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Dripping Wet on his Doorstep

It was a Friday. And for a University student like Eimear, that meant one thing above all else. There would be a house party tonight.

Eimear was in her second year of studying biochemistry. She’d lived in a shared flat since day one of her degree. But she’d never really gotten used to it. As much as she tried to disguise it for the benefit of her social status, there was no getting away from the fact that she was a dyed-in-the-wool introvert. Nothing made her more uncomfortable than being the centre of attention, even if it was the attention of just one other person

Her introversion clung to her like a second skin, a constant companion that made navigating the boisterous world of university life a daily challenge. The shared flat, with its cacophony of voices and ever-present social expectations, felt like a minefield through which she had to constantly tiptoe. Each morning, she'd steel herself before leaving her room, rehearsing small talk in her head and praying she wouldn't stumble upon her flatmates in the kitchen.

For Eimear, house parties were the worst—a sensory overload of pounding music, sweaty bodies, and forced conversations that left her feeling drained and out of place. She'd hover on the periphery, clutching a drink she barely sipped, her large dark eyes darting nervously around the room as she searched for a familiar face or a quiet corner to retreat to. The constant pressure to be outgoing, to laugh at the right moments and contribute to the raucous energy of these gatherings, weighed heavily on her shoulders. More often than not, she'd find herself inventing excuses to leave early, slipping away unnoticed and breathing a sigh of relief as she closed her bedroom door behind her, finally able to shed the mask of sociability and sink into the comforting solitude she craved.

Anxiety over the upcoming evening washed over Eimear as she made her way to the off-license. The house party was at their place tonight, and she had been tasked with buying the booze. Each step felt like a countdown to her impending social doom.

It was an unusually hot day for the time of year, despite the gathering of some threatening clouds. As Eimear walked, she tried to enjoy the heat, tried to clear her head of her concerns, but focusing on the weather only served to remind her of earlier actions that made her feel just as exposed now as she dreaded feeling later.

Having planned to hide away in her bedroom all day until she was forced by social convention to show her face, Eimear had dressed for comfort that morning. She wore a pair of white jeans and a simple, plain white t-shirt. Given the heat, however, she’d decided to forego a bra. When she saw the message from her flatmate on her phone (her flatmate, by now, had learned not to disturb Eimear in person unless it was an emergency), reminding her that it was her turn to buy the alcohol and that she’d “better get to it”, Eimear had been flustered. She’d been so concerned with avoiding the social faux pas of being late with the drink, that she’d hurried to the door without a thought as to her attire.

She usually wouldn’t have gone out like this. She realised that it was old fashioned of her. None of her classmates seemed to care too much about a hint of nipple poking through their shirts, and she envied them their confidence. But she couldn’t change that she was achingly self-conscious. Eimear hated nothing more than attention, and it was her curves—her large breasts and wide hips—that drew unwanted attention to her more than anything else.

Classmates, male and female alike, had complimented her on her “assets”. Objectively, she understood the sentiment. Outwardly, she accepted the complements. But inwardly, in those moments of scrutiny by others, in those moments of being the focus of others, Eimear thought of them less as “assets” and more as “liabilities”.

Passing a window, Eimear caught a glimpse of her reflection. Her cheeks were flushed from the heat, a light sheen of sweat glistening on her forehead. Her white jeans hugged her curves, accentuating the swell of her hips and the roundness of her backside. She saw the bounce of her breasts under her thin t-shirt as she strode. She quickly averted her gaze, shrinking into herself and crossing her arms over her chest. She was embarrassed by her own body, and she was nervous of the lecherous looks it was capable of inducing.

As Eimear ruminated on her own lack of confidence, the sky darkened ominously overhead. A loud thunderclap startled her, echoing through the quiet street and sending a shiver down her spine. Despite the sudden gloom, the air remained thick and warm. The air was heavy with humidity, until, all at once, the heavens opened.

Rain poured down in sheets, fat droplets pelting the pavement and drumming against rooftops. Within seconds, Eimear was drenched. She gasped, the shock of the sudden downpour momentarily overriding her usual timidity.

Panicked, Eimear's eyes darted around, searching desperately for shelter. But the street was lined only with houses, their windows dark and uninviting. No awnings or open shops offered refuge from the deluge. She was caught in a no-man's land, equidistant from the off-license and her flat, with at least ten minutes—even at a jog—in either direction.

The rain plastered Eimear's long dark hair to her face and neck. Rivulets of water streamed down her arms and legs, soaking into her white jeans, which now clung to her curves, feeling like a second skin. But it was her shirt that caused her the most distress. The thin fabric, already more revealing than she’d like without a bra, had become practically transparent in the rain. Her large, pert breasts would be clearly visible to anyone else who might have been caught out in the downpour, her nipples hardened by the sudden chill of the water.

Eimear crossed her arms tightly over her chest, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. She despaired at how she must have looked—more like a participant in some lewd wet t-shirt contest than the retiring and diligent student she knew she was. The thought of anyone seeing her like this, so exposed and vulnerable, made her want to sink into the ground.

She took one hesitant step forward, then another, her movements stiff and awkward as she tried to maintain some semblance of modesty. Water squelched in her shoes with each step. She blinked rapidly, trying to clear her vision as rain continued to pour down her face.

Panicked, Eimear's mind raced, searching for a solution to her predicament. The rain showed no signs of letting up, pelting her mercilessly as she stood frozen in indecision. She needed shelter, and fast, but where?

Suddenly, a flash of recognition sparked in her rain-addled brain. This street… it looked familiar. Wasn't this where Cillian lived? Cillian, her friend from biochemistry class, always ready with a joke or a kind word, always a comforting presence in an overwhelming situation. Yes, she was sure of it now. His flat was just around the corner.

Relief washed over her, quickly followed by a wave of mortification. How could she possibly let Cillian see her like this? Soaked to the bone, her clothes clinging indecently to every curve, practically see-through… She glanced down at herself and revised her own thoughts; there was no “practically” about it.

What choice did she have? She couldn't stay out here, exposed to the elements, exposed to any passersby. She’d been lucky so far, but anyone could round a corner at any moment. The longer she hesitated, the worse her situation would become.

With a shaky breath, Eimear forced her legs to move. She headed down the street to the right, eyes scanning the row of identical terraced houses. Which one was his again? Her memory, usually sharp as a tack, seemed to have short-circuited in her panic.

Finally, she spotted it—the bright blue door that Cillian had once joked about, remarking that it matched the colour of his eyes. Eimear's heart pounded as she approached, each step bringing her closer to potential humiliation.

Standing at the doorstep to her refuge, she raised one trembling hand to knock, then hesitated. What if she’d gotten the house wrong, in spite of the door? What if he had company, or a housemate—did he have a housemate? What if he took one look at her and burst out laughing? The possibilities swirled in her mind, each more mortifying than the last.

But the rain continued its relentless assault, and a nearby clap of thunder made her decision for her. Squeezing her eyes shut, as if that could somehow shield her from embarrassment, Eimear steeled herself to finally rap her knuckles against the door. But she remained frozen on the doorstep, her mind racing with desperate, neurotic calculations.

Eimear's thoughts were a frantic jumble as she stood dripping on Cillian's doorstep. She was acutely aware of every inch of exposed skin, every curve highlighted by her clinging wet clothes. The outline of her black thong was fully visible through her soaked white jeans, amounting to a stark contrast that would surely draw attention to her most intimate area—it was practically an arrowhead, sure to direct eyes to her crotch. Her nipples pressed against the now translucent fabric of her shirt, no longer just inconspicuous points of embarrassment—which had been worrying enough for someone like Eimear. Now, her saturated top did nothing to conceal the size, shape, or even the colour of her areola.

She mentally catalogued her options, each one seeming more mortifying than the last. One arm across her chest and one hand concealing her crotch would be most efficient, she thought, but immediately dismissed the idea. It was such a cliché pose, straight out of a bad comedy or a lewd magazine. No, that would only serve to highlight her embarrassment, to draw attention to the very areas she was trying to conceal.

Perhaps she could cross her arms over her chest, she considered, but that would leave her lower half completely exposed. She could turn slightly to the side, angling her body to minimise what was visible… but the whole point of knocking was to get inside. She'd have to move eventually, and she could hardly remain side-on to Cillian indefinitely.

Maybe she could ask him to close his eyes, to fetch her a towel before looking at her. But how would she explain that request without making the situation even more awkward? And what if he refused, or worse, misinterpreted her intentions?

Eimear's cheeks burned as she imagined Cillian's reaction. Would he be shocked? Amused? Disgusted? She pictured his eyes widening, his gaze roaming over her body before he could catch himself. Would he try to be a gentleman and avert his gaze, or would he stare openly, unable to look away from the spectacle she presented? Was he a friend first and foremost? Or would he disappointingly turn out just to be a guy.

She considered turning around, fleeing back into the rain and the relative anonymity it provided. But the thought of wandering the streets in her current state, exposed to who knows how many strangers, was even more terrifying than facing Cillian.

Time seemed to stretch as Eimear stood there, paralysed by indecision. The rain continued to pour down, soaking her further with each passing second. She knew she had to act, had to make a choice, but every option seemed fraught with the potential for humiliation. Just like any time I have to make a choice, she chided herself.

Finally, driven by desperation and the growing chill that was seeping into her bones, Eimear made her decision. She would knock, arms at her sides, and hope that Cillian would be too surprised by her sudden appearance to notice her state of undress. She'd ask for a towel immediately, before he had a chance to really look at her. It wasn't a perfect plan, but it was the best she could come up with in her panic-stricken state.

The click of the door latch shattered her frantic planning.

Eimear's eyes sprung open in horror as the blue door swung open, before she’d even knocked, revealing a surprised Cillian. She wasn't ready! Her arms flew up instinctively to cover her chest, but the sudden and imprecise movement only served to draw attention to her pebbled nipples straining against the wet fabric.

"Eimear? I thought I saw someone standing out there!" Cillian's voice was a mixture of concern and confusion. His eyes, indeed as blue as his door, widened as they took in her bedraggled state.

She stood there, paralysed, rainwater streaming down her face and body. Her long dark hair clung to her neck and shoulders in wet tendrils. She wished it were long enough to stretch down over her breasts. The thin white t-shirt left barely anything to the imagination, serving only to outline every curve, every… prominence. Her jeans, once crisp and white, now moulded to her legs like a second skin, the black triangle contrasting with the pale pink of her thighs through the sodden denim.

Eimear's cheeks burned crimson as she struggled to find words. Her arms tightened across her chest, but the action only seemed to emphasise the swell of her breasts. She shifted her weight, trying to angle her body away, but in doing so she realised that the movement merely caused her jeans to cling even more insistently to the curve of her hips and the roundness of her backside, which she now seemed to be intentionally presenting to Cillian.

"I… I'm so sorry," she stammered, her voice barely audible above the pounding rain. "I didn't mean to… I was just…" She trailed off, unable to explain her presence or her state of undress.

Cillian's initial shock gave way to concern. "Christ, Eimear, you're soaked through! Come in, come in!" He stepped back, ushering her inside with a sweep of his arm.

Eimear hesitated for a split second, torn between her desperate need for shelter and her mortification at being seen in such a state. But, it was the look on Cillian’s face that made her mind up for her. He wasn’t leering. He wasn’t eyeing her up and down. He looked genuinely concerned for her. As another rumble of thunder sounded in the distance, she darted inside, leaving a trail of water in her wake.

The warmth of Cillian's flat enveloped her, a stark contrast to the chill of her wet clothes. She stood just inside the doorway, arms still crossed tightly over her chest, acutely aware of how the water dripping from her clothes was forming a puddle on his floor.

"Let me get you a towel," Cillian said, disappearing down the hallway. Eimear remained rooted to the spot, afraid to move lest her wet clothes reveal even more of her body.

Cillian returned moments later, a large fluffy towel in hand. "Here," he said softly, draping it around her shoulders. The warmth of the fabric was a blessed relief, but Eimear couldn't relax. She clutched the edges of the towel, pulling it tightly around herself.

"I'm so sorry," she whispered again, her eyes fixed on the floor. "I didn't know where else to go. I was heading to the off-licence and the rain… it just came out of nowhere."

"Hey, it's okay," Cillian reassured her, his voice gentle. "You did the right thing coming here. Quick thinking as usual! But you really can't stay standing in those wet clothes. You'll catch your death."

Eimear's eyes widened in panic. The thought of removing her clothes, of being even more exposed, sent a fresh wave of embarrassment through her. "I… I don't have anything else to wear," she mumbled.

Cillian seemed to sense her discomfort. "My housemate’s gone to her parents for the weekend, but I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if we borrowed some clothes, given the circumstances. They should fit you pretty well." He paused, then added with a small smile, "Unless you'd prefer to stay in your wet things?"

Despite her mortification, Eimear couldn't help but let out a nervous laugh. "No, dry clothes do sound pretty good right now. Thank you."

Cillian nodded. "Right, I'll go grab something for you. You hop in the shower and warm yourself up, you know where it is.” Almost to himself, he added, “That towel’s soaking already… I’ll get you another and drop it up to you when I get your clothes for the dryer."

As he turned to go, Eimear suddenly blurted out, "Cillian?" He looked back, eyebrows raised in question. "Thank you," she said softly. "Really."

He gave her a warm little smile that made her heart skip a beat. "Anytime, Eimear. That's what friends are for."

As Cillian disappeared down the hallway, Eimear made her way up the stairs to the bathroom, leaving a trail of water droplets on the wooden steps behind her. Once inside, she leaned against the closed door, letting out a shaky breath.

She caught sight of herself in the mirror and groaned. She looked even worse than she'd imagined—her makeup was streaked down her face, her hair was a tangled mess, and her clothes... well, they really might as well not even have been there.

With trembling fingers, she began to peel off her wet garments. The jeans clung stubbornly to her skin, requiring an ungraceful shimmy to remove. Her t-shirt made a wet slapping sound as it hit the tiled floor. Standing there in just her black thong, Eimear felt more exposed than ever.

A soft knock at the door made her jump. "I've got a dry towel for you," Cillian called through the door. "Swap you for those wet rags?"

Eimear's heart raced as she stood there, naked save for her damp thong. She glanced frantically around the bathroom, looking for something to cover herself with. The wet towel she'd brought up was draped over the radiator, already soaking it. With no other option, she grabbed it and wrapped it around her body, wincing as the cold, sodden fabric clung to her skin.

"O-okay," she called out, her voice wavering. "You can come in."

The door creaked open slowly, and Cillian entered, his eyes politely averted. He held out a dry, folded towel. "Here you go," he said, still not looking directly at her.

Eimear reached out with one hand, clutching the wet towel tightly to her chest with the other. As she took the dry towel, her fingers brushed against Cillian's, sending a jolt through her body. She quickly pulled back, nearly dropping both towels in the process.

"Thanks," she mumbled, her cheeks burning. She stood there awkwardly, unsure of what to do next.

Cillian cleared his throat. "Right, I'll just grab your wet clothes for the dryer." He bent down to pick up her jeans and t-shirt from the floor, and Eimear felt a fresh wave of embarrassment wash over her. Her mind was laser-focused on how close he was to her bare legs, how easily the wet towel could slip if she moved even slightly.

As Cillian straightened up, his brow furrowed. "No underwear?" he asked, his tone casual but there seemed to be a hint of something else to it that Eimear couldn't quite place.

Her eyes widened in horror. "N-no! I mean, yes! I'm still wearing them," she stammered, her voice trailing off into a whisper. She could feel the heat radiating from her face. A sidelong glance to the mirror confirmed that her cheeks were as red as she’d worried. Cillian would have no doubt that she was finding their interaction embarrassing.

"Ah," Cillian said, nodding. He paused for a moment, seeming to consider something. "You know, they should probably go in the dryer too. If you put them back on wet under dry clothes you’ll be just as uncomfortable as before."

Eimear's mind reeled. The thought of removing her last piece of clothing, of being completely naked bar a towel in front of Cillian, was almost too much to bear. But a small part of her knew he was right—sitting around in damp underwear wouldn't do her any good.

"I… I suppose you're right," she said, her voice barely audible. She clutched the dry towel tighter, unsure of how to proceed.

Cillian seemed to sense her discomfort. "Tell you what," he said, his voice gentle. "I'll step out, and you can get in the shower, behind the curtain. Just leave that wet towel and your underwear by the door and let me know when you’re ready. I’ll grab them quickly for the drier. No peeking. Promise!”

Eimear's heart raced as she contemplated Cillian's suggestion. The thought of removing her last scrap of clothing, of him being in the same room with her—however briefly—with just a shower curtain between him and her nakedness made her stomach flutter with nervous energy. But as so often happened to Eimear, the anxiety associated with ever pushing back against a suggestion flustered her, and she found herself instinctively agreeing. She nodded almost imperceptibly, unable to meet his eyes.

"Okay," Cillian said softly, backing towards the door. "I'll be right outside when you're ready."

Eimear stood frozen for a moment after Cillian closed the door, her heart pounding in her chest. The reality of her situation crashed over her like a wave. She was about to be completely naked, with only a flimsy shower curtain between her and Cillian. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the waistband of her thong.

The damp fabric clung to her skin, resisting as she slowly peeled it down her thighs. She shivered, goosebumps rising on her flesh, though whether from the chill or her nerves, she couldn't tell. The thong fell to her ankles with a soft, wet sound that seemed deafening in the quiet bathroom.

Eimear gathered both the sodden towel and her thong, tiptoeing to the bathroom door, a sudden realisation descending on her that she now stood mere feet from Cillian, fully naked. With a deep breath, she deposited the wet items just beside the door, making sure to wrap her thong up as centrally in the towel as possible. With any luck, he’d just chuck the whole clump in the dryer without having to see her underwear.

The thought of Cillian seeing her thong made her cheeks burn anew. Would he make an effort to fish it out from the centre of the pile? Would he be excited by it? Would he picture her wearing it? She shook her head, trying to dismiss the thoughts. He’s your friend, for Christ’s sake, not some lech, she told herself, Get over yourself, it’s just fabric!

Turning to the shower, Eimear noticed her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes wide with apprehension. It wasn’t only her nakedness that made her look vulnerable. Shaking off the thought, she stepped into the tub and drew the curtain closed.

Her bare feet touching the cool porcelain, she reached for the shower curtain, a flimsy barrier of patterned plastic, and pulled it closed. As the rings scraped along the metal rod, she couldn't shake the feeling of vulnerability that had washed over her.

The curtain was adorned with a busy pattern of blue and green swirls, reminiscent of Van Gogh's Starry Night. In the dim light of the bathroom, the design seemed to shimmer and move, creating an almost dizzying effect. Eimear squinted, trying to gauge just how opaque the curtain really was.

She reached a trembling hand around the curtain, holding it up against the material. To her dismay, she could make out the vague outline of her fingers through it. It wasn't completely see-through, of course, but it also wasn't as opaque as she'd hoped. The pattern provided some camouflage, but would it be enough?

Anxiety gnawed at her stomach as she imagined Cillian's eyes trying to pierce through the curtain, seeking out the curves and contours of her body. She shifted uncomfortably. The cool air of the bathroom raised goosebumps along her arms and legs, making her feel even more naked, if that were even possible.

Eimear took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. She reminded herself that Cillian was her friend, that he'd been nothing but kind and respectful. But still, a nagging voice in the back of her mind whispered doubts. What if he couldn't resist a peek? What if the temptation was too great? A competing voice reminded her that he’d already just seen her body through much less opaque material downstairs. She tried to ignore that particular voice, tried to erase that particular memory.

She positioned herself carefully, angling her body away from the curtain as much as the small space would allow, her back pressed against the cold tile of the shower wall, sending a shiver through her. She crossed her arms over her chest, even though she knew it was ridiculous to try to hide even more behind the curtain.

With a shaky exhale, Eimear steeled herself. "I'm… I'm ready," she called out, her voice barely above a whisper. She cleared her throat and tried again, louder this time. "You can come in now."

The door creaked open, and Eimear held her breath. She could hear the rustle of fabric as Cillian moved about the bathroom. Was he bending down to pick up the wet towel? Or was he lingering, trying to catch a glimpse of her silhouette through the curtain?

Seconds stretched into what felt like minutes. Eimear's heart pounded so loudly she worried that Cillian might hear it. She strained her ears, trying to discern his movements. Was that the sound of him shifting his weight? Why wasn't he leaving?

Just as she was about to call out again, Cillian's voice broke the tense silence. "I'll leave you to it then," he said, his tone was casual but… was there an undercurrent to it? "Take your time warming up. I'll be downstairs when you’re ready."

The door clicked shut, and Eimear let out a breath she hadn’t realise she'd been holding. Her shoulders sagged with relief, but her heart continued to race. Had he looked? Had he tried to make her out through the curtain? She couldn't be sure, and the uncertainty gnawed at her.

With trembling hands, Eimear reached for the shower knobs. Hot water cascaded over her body, and she closed her eyes, letting the warmth seep into her chilled skin. As the steam began to fill the small bathroom, she felt some of her tension melt away.

But even as the hot water soothed her body, Eimear's mind whirled. The events of the past hour played on repeat in her head—her rain-soaked dash through the streets, the mortifying moment when Cillian opened the door, the way his eyes had widened as he took in her drenched form.

She reached for the shampoo, working it through her long dark hair. As she massaged her scalp, she couldn't help but wonder what Cillian was thinking downstairs. Was he laughing at her predicament? Was he annoyed at the inconvenience she’d caused him? Or… was he thinking about her body, about the way her wet clothes had clung to every curve?

Eimear rinsed her hair, letting the water cascade down her back. She reached for the soap, lathering it over her skin. As her hands moved over her breasts, she felt a sudden, unexpected tingle of arousal. She froze, shocked by her body's betrayal. How could she be feeling this way, in this situation?

But as she continued to wash, she couldn't deny the warmth spreading through her stomach. The adrenaline of the day, the vulnerability of her current state, and yes, the memory of Cillian's kind eyes and gentle smile—it all combined into a heady cocktail of conflicting emotions.

Eimear leaned against the cool tile wall, her breath coming faster. She shouldn't be thinking this way about Cillian. He was her friend, nothing more. And yet… the way he'd looked at her, concern mixed with something else, something that made her pulse quicken…

She shook her head, trying to clear the thoughts away. This was ridiculous. She was being ridiculous. Cillian had just been being kind, nothing more. She was reading too much into things, letting her imagination run wild.

With a sigh, Eimear turned off the water. She stood there for a moment, watching the last droplets swirl down the drain. She stepped out of the shower, water dripping from her body onto the bathmat, reminding her of the puddle she had left just inside the threshold downstairs. She reached for the towel Cillian had left, only to pause mid-motion. Her heart sank… Where were the dry clothes he'd promised?

Eimear frantically scanned the small bathroom, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders as she turned this way and that. The steamy mirror, the cluttered countertop, the back of the door, the cistern, the radiator—her eyes darted everywhere, searching desperately for any sign of the borrowed outfit. But there was nothing.

"No, no, no," she muttered, panic rising in her chest. Had Cillian forgotten? Or worse, was this some kind of cruel joke? She immediately chastised herself for the thought. Cillian wasn't like that. It had to be that he had forgotten in all the commotion.

Eimear's mind was racing once more, considering her options. She couldn't put her wet clothes back on—they were gone, probably already in the dryer. She couldn't stay in here forever, either. Eventually, she'd have to face Cillian and ask about the clothes.

With trembling hands, she reached for the towel. As she unfolded it, her heart sank even further. It was significantly smaller than the one she'd had before. She held it up against her body, dismay washing over her. It barely reached from her chest to her upper thigh. If she tried to wrap it around herself, it would just about cover her breasts and her bottom, but neither completely.

She closed her eyes, taking a deep breath to steady herself. She had to make a decision. With no other choice, Eimear began to dry herself off, using the small towel as best she could. She patted her skin dry, the soft, comforting fabric a stark contrast to the vulnerability she felt. As she ran the towel over her curves, she couldn't help but think of Cillian downstairs, waiting for her. What would he think when she emerged, barely covered?

Her long dark hair still dripped, leaving trails of water down her back and chest. She did her best to squeeze out the excess moisture, but without a larger towel or a hairdryer, it remained stubbornly damp.

Finally, Eimear stood before the mirror, clutching the inadequate towel to her chest. She turned this way and that, trying to find the best way to drape it. If she positioned it high, it could cover her breasts fully, but exposed her thighs entirely, and risked exposing more as she moved. With a resigned sigh, she opted to lower the towel, exposing more of her cleavage but gaining crucial centimetres of coverage below. The soft cloth now rested just above her nipples, her ample breasts threatening to spill over the top. She adjusted the towel, tucking it tightly under her arms in a desperate attempt to keep it in place.

The mirror reflected back an image that made her cheeks burn. Her long, damp hair clung to her shoulders and back, leaving glistening trails down her skin. The towel barely contained her curves, the fabric straining across her chest and hips. With each breath, she feared the precarious arrangement might give way. But at least, she reasoned, her most intimate areas were covered. The alternative—risking exposure below—was simply unthinkable.

Taking a deep, steadying breath, Eimear cracked open the bathroom door. The cooler air of the hallway rushed in, prickling her exposed skin. She peered out, half-hoping to see the promised clothes waiting for her. But the hallway was empty.

With trembling legs, she stepped out of the bathroom. The wooden floor creaked under her bare feet as she made her way to the top of the stairs. Each step felt like a monumental task, her body hyper-aware of how the small movements caused the towel to shift and pull.

As she reached the staircase, Eimear paused. The thought of descending the stairs in nothing but this tiny towel made her stomach churn with anxiety. What if she tripped? What if the towel slipped? What if Cillian was waiting at the bottom, his eyes ready to take in her vulnerable state?

Gripping the banister with one hand and clutching the towel tightly with the other, Eimear began her descent. The old stairs groaned under her, each creak sounding impossibly loud in the quiet house. She winced at every sound, certain that Cillian could hear her approach.

Halfway down, a particularly loud creak echoed through the house. Eimear froze, her heart pounding.

"I'm in the kitchen," Cillian's voice called out, making her jump. "I boiled the kettle when I heard you getting out of the shower."

Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Eimear hesitated. The kitchen doorway loomed before her, a portal to further potential mortification. She tugged at the towel one last time, as if willing it to grow longer, but to no avail.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped into the kitchen. The warm light washed over her damp skin as she entered, making her feel even more exposed. Her eyes immediately sought out Cillian, finding him standing by the counter, two steaming mugs in front of him. His eyes widened as he took in her appearance, his mouth falling open slightly.

For a moment, time seemed to stand still. Eimear’s mind was fixated on every inch of her barely-covered skin, of the way the tiny towel clung to her curves, of the water still dripping from her hair onto her shoulders and chest. She felt a blush creeping up her neck, spreading across her cheeks.

Cillian's shocked expression slowly morphed into one of confusion. "Why didn't you get dressed?" he exclaimed, his voice full of both surprise and concern.

Eimear was confounded. Get dressed? But how? Where? She stammered, her usual eloquence deserting her in the face of this bewildering situation. "I… you… the clothes…" was all she managed to get out at first. Finally, she managed to string a proper sentence together.

"You didn't leave the clothes," she said, her words tumbling out in a rush. She clutched the towel tighter, painfully aware of how it rode higher up her thighs with the movement, its edge dangerously close to where her legs met.

Cillian's brow furrowed. "What? But they're laid out on my housemate's bed," he said, confusion evident in his voice. "Didn't I say? I'm sure I said…"

Eimear's mind raced, replaying their earlier conversation. She was certain, absolutely certain, that he hadn't mentioned anything about clothes on a bed. She would have remembered that, wouldn't she? But then again, she had been so flustered, so overwhelmed by the situation…

"I… I don't think you did," she said softly, her eyes dropping to the floor. She couldn't bear to look at him, couldn't stand to see the mix of confusion and concern in his eyes. Confusion, concern, and… still something else. Something she hadn’t seen from Cillian before today. Was it desire that had flickered across his face before he’d schooled his features?

The silence stretched between them, thick and heavy. Eimear shifted uncomfortably, causing the towel to slip slightly. She quickly readjusted it, her cheeks burning even hotter.

"I'm so sorry," Cillian said finally, running a hand through his hair. "I could have sworn I told you. I must have gotten distracted and forgotten to mention it."

Eimear's mind whirled. Had he planned this? Had he deliberately “forgotten” to tell her about the clothes, wanting to see her like this? But no, that wasn't like Cillian. He wouldn't do something like that… Would he?

She glanced up, catching his gaze. There was genuine remorse in his eyes, though she was sure now that it was mixed with something else. Her heart raced.

"I'm so sorry about this mix-up," Cillian said softly, taking a step towards Eimear. "Let me show you where the clothes are."

He placed a gentle hand on the small of her back, the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin towel. Eimear's breath caught in her throat at the contact. She was all too aware of how little separated his skin from hers.

Cillian guided her out of the kitchen and down the hallway, his hand remaining steady on her back. The floorboards creaked beneath their feet, each sound seeming to emphasise the tension in the air. Eimear could feel the slight roughness of his palm through the towel, sending tingles up her spine.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, Cillian's voice was low and close to her ear as he stood behind her. "My housemate's room is the first door on the right on the landing, just next to the bathroom." His breath tickled the nape of her neck, raising goosebumps on her damp skin.

He gave her back a gentle pat, urging her forward. "I'll be waiting down here with your tea," he added, his tone warm and reassuring.

Flustered by his proximity and touch, Eimear followed his instruction and started up the stairs without thinking. The wooden steps creaked under her bare feet again as she made her ascent in the same manner as she had nervously made her descent mere minutes before, one hand clutching her towel, the other gripping the banister for support.

She was halfway up when realisation struck her like a bolt of lightning. Her steps faltered as the blood drained from her face, only to rush back in a crimson tide of embarrassment. In her haste and confusion, she had forgotten one crucial detail—her position on the stairs relative to Cillian.

With dawning horror, Eimear became excruciatingly aware of his eyeline. From where he stood at the bottom of the staircase, if he chose to look, he would have a clear view up the back of her towel. The tiny scrap of fabric that had seemed barely adequate before now felt like it might as well not have existed at all.

Would he look? Would the thought even occur to him? Had the thought already occurred to him back in the kitchen? How much could he see if he did? The towel was so short, barely covering the curve of her bottom when she was standing still. Now, with each step up the stairs, it must have been riding up, exposing more and more of her bare skin.

She imagined Cillian's gaze trailing up her legs, over the soft swell of her thighs, to the rounded curves of her backside. Would he be able to see just a shadow between her legs? Or would her lips be clear as day to him as she took step after agonising step? The thought sent a jolt of mortification through her. Mortification… mingled with a flicker of heat that she didn't want to acknowledge.

Eimear froze, one foot on the next step, unsure of how to proceed. To continue up the stairs would mean prolonging this unintentional display. But to turn around would mean facing Cillian, confronting whatever expression might be on his face. Would she see shock? Embarrassment? Or maybe worse, would she see more of that desire she thought she'd detected earlier? The thought of meeting his eyes, knowing he might have just been staring at her most intimate areas, made her cheeks burn even hotter.

Eimear took a deep, shaky breath. She had to make a decision. She couldn't stand here forever, caught between two equally mortifying choices. In the end, it was the uncertainty that made up her mind for her. She decided to continue up the stairs, preferring not to know for sure if Cillian had been looking. She would simply assume—she would force herself to assume—that he hadn't been. That he was already back in the kitchen… though she hadn't heard the telltale creak of the floorboards that would have signalled his retreat.

With trembling legs, Eimear continued her ascent. Each step felt like an eternity, the wood groaning softly under her feet. She tried to keep her movements small and controlled, hoping against hope that it might minimise how much the towel rode up. But she could feel the fabric shifting with each step, the hem inching higher and higher up her thighs.

As she neared the top of the stairs, Eimear allowed herself to relax slightly. She was almost there. Just a few more steps and she'd be on the landing and out of sight. She quickened her pace slightly, eager to reach the safety of the upper floor. And finally, mercifully, she was there. She paused for a moment, after rounding the corner, straining her ears for any sound from downstairs. But the house was silent save for the distant hum of the refrigerator and the soft patter of raindrops against the windows.

Eimear allowed herself to breathe again, steadying herself before reaching for the door handle of Cillian's housemate's room. The door swung open silently, revealing a space that was both familiar and foreign. The layout was much the same her own room in her shared flat, but the decor was wildly different—all soft pinks and greys, with fairy lights strung above the bed and polaroid photos dotting the walls.

Her eyes were immediately drawn to the bed, where, true to Cillian's word, clothes had been laid out for her. But as she approached, she was engulfed by a feeling of dread. These weren't the comfortable, modest clothes she had been hoping for—had been expecting. Instead, spread across the duvet was an ensemble that looked more suited for a sleepover than a rescue from the rain.

A tiny pair of shorts lay there, soft cotton in a pale pink that matched the room's aesthetic. They looked impossibly small, barely more than glorified underwear. Beside them was an equally diminutive tank top in a complementary shade of grey. The fabric looked thin and clingy, and Eimear was already imagining how it would struggle to contain her amble bosom. The only other item on the bed was a pair of over-the-knee knitted socks. They were admittedly cute, with a cable pattern running up the sides, but they did nothing to solve her predicament.

With growing desperation, she searched for underwear, but there was none in sight. The realisation that she might have to go commando under those tiny shorts made her cheeks burn anew. Why had Cillian done this to her?

She tried to rationalise. Maybe he’d felt uncomfortable going through his housemate’s underwear drawer… Maybe he thought it was one thing to borrow some clothes, but inappropriate to borrow more intimate items… Maybe they’d just slipped his mind… Maybe… Eimear tried to suppress the thought as it formed in her head, but to no avail. Maybe he wants me walking around in these skimpy clothes with nothing underneath.

Her fingers trembled as she reached out to touch the garments, as if hoping they might magically transform into something more substantial. But they remained stubbornly skimpy, leaving her with a sinking feeling in her stomach.

Eimear sank onto the edge of the bed, the towel still clutched tightly around her. She didn't know Cillian's housemate, had no idea how she usually dressed. Perhaps this was normal for her. Maybe she usually lounged around the house in such revealing attire. Maybe it would be nothing out of the ordinary for Cillian. Or maybe…

The rain continued to patter against the window, a gentle reminder of why she was in this situation in the first place. Eimear closed her eyes, taking a deep breath. She had yet another choice to make. She could put on these revealing clothes and face Cillian, or she could rummage about amongst a stranger’s private things until she found something she deemed more appropriate.

Eimear sat on the edge of the bed, her fingers tracing the soft fabric of the tiny shorts. The idea of rummaging through a stranger's drawers made her stomach churn. It felt like a violation, an unforgivable intrusion into someone else's private space. She glanced around the room, taking in the personal touches—the photos of smiling faces she didn't recognise, the well-worn paperbacks stacked on the nightstand, the half-empty bottle of perfume on the dresser. Each item seemed to whisper a silent rebuke, warning her against disturbing this carefully curated sanctuary.

Moreover, the thought of descending the stairs in different clothes to the ones Cillian had provided filled her with dread. How would she explain it? Potential explanations formed in her mind, each more awkward than the last. "Oh, I didn't like what you picked out." "These clothes weren't modest enough." "I thought you might have ulterior motives." Each imagined sentence made her cringe, the potential for misunderstanding and hurt feelings palpable.

Cillian had been nothing but kind to her. He'd welcomed her into his home without hesitation, provided her with warmth and shelter from the sudden storm. The memory of his concerned face when he'd first opened the door, the gentleness in his voice as he'd guided her inside—it all spoke to his genuine care for her well-being. How could she repay that kindness with distrust?

Eimear made her decision. She would wear the clothes Cillian had laid out for her. It wasn't ideal, but it was better than the alternatives. Slowly, she stood up, letting the towel fall away from her body. For the umpteenth time since stepping in from the rain, she felt goosebumps prickle her bare skin. She reached for the tiny shorts.

The cotton was soft against her legs as she slipped them on, wiggling slightly to pull them up over her hips. They were even smaller than she'd feared, leaving a worrying amount of cheek on show. She tugged at them futilely, trying to make them cover more, but it was a lost cause. The hem remained stubbornly high on her behind. She would just have to try not to turn her back to Cillian.

Next came the tank top. Eimear held it up, eyeing it warily. It looked impossibly small, more like something designed for a child than a grown woman. With a sigh, she pulled it over her head. The fabric clung to her curves, moulding to her body as her own t-shirt had only done when wet. She tugged it down, but it barely managed to conceal the swell of her breasts, leaving her stomach entirely bare. It had clearly been designed for a smaller-chested woman.

Finally, she sat back down on the bed to pull on the knee-high socks. At least they provided some much-needed warmth. And they were undeniably cute, the cable knit pattern adding a touch of coziness to the otherwise revealing outfit. As she smoothed them up her legs, she couldn't help but wonder if they somehow made the ensemble even more provocative, drawing attention to her bare thighs.

Eimear stood up and caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror mounted on the back of the bedroom door. She barely recognised the woman staring back at her. The tiny pink shorts hugged her curves tightly, accentuating the swell of her hips and the roundness of her bottom. They rode up high on her thighs, leaving an expanse of bare skin between the hem and where the knee-high socks began.

The grey tank top was little better. It clung to her breasts like a second skin, the thin fabric doing little to conceal the points of her nipples which remained stubbornly hardened in the cool air. She thought back to the reason she was in this house in the first place; to avoid the possibility of anyone seeing her so intimately.

Her midriff was entirely exposed, revealing her taut stomach. She turned to the side, wincing as she saw how the top rode up, threatening to expose the underside of her breasts, and how there was nothing she could do about the shorts, already exposing a sliver of bare cheek even before she'd begun walking.

Eimear's cheeks burned as she took in her reflection. She looked like she was dressed for a slumber party, or worse, like she was trying to seduce someone. She couldn't help but think of how Cillian's eyes might roam over her body when she went back downstairs.

She tried to tug the shorts down, to pull the top lower, but it was in vain. Any adjustment only seemed to make things worse, exposing more skin in one place as she tried to cover another. With a sigh of resignation, she let her hands fall to her sides.

Eimear closed her eyes, trying to summon the courage to face Cillian. She imagined his reaction—would his eyes widen in surprise? Would he try to hide a smile? Or would he openly stare, his gaze lingering on the “assets” she’d so often cursed for drawing just that kind of attention?

To her surprise, the thought of Cillian looking at her with desire—as opposed to the unwanted attention of some random man—sent a very different kind shiver down her spine. A warmth bloomed in her belly, unfamiliar yet not entirely unwelcome. Did she… want him to look? Did she want to see that flicker of hunger in his eyes? This wasn’t like her at all. She never wanted to receive that kind of attention. So… why was her body now telling her otherwise?

Shaking her head to clear these confusing thoughts, Eimear tried to adopt a nonchalant pose. She leaned against the doorframe, one hip cocked, trying to appear casual and comfortable. But her reflection betrayed her nervousness—her eyes were wide, her bottom lip caught between her teeth.

She tried again, this time forcing a smile and pretending to laugh at an imaginary joke. But the laughter sounded forced even to her own ears, and her smile looked more like a grimace.

With a frustrated groan, Eimear gave up on her attempts at appearing unbothered. She would just have to face Cillian as she was—uncomfortable, exposed, and feeling… undeniably ambiguous as to what reaction she was now actually hoping for. The realisation of that last part hit her like a thunderbolt. When had that happened? When had Cillian’s gaze—or his potential gaze—become any different from the demeaning leers of anyone else? Had this difference always been there, buried beneath layers of friendship and denial?

As she reached for the door handle, Eimear felt a flutter of nervous anticipation in her stomach. Her hand hovered over the cool metal, trembling slightly. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what was to come.

Slowly, she turned the handle and eased the door open. The hinges creaked softly. Eimear peeked out into the hallway, half-hoping and half-dreading to see Cillian waiting for her. But the landing was empty, the only sound the continued faint patter of rain against the windows.

As she approached the top of the stairs, her heart began to race. She could hear movement from the kitchen below—the clink of a spoon in a mug, the soft thud of a cupboard closing. Cillian was down there. He was waiting for her. And he knew what she was wearing.

She paused at the top of the staircase, one hand resting on the banister. For a moment, she considered retreating back to the bedroom, hiding away until she could think of some excuse to leave without facing Cillian. But she knew that wasn't really an option. She had to go down.

Taking another deep breath, Eimear began her descent, the tiny shorts inching upwards with each step, baring more of her asscheeks, the tank top, too, seeming to alternately shift and cling with every breath.

As she neared the bottom of the stairs, Eimear heard Cillian's voice call out from the kitchen. "Eimear? The tea was cold. I’ve made you a fresh cup."

His words sent a jolt through her body. There was no turning back now. With a final, steadying breath, Eimear stepped off the last stair and turned towards the kitchen.

She hesitated in the doorway, her cheeks burning as Cillian's eyes met hers. For a moment, and not for the first time that day, time came to a standstill. She watched as his gaze travelled down her body, taking in the outfit she wore. His eyes darkened, and she saw him swallow hard.

"I, um… I found the clothes," Eimear said softly, her voice coming out more sultry than she’d intended.

Cillian seemed to shake himself out of his stupor. "Right, yes," he said, his voice a little hoarse. He cleared his throat. "I hope they fit okay. I wasn't sure about…”

Cillian's voice trailed off as his eyes roamed over Eimear's figure once more. She could feel the heat of his gaze like a physical touch, exacerbating the warmth growing within her.

"They're… fine," Eimear managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, acutely aware of how the movement caused the tiny shorts to ride up even further.

"Right, yes. Good. That's good," Cillian said, his voice sounding strained. He turned abruptly, busying himself with the mugs on the counter. "Uh… Like I said… I've made you a fresh cup of tea. The other one got cold."

Eimear took a tentative step into the kitchen, hyperaware of every movement. The lighting was warmer in here, but the air was cool. She resisted the urge to wrap her arms around herself. Instead, she forced herself to stand straight, fighting against her instinct to curl in on herself and hide.

"Thank you," she said softly, moving closer to accept the steaming mug Cillian held out to her. As she reached for it, their fingers brushed, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. She nearly dropped the mug, fumbling to keep her grip on the hot ceramic.

"Careful," Cillian murmured, his hand shooting out to steady hers. His palm was warm against her skin, and Eimear felt her breath catch in her throat. They stood like that for a moment, frozen, his hand over hers on the mug.

Eimear's eyes flickered up to meet Cillian's, and what she saw there made her heart race. His pupils were dilated, his gaze intense as it locked with hers. There was no mistaking the hunger in his eyes now, the desire that seemed to radiate from him in waves.

"Eimear," he said, his voice low and husky. "I… I'm sorry if the clothes are a bit small. I didn't realise. My housemate, she’s not as…" He cut himself off before finishing the thought, but his brief glance down at Eimear’s chest left no doubt as to his meaning.

"It's okay," she said, surprising herself with her boldness. "They're… comfortable."

It was a lie, and they both knew it. The clothes were anything but comfortable, clinging to her curves in all the wrong—or right?—ways, drawing the attention she usually detested, but which now didn’t feel so unwanted. Something seemed to have shifted between them, a tension that had been building since she’d appeared, dripping wet on his doorstep, finally coming to a head.

Cillian's hand was still on hers, his thumb now tracing small circles on her wrist. Eimear felt her breath quicken, her pulse racing under his touch. She should pull away, she knew. This was dangerous territory they were entering. But she found herself leaning in instead, drawn to him like a moth to a flame.

"Cillian," she breathed, her voice barely audible. "I…"

But before she could finish her thought, Cillian closed the distance between them. His lips met hers in a searing kiss, his free hand coming up to cup her face. The mug of tea slipped from Eimear's grasp, clattering to the floor and spilling its contents, but neither of them paid it any mind.

Eimear's eyes fluttered closed as she melted into the kiss. Cillian's lips were soft yet insistent against hers, coaxing her mouth open. She gasped softly as his tongue swept inside, tasting her, exploring. Her hands came up to grip his shoulders, steadying herself as her knees threatened to give way.

Cillian's hand slid from her face down to her waist, his fingers splaying across the bare skin of her midriff. The touch sent sparks of electricity through her body, and she arched into him, craving more contact. He groaned into her mouth, his grip tightening.

But just as suddenly as he had kissed her, he pushed her away, his hands on her shoulders creating distance between them. His eyes were wide, a mix of desire and regret swirling in their blue depths.

"I'm sorry," he blurted out, his voice rough. "I shouldn't have… This isn't right."

Eimear stood frozen, her lips still tingling from their kiss, her body aching for his touch. Confusion and hurt warred within her as she watched Cillian run a hand through his hair, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

"It's just…" he began, words tumbling out in a rush. "When you showed up at my door, soaking wet… Christ, Eimear, I could see everything. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to look. But your…” he whispered the next words as if he wasn’t entitled to utter them, “your nipples were on show! I could see your thong through those white jeans. I've never seen you like that before. It was like… like all my fantasies come to life."

Eimear's cheeks burned at his words, remembering her mortification earlier. But now, hearing the effect she'd had on him, she felt a thrill of excitement course through her.

Cillian continued, pacing the small kitchen. "And I was so flustered. Those stupid shower logistics… I didn't mean to see you in that tiny towel. I swear I tried not to look, but…" He trailed off, his eyes roaming over her body once more before he quickly averted his gaze.

"And then when you went up the stairs," he groaned, covering his face with his hands. "I couldn't help it. I looked. I saw… everything. That towel was way too short, exposing your… I half thought you’d done it on purpose, but of course you hadn’t. I'm so sorry, Eimear. I'm a terrible friend."

Eimear's heart raced as she processed his words. All this time, she'd been so worried about her own reactions, her own confusing feelings. She'd never stopped to consider that Cillian might be struggling with the same inner turmoil.

"You're not a terrible friend," she said softly, taking a step towards him, taking a step towards the unknown. "I’ve realised something Cillian. I…” It was only in making the next words audible that she finally, fully, convinced herself of their sentiment: “I wanted you to look."

Cillian's eyes snapped up to meet hers, disbelief written across his features. "What?" he breathed.

Eimear felt her cheeks burn even hotter, but she pressed on. "I wanted you to look," she repeated, her voice gaining strength. "At first, I was embarrassed. Fuck it, I was mortified, of course I was! But then… something changed. When I thought about you seeing me, it stopped feeling awful like it usually does when men stare. It felt… exciting."

She took another step towards him, closing the distance between them. "And these clothes," she gestured down at her scantily clad body, "I put them on knowing how they'd look. Knowing you'd see me in them. Wondering whether you’d chosen them for a reason. I… I wanted you to react."

Cillian's breath hitched audibly. His eyes roamed over her body once more, this time without any attempt to hide his appreciation. "Eimear," he said, his voice low and husky, "do you have any idea what you're doing to me?"

Emboldened by his reaction, Eimear closed the final gap between them. She placed her hands on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath her palms. "I’ve shown you so much already,” she whispered, “How can I know what I’m doing to you, unless you show me?”

That was all the invitation Cillian needed. With a low growl, he captured her lips in another searing kiss. This time, there was no hesitation, no holding back. His hands roamed her body freely, skimming over the bare skin of her midriff, cupping the swell of her breasts through the thin tank top, groping her barely covered ass.

Eimear moaned into the kiss, arching into his touch. She felt dizzy with desire, her body responding to his caresses in ways she'd never experienced before. She tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling him closer, deepening the kiss.

Cillian's hands slid to her hips, gripping them tightly before lifting her onto the kitchen counter. Eimear gasped at the sudden movement, breaking the kiss. But Cillian wasted no time, his lips trailing down her neck, leaving a path of fire in their wake.

"Fuck, Eimear," he murmured against her skin, "you're so beautiful. I've wanted this for so long."

Eimear's heart raced at his confession. All this time, she'd been so focused on hiding herself, on avoiding attention, that she'd never allowed herself to see what was right in front of her. The way Cillian looked at her, the care in his touch—it had always been there, she realised. She'd just been too scared to notice. And as soon as she’d allowed herself to, her body had let her know that she felt the same way.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "Me too," she admitted both to Cillian and to herself, her voice breathy. "I just didn't realise it until today."

Cillian pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. "Are you sure about this?" he asked, his tone serious despite the desire evident in his gaze. "I don’t want to ruin anything."

Eimear felt a rush of affection for him. Even now, with passion clouding both their judgments, he was still putting her friendship first. It only made her want him more.

"I'm sure," she said firmly.

With newfound boldness, Eimear pulled him back in for another kiss. This one was deeper, more passionate, filled with all the longing and desire they'd both kept hidden from each other and from themselves. Cillian's hands roamed her body, tracing the curves he'd quietly admired from afar for years.

As his fingers skimmed the underside of her breast, Eimear gasped. The thin fabric of the tank top did nothing to dull the sensation of his touch. Her moan implicitly begged for more.

Cillian responded eagerly to the invitation, his hands growing bolder as they explored her body. His fingers slipped under the hem of her tank top, skimming across the soft skin of her stomach before moving higher. Eimear shivered at his touch, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Is this okay?" Cillian murmured against her neck, his voice deep with want.

"Yes," Eimear breathed. "Please, don't stop."

Encouraged by her words, Cillian gently cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her erect nipples under the thin fabric. Eimear moaned softly, her head falling back as waves of pleasure washed over her. She'd never felt anything like this before—the intensity of sensation, the burning need for more.

Cillian's lips trailed down her neck again. He paused at the neckline of her top, his eyes meeting hers in a silent question. Eimear nodded, her heart racing as Cillian slowly peeled the fabric upwards, exposing her breasts to his hungry gaze.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," he whispered, his voice filled with awe.

Before Eimear could respond, Cillian lowered his head, taking one of her nipples into his mouth. She gasped at the sensation, her fingers threading through his hair to hold him closer. His tongue swirled gentle circles around her areola before his lips closed on her sensitive bud, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her.

As Cillian lavished attention on her breasts, his hands slid down to her hips, fingers toying with the waistband of her tiny shorts. Eimear felt a moment of panic, remembering her lack of underwear, but it was quickly overwhelmed by the burning desire coursing through her veins.

"Cillian," she moaned, her hips rocking against him instinctively. "I need…"

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with lust as they met hers. "What do you need, Eimear? Tell me."

Eimear hesitated for a moment, her usual shyness warring with her newfound boldness. But the heat in Cillian's gaze, the obvious desire in his voice, gave her courage.

"I need you," she whispered, her cheeks flushing. "All of you."

A low groan escaped Cillian's throat at her words. He captured her lips in another searing kiss, his hands gripping her ass tightly. "Are you sure?" he asked between kisses. "If you're not comfortable…"

Eimear's heart swelled at his concern, even as desire thrummed through her body. "I'm sure," she said firmly. "I want this. I want you." She steadied herself for one moment, staring directly into his eyes. “Now quit asking for permission and fuck me like you’ve always wanted to.”

Cillian froze at Eimear's words. Then, without warning, he lifted her off the counter, his strong hands gripping her thighs. Eimear gasped, instinctively tightening her legs around his waist as he carried her out of the kitchen.

"Bedroom," he growled against her neck, nipping at the sensitive skin.

Eimear could only nod, her mind hazy with desire. She clung to Cillian as he navigated the stairs, his lips never leaving her skin. Each step jostled her against the hardness growing between them, creating delicious friction that had her moaning softly.

They stumbled into Cillian's room, barely making it to the bed before he laid her down. He stood back for a moment, his eyes roaming hungrily over her body. Eimear felt exposed under his gaze, but for once, she revelled in the attention.

"You have no idea how long I've wanted this," Cillian said, his voice husky. "How many times I've imagined you like this."

Eimear's cheeks flushed at his words, a mix of embarrassment and arousal coursing through her. "Show me," she whispered, surprised at her own forwardness.

Cillian didn't need to be told twice. He reached behind his head and pulled off his t-shirt with one hand before climbing onto the bed, hovering over her. It was the first time she’d seen him topless, and his sculpted physique didn’t disappoint. His lips found hers in a passionate kiss as his hands roamed her body, relearning every curve and plane. Eimear writhed, craving more.

Cillian's hands traced down Eimear's sides, fingers skimming along her bare midriff before reaching the waistband of her tiny shorts. He hesitated for a moment, his eyes meeting hers. Eimear lifted her hips slightly in invitation.

With agonising slowness, Cillian began to slide the shorts down her legs. Eimear's breath caught as the cool air hit her thrumming pussy. She resisted the urge to cover herself, forcing her hands to remain at her sides as Cillian's gaze roamed over her newly exposed skin.

"Eimear," he breathed, voice thick with longing. "You're perfect."

Before she could respond, his lips were on her inner thigh, trailing feather-light kisses upwards. Eimear gasped at the sensation, her legs falling open instinctively. She pulled off the tiny tank top, which had been bunched above her breasts since the kitchen, leaving her in just the borrowed, over-the-knee socks, accentuating her nakedness.

Cillian took his time, worshipping her body with his mouth and hands until she was writhing beneath him. When his tongue finally made contact with her wet, expectant slit, Eimear cried out, her back arching off the bed. Cillian groaned against her, the vibrations sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her steady as he explored her with lips and tongue.

Eimear had never felt anything like this before. Every nerve ending seemed to be on fire, waves of ecstasy building with each swirl of Cillian's tongue. She tangled her fingers in his hair, holding him close as she rocked against his mouth.

"Cillian," she moaned, her voice breathy and desperate. "Please, I need…"

He pulled back slightly, replacing his tongue with his fingers. "What do you need?" he asked, his voice rough with arousal. "Tell me."

Eimear whimpered as his fingers worked her skilfully, bringing her right to the edge. "You," she gasped. "I need you inside me. Please."

Cillian groaned, withdrawing his hand. He quickly shed his remaining clothes before positioning himself between her legs. Eimear's eyes widened as she took in the sight of him, fully aroused and ready.

"Are you sure?" Cillian asked one last time, his eyes searching hers.

Eimear nodded, pulling him down for a passionate kiss. "I've never been more sure of anything," she whispered against his lips.

With a low groan, Cillian slowly pushed inside her. Eimear gasped at the sensation of fullness, her nails digging into his shoulders. He stilled, giving her time to adjust, his forehead resting against hers.

Eimear took a shaky breath, overwhelmed by the new sensations flooding her body. Cillian was fully sheathed inside her now, stretching and filling her in ways she'd never experienced before. She could feel every inch of him, hot and hard and perfect.

"Are you okay?" Cillian murmured, his voice strained with the effort of holding still. His eyes searched her face, full of concern and desire in equal measure.

Eimear nodded, her hands sliding up to cup his face. "I'm more than okay," she whispered. "You feel amazing."

A low groan escaped Cillian's throat at her words. He captured her lips in a deep, passionate kiss as he began to move, setting a slow, steady rhythm. Eimear gasped into his mouth, her hips rising to meet each thrust.

As they moved together, Eimear marvelled at how right this felt. All her usual self-consciousness had melted away, replaced by a burning need for more. She wrapped her legs around Cillian's waist, urging him deeper.

"Fuck, Eimear," Cillian panted, his pace quickening. "You feel so good. So tight… So wet for me."

His words sent a thrill through her body. Eimear had never been one for dirty talk, always too shy and reserved. But hearing Cillian's husky voice, seeing the raw desire in his eyes—it awakened something primal within her.

"Cillian," she moaned, arching her back. "Fuck me. Fuck me harder."

Cillian didn't need to be told twice. He gripped her hips, angling them slightly as he increased his pace. The new position had him hitting a spot deep inside her that made Eimear’s eyes water. She cried out, her nails raking down his back.

"That's it," Cillian growled, his breath hot against her neck. "Let me hear you. I want to know how I'm making you feel."

Eimear was beyond words now, reduced to gasps and moans as pleasure built within her. She could feel herself getting close, a familiar tension coiling in her lower belly. But this was more intense than anything she'd ever felt before.

"Cillian," she whimpered, "I'm close. I'm going to-"

"Come for me, Eimear," he commanded, his voice rough with lust. "I want to feel you come around me."

His words pushed her over the edge. Eimear cried out as her orgasm washed over her, waves of ecstasy crashing through her body. She clung to Cillian, trembling in his arms as he continued to move within her, prolonging her pleasure.

“More?” he asked, panting, though the question seemed rhetorical.

Eimear answered nonetheless. “More!”

Cillian pulled out of her suddenly, eliciting a whimper from Eimear at the sudden emptiness. But before she could protest, he was flipping her over onto her stomach. He straddled her thighs and one strong hand reached around her hip, lifting her slightly as he positioned himself with his other hand behind her.

Eimear's breath caught as she felt the head of his cock pressing against her from behind. With her legs straight, and clasped tightly between his, there was a delicious friction as Cillian slowly pushed back inside her. She’d never done it like this before… but she guessed that he had. The new angle had her gasping, her fingers clutching at the sheets beneath her.

"Eimear," Cillian groaned, his voice ragged. "You're so fucking tight like this. So perfect."

He began to move, starting slow, but quickly building to a pace that had Eimear moaning into the pillow. The position allowed him to go deeper than before, sending burst after burst of pleasure shooting through her body. She could feel every inch of him, filling her completely with each thrust.

Cillian's hands roamed her back, tracing the curve of her spine before settling on her ass. He kneaded the soft flesh, spreading her cheeks slightly as he continued to pound into her. The added stimulation, the extra feeling of exposure, just when she thought she couldn't feel any more exposed, had Eimear whimpering, her hips lifting to meet his thrusts.

"That's it," Cillian panted, his pace increasing. "Take it all. You feel so good, Eimear. You're so fucking wet."

His words sent fresh waves of arousal through her. Eimear had never thought she'd enjoy such talk, but hearing the words in Cillian's husky voice, knowing how much he desired her… so much had changed in her.

She could feel another orgasm building, the coil of tension in her lower belly winding tighter with each thrust. Cillian seemed to sense her growing need, one of his hands sliding beneath her to rub circles on her clit.

"Come for me again," he commanded, his voice rough. "I want to feel you twitching on my cock."

The dual stimulation was too much. With an unabashed cry muffled by the pillow, Eimear came undone. Her whole body tensed, waves of pleasure washing over her as she clenched around Cillian. He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release.

"Eimear," he panted, "I'm close too. I'm going to-"

"Inside!" Eimear gasped, surprising herself with her assertiveness. "Come inside me, Cillian. Please!"

With a guttural moan of her name, and still primally grasping her ass, Cillian thrust deep one last time. Eimear felt him pulsing inside her, the warmth of his release flooding her as he came. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting presence as they both struggled to catch their breath, the intensity of their passion leaving them drained, their bodies trembling with exhaustion and satisfaction.

As their breathing gradually returned to normal, Cillian gently rolled off of Eimear, pulling her into his arms. They lay there together, skin flushed and glistening with sweat, neither wanting to break the intimate silence that had settled over them.

Eimear's mind danced. She had never experienced anything like this before—the magnitude of the physical pleasure was part of it, yes, but more than that, the emotional connection she felt with Cillian. All her usual insecurities and inhibitions had melted away in the heat of their passion. For the first time, she had felt truly seen and desired, not just for her body, but for who she was.

Cillian's fingers traced lazy patterns on her skin as he held her close. "Are you okay?" he asked softly, a hint of concern in his voice.

Eimear nodded, snuggling closer to him. "Not just okay, you idiot," she murmured. "That was… incredible."

She felt Cillian's chest rumble with a quiet chuckle. "It really was," he agreed. He pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead. "I hope you know… this wasn't just about the physical stuff for me, Eimear. I've cared about you for a long time."

Eimear's heart swelled at his words. She tilted her head up to meet his gaze, seeing the sincerity in his eyes. "I care about you too," she admitted. "I think I have for a while, I just… I was too scared to admit it, even to myself."

Cillian smiled, pulling her in for a tender kiss. As their lips met, Eimear marvelled at how different this felt from their earlier, passion-fuelled encounters. This was soft, sweet, full of promise.

As they broke apart, Eimear couldn't help but giggle. "Who would have thought a rainstorm could lead to this?" she mused.

Cillian grinned, his eyes twinkling with mischief. "I don't know about you, but I'm suddenly a big fan of unexpected downpours."

Eimear laughed, playfully swatting his chest. “Well you’re obviously a big fan of me when I’m wet!”

As their laughter subsided, she found herself growing serious again. "What happens now?" she asked, a hint of vulnerability creeping into her voice.

Cillian's expression softened. He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his touch gentle. "Whatever you want to happen," he said. "But I'd really like to see where this could go. If you're willing."

Eimear felt a warmth bloom in her chest at his words. She nodded, a smile spreading across her face. "I'd like that too," she said softly. “I’d really like that too.”
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