gasped, his voice hoarse. “I can’t—I need—”

“I know,” she whispered, her lips grazing his neck. “I know what you need.”

Her hands moved to his belt, and Owen’s hips jerked involuntarily as she unbuckled it, her fingers brushing against the growing bulge in his jeans. She could feel how hard he was through the fabric, and the sly grin that spread across her face told him she was enjoying every second of his desperation.

“You’re so eager,” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement. She slid his jeans down his legs, taking his boxers with them, and Owen’s cock sprang free, throbbing and ready for her. Josephina’s eyes seemed to fill with excitement as she took in the sight of him, her breath slowing down.

“Dios mío,” she murmured, her hand wrapping around him in a firm grip. Owen’s head fell back against the pillow as she began to stroke him, her thumb swiping over the tip, spreading the precum that had already gathered there.

“Josephina—fuck—” His hands clenched the sheets, his hips bucking into her touch. He was not following her suggestion of being patient. She laughed softly, the sound rich and warm, and then she leaned down, her lips closing around him.

Owen’s entire body tensed as her mouth enveloped him, hot and wet and perfect. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, and he groaned, his fingers tangling in her dark hair. She took him deeper, her hand working in tandem with her mouth, and Owen thought he might come undone right then and there.

But she pulled away just as he was teetering on the edge, leaving him gasping and grateful. He didn’t want to embarrass himself and finish so quickly.

She kissed her way up his body, her lips brushing against his stomach, his chest, his throat, until she finally reached his mouth. Her kiss was deep and hungry, and Owen could taste himself on her lips, which only made him harder.

“Josephina, please—” he begged, his voice raw. “I need you.” Between the desperation on his face and the firmness of his manhood, Josephina could tell he was being truthful.

She smiled against his mouth, her hips grinding against his. “I know you do,” she whispered. “And I’ll give you exactly what you need.”

With that, she reached between her legs, pulling aside the thin fabric of her panties and revealing her slick, swollen folds. Owen’s breath caught as she positioned herself over him, the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance.

“Look at me,” she commanded, her voice firm but gentle.

Owen’s eyes snapped open, locking onto hers. Her gaze was intense, filled with a mix of desire and something deeper, something that made his chest ache. She lowered herself onto him slowly, inch by agonizing inch, and Owen’s hands gripped her hips tightly, his jaw clenched as he fought to keep from thrusting up into her.

“Dios,” she gasped, her head falling back as she took him in fully. She was so tight, so warm, and Owen thought he might lose his mind. Her hips began to move, rolling against his in that slow, deliberate rhythm that had him seeing stars once more.

Her moans were music to his ears, sweet and unrestrained, and Owen’s hands slid up her body, cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples until she was gasping for breath. She leaned down, her lips capturing his in a searing kiss as her pace quickened, her hips grinding against his with increasing urgency.

“Owen,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Fuck, you feel so good!”

Her words were like a spark to his already raging fire, and Owen’s hands moved to her ass, gripping her tightly as he thrust up into her, meeting her movements with his own. He’d initially been unsure of how Josephina would react, but with her face close to his, she couldn’t hide the need in her eyes. He continued filling her, speeding up his pace.

The sound of their skin slapping together filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps, and Owen knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

Josephina seemed to feel it too, her body tightening around him as she rode him harder, her nails digging into his chest. “Come for me,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their breathing. “Come for me, mi amor.”

That was all it took. Owen’s vision blurred as he came, his hips jerking uncontrollably as he began to spill. Josephina moaned his name as she pulled herself off of him, her body trembling as she followed him over the edge. Most of his mess shot out of him, missing her and falling back down to himself, as well as the bedsheets.

She collapsed against his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps, and Owen wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as they both came down from their high. The room was quiet except for the sound of their breathing, and Owen pressed a kiss to the top of her head, his heart still racing.

It had been even hotter than he’d imagined.

—-
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AT DAWN, SHE KICKED him out.

“This was a one-time thing,” Josephina said, buttoning his shirt with deliberate slowness before pushing him toward the door.

Owen caught her wrist. “Liar.”

She kissed him once, hard. “Go.”

The door clicked shut. Owen stood on her step, grinning like an idiot.

They both knew it would happen again.
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Chapter 6: The Aftermath
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Owen’s lie about crashing at his friend Jake’s place had worked—mostly.

His parents barely glanced up from their coffee when he shuffled into the kitchen at noon, his hair still damp from the shower he’d taken the second he got home. His sister, however, squinted at him over her cereal bowl.

“You look like shit,” Sheila announced.

Owen grunted, reaching for the orange juice. His body ached in places he hadn’t known could ache, his skin still buzzing with the memory of Josephina’s nails digging into his back.

“Late night,” he muttered.

His sister smirked. “Jake’s mom said you weren’t even there.”

The juice carton slipped from his grip, hitting the counter with a thunk.

His dad glanced up. “Everything okay, son?”

“Fine.” Owen wiped his palms on his jeans. “Jake’s mom must’ve forgotten. We were in the basement.”

His sister’s eyes narrowed, but before she could press further, his phone buzzed. A text from Jake:

Dude. Did you fuck the MILF next door or what?

Owen’s stomach dropped. He should have never told them how much he’d been fantasizing about her. He never thought in a million years things would ever actually get to this point.

—-
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JOSEPHINA HADN’T TEXTED him.

Owen checked his phone approximately every thirty seconds, but the screen remained stubbornly blank. No “last night was fun”, no “come over again”—just radio silence.

Meanwhile, his friends had apparently formed a betting pool.

Matt: 20 Bucks says she rocked your World.

Jake: $50 says he came in 30 seconds.

He didn’t even want to answer them.

—-
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OWEN FLIPPED HIS PHONE face-down on the cafeteria table, his ears burning. Across from him, Jake leaned in, grinning.

“So?”

“So what?” Owen stabbed at his fries.

“Did you tap that or not?”

Owen’s jaw clenched. “Not your business.”

Jake whistled. “Holy shit. You did.”

The table erupted in laughter. Owen’s phone buzzed again—another text, this time from an unknown number:

Hey, stranger. Heard you’re all grown up now ;) - Lindsay

Owen groaned. Fantastic. Now he was being trolled by random people at school. There was no way this was actually Lindsay. He still had her number saved in his phone. He began to panic internally, knowing this was beginning to get out of hand.

—-
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JOSEPHINA WAS AVOIDING him.

Three days passed without so much as a glimpse of her—until Owen spotted her in her driveway, unloading groceries from her car. His pulse kicked up as he jogged over.

“Need help?”

She startled, nearly dropping a bag of oranges. “Owen.” Her tone was careful, like she was talking to a stray dog that might bite.

He grabbed the bag before she could protest. “You’ve been ignoring me,” he said quietly, to ensure nobody else could hear.

“I’ve been busy.”

“Bullshit.” He stepped closer, lowering his voice. “Was I just an experiment?”

Josephina’s eyes flashed. “Don’t flatter yourself.”

A car door slammed nearby. They both turned to see a man in a tailored suit walking up Josephina’s driveway, a bottle of wine in hand.

“Josefina,” the man called, his smile slick. “You didn’t return my calls.”

Owen’s grip tightened on the grocery bag.

Josephina sighed. “Roberto.”

Roberto’s gaze slid to Owen, assessing. “Who’s this?” He seemed very confused about this entire situation. Understandably so.

Owen opened his mouth, but Josephina cut in smoothly: “My neighbour’s kid. Owen, this is Roberto. My ex.”

Roberto’s smirk was patronizing. “Ah. The babysitter.”

Owen saw red.

Josephina grabbed his arm before he could lunge. “Owen.” Her voice was a warning.

Roberto raised his hands. “Easy, kid. Just here to catch up.” He leaned in, kissing Josephina’s cheek. “Call me.”

The second Roberto’s car pulled away, Owen whirled on her. “That’s your type? A fucking accountant?”

Josephina crossed her arms. “You’re eighteen, Owen.”

“And he’s boring in bed, remember?”

Her lips parted—then pressed into a thin line. “Go home.”

Owen shoved the groceries into her hands. “Gladly.”

He stormed off, his chest burning.

Things were going incredibly well for them.
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Chapter 7: The Decision
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The storm rolled in at midnight—a proper summer tempest, the kind that knocked out power lines and sent old Mrs. Kowalski scurrying to her basement with a rosary. Rain lashed against Josephina’s windows as she paced her living room, Roberto’s business card burning a hole in her pocket.

Call me. The card beckoned.

As if it were really that simple.


As she was contemplating it, a knock at the door startled her.



Josephina peered through the peephole. Owen stood on her porch, soaked to the bone, his hair plastered to his forehead. Lightning flashed behind him, illuminating the stubborn set of his jaw.

She yanked the door open. “Are you insane?”

“Probably.” Water dripped from his hoodie onto her foyer tiles. “We need to talk.”

Josephina crossed her arms. “There’s nothing to talk about.”

“Bullshit.” Owen stepped inside, kicking the door shut behind him. “You’ve been avoiding me for a week. Then Roberto shows up, and suddenly you’re—”

“Suddenly I’m what?” she snapped. “Realistic? You’re eighteen, Owen. You leave for college in two months. What exactly do you think this is?”

Owen’s hands flexed at his sides. “I think you’re scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of this.” He cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheekbone. “Of how much you want me.”

Josephina’s breath hitched. The truth of it ached between her ribs. She hadn’t anticipated how much he’d be into her. She thought he’d just be a typical horny teen, simply happy to get laid.

The lights flickered—once, twice—then died.

The two looked at each other. The only light remaining was that of a subtle, moonlit glow, and the light in each of their eyes.

Without realizing it, Owen’s hands had never left her body. Not even the power shutting off had startled them enough to move away from each other.

And in the dark, Owen’s touch was everything.

He kissed her slowly, reverently, as if memorizing the shape of her mouth. His hands skimmed her waist, her hips, her thighs, peeling away her defenses with each brush of his fingertips.

“Let me,” he murmured against her neck. “Just let me.”

Josephina’s resolve crumbled.

“Oh Owen,” she whispered, as the neck kisses continued. The feelings of pleasure he was giving her were otherworldly.

She led him to the bedroom by candlelight, their shadows dancing on the walls. Owen undressed her with trembling hands, his breath catching when she finally stood bare before him.

“Dios,” he whispered. The grin on his face was so wide. The two couldn’t help but giggle together.

This time, there was no teasing, no games—just Owen’s mouth on her skin, his hands mapping every curve like a man starved. When he sank into her, it was with a groan that shook her to the core.

“Look at me,” he pleaded.

Josephina opened her eyes. Owen’s gaze held hers, raw and unfiltered, as he moved inside her. No smirk, no bravado—just want, pure and desperate.

It undid her.
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Chapter 8: Intimacy
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Josephina’s fingers dug into Owen’s shoulders as he moved inside her, his rhythm relentless, his body slick with sweat despite the coolness of the storm outside. The sound of the rain hitting the windows was almost drowned out by the ragged breaths and moans that filled the room. Oh God, she thought, her head tilting back as he pressed deeper, hitting a spot that made her toes curl and her back arch.

“You feel so fucking good,” Owen groaned, his voice getting higher and raspier, almost lost in the storm’s howl. His hands slid beneath her, gripping her hips to pull her closer, so she could take more of him. Each thrust was deliberate, each one driving her closer to the edge. She could feel the way his body trembled above her, the way he held back, fighting for control even as he gave in to the need burning between them.

“Owen—” His name escaped her lips as a whimper, her hands sliding from his shoulders to his back, nails scraping lightly against his skin. She could feel the tension coiled in his muscles, the way he moved with a desperate intensity that left her breathless. “Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t. Instead, he shifted, lifting her legs higher, his hands gripping the back of her thighs as he drove into her with a force that made her cry out. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound mingling with the storm outside, the rhythmic thud of their bodies colliding. Faster. Harder. She didn’t need to say it; he could feel it in the way her body responded, the way she clenched around him, pulling him deeper.

“Josephina,” he gasped, his voice breaking as his rhythm faltered for just a moment before he found it again, harder, more urgent. His forehead pressed against hers, his breath hot against her skin as he whispered, “Tell me you want this. Tell me you want me.”

She could barely form the words, her mind a haze of pleasure, her body taut with the need building inside her. “I want you,” she breathed, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies and the storm. “I want you, Owen. God, I want you!”

His groan was primal, raw, and it sent a shiver through her as he kissed her, hard and desperate, his tongue tangling with hers as he fucked her with a wild, almost unhinged abandon. She could feel it then, the way he was losing himself in her, the way he was teetering on the edge just as she was. Her hands found his face, pulling him closer, her lips brushing against his as she whispered, “Don’t hold back. Please, don’t hold back.” All she could think about was pleasing him and his big, hard cock. A task she was already succeeding at.

And he didn’t hold back. At all. With a growl that seemed to come from deep within him, he buried himself inside her, his hips slamming into hers with a force that left her gasping, her body tightening around him as the pleasure spiraled out of control. She clung to him, her nails digging into his skin as the wave crashed over her, her body shuddering with the intensity of it. 

“Oh God, Owen! Oh God, yes!”

His name was a scream on her lips as she came, her body convulsing around him, pulling him over the edge with her. He let out a guttural cry, his hips stuttering as he spilled inside her, his body collapsing onto hers as the aftershocks rippled through them both. For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of their hearts pounding in tandem, the storm raging outside, and the heat of their bodies tangled together.

When he finally pulled back, his breath still uneven, he looked at her, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite name. He didn’t say anything, just brushed a strand of hair from her face, his touch so gentle it made her heart ache. She reached for him, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, the faint stubble there rough against her skin.

“Stay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, the word heavy with everything she couldn’t bring herself to say. She didn’t want him to leave. She didn’t want this moment to end, not yet.

He didn’t answer, not with words. Instead, he kissed her again, slow and deep, his body settling against hers as the storm raged on outside. For now, it was enough. For now, they had this. And as the rain lashed against the windows and the thunder rumbled in the distance, Josephina let herself believe, if only for a moment, that it could last.
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Chapter 9: Confrontation
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The rumours hit like a summer thunderstorm—fast, loud, and impossible to ignore.

Josephina had known it was coming. The sideways glances at the grocery store, the sudden hush when she walked into the coffee shop. Even Roberto had texted: "So the kid's your type now? Pathetic." She'd blocked him before he could even send his follow-up text.

What she hadn't expected was Owen standing on her porch at golden hour, backlit by the sinking sun, hands shoved in his pockets like he didn't have a care in the world.

"You shouldn't be here," she said through the screen door, her fingers gripping the frame too tight. "Half the town thinks I'm corrupting you." Josephina tried to hide it, but she was already on the verge of tears.

Owen's grin was all teeth. "The other half thinks I'm a legend." He tried to make light of the situation, unsure of what else he could do.

"Owen." She didn’t sound impressed.

"Josephina." He mimicked her tone perfectly, then grew serious. "Open the door."

She did.

He stepped inside, bringing the scent of fresh-cut grass and that stupid cologne he'd started wearing since they'd first slept together. Close enough now that she could see the flecks of gold in his green eyes, the stubborn set of his jaw.

"Listen," he said, voice low. "I don't care if Mrs. Kowalski watches me walk up your driveway every night. I don't care if my dad makes shitty jokes or my ex posts crap online." His hand found hers, calloused fingers threading through hers. "The only opinion that matters is yours. So tell me—do you want me to leave?" He still stood in the doorway, as if to seriously give her the option of removing him.

Her breath caught. She felt as though she were frozen in time.

Because this wasn't the eager boy who'd spilled coffee on her porch. This was a man who'd looked small-town judgement in the eye and decided she was worth it. And from the look in his eyes, she could tell he seemed completely certain about his decision.

Josephina yanked him forward by his shirt collar. As soon as she did, he pulled Josephina toward him, eager to lock lips.

Their kiss was fierce, hungry—right there in the open doorway where anyone could see. Owen made a satisfied groaning noise, as though he was savouring the taste of her, while his hands slid down to grip her hips.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing heavy, Josephina pressed her forehead to his. "You're sure?"

Owen laughed, bright and unafraid. "Never been more sure of anything in my life."

And as he kicked the door shut behind them with his foot, Josephina realized—she wasn't just happy.

She was proud.

She’d finally found a man who would stand up for her.

And she was ready to stand up for herself, and her happiness.

They were ready to stand together. She was proud of both of them for that.
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 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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