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Chapter 1: The porch light

⚜

The cul-de-sac was almost aggressively normal.

Eight houses arranged in a neat semicircle, their driveways fanning out like spokes from the rounded end of a quiet suburban street. Manicured lawns, mature oaks casting afternoon shadows across fresh-mowed grass, a community pool glinting blue-green through the gaps between fences. Briarwood Estates. It looked like every neighborhood I'd driven past my entire life without a second glance.

I parked my loaded-down Corolla in the driveway of number four and sat there for a moment, engine ticking as it cooled. The house was nice - nicer than anything I'd lived in. Two stories, cream siding, a deep front porch with a swing. The couple who owned it were spending their summer in Portugal, and I'd gotten it through a house-swap app for the cost of letting them use my cramped studio apartment near campus. Fair trade, as far as I was concerned. They got proximity to the city. I got distance from everything.

Specifically, distance from Ryan.

The memory surfaced before I could stop it. Two weeks ago. Kayla's birthday at that bar downtown, the one with the sticky floors and fishbowl cocktails. I'd had three of those fishbowls, maybe four, and Kayla had pulled me onto the dance floor, and then Mia was there too, and we were all laughing, pressed together in the heat and noise, and Kayla's mouth had found mine. Soft lips, the taste of strawberry vodka, her tongue sliding against mine while Mia's hands rested on my hips. Then Mia kissed me too - slower, deeper, her fingers threading into my hair - and my whole body had lit up like a circuit closing. Not drunk-sloppy. Not performative. Something real and electric that shot straight between my legs.

Ryan had watched from the bar.

"You're a fucking slut, Sienna."

His face when I'd turned around. Not hurt - disgusted. Like he'd stepped in something. He'd left me standing on the dance floor with Kayla's lipstick on my mouth and ended things by text before I got home.

I grabbed a box from the backseat and carried it to the front door. The key was under a ceramic frog on the porch, exactly where the listing said. Inside, the house smelled like lemon cleaner and lavender plug-ins. Hardwood floors, an open kitchen with granite countertops, big windows looking out onto a shaded backyard with a wooden deck. Someone had left fresh towels folded on the bathroom counter and a basket of mini toiletries like a hotel welcome kit.

I made three more trips to the car, ferrying boxes and duffel bags, working up a thin sheen of sweat in the June heat. By the fourth trip, I'd peeled off my hoodie and was just in a ribbed white tank top and cutoff shorts, my honey-blonde hair twisted into a messy knot on top of my head. The tank top clung to my chest - I'm a C-cup, perky enough to skip a bra on lazy days, and this was shaping up to be the laziest day of my summer. My cutoffs rode up with every trip, the frayed hem barely covering the curve of my ass.

As I carried the last box, I paused in the driveway and looked around. Something nagged at me - some detail my brain had registered without naming. I scanned the cul-de-sac, house by house.

The porch lights. Every single one was on. At three in the afternoon, in full June sunshine, every house on the street had its porch light burning. Even mine - I could see the warm glow of the bulb above my front door. I hadn't turned it on.

Weird, but whatever. Maybe there'd been a power surge and they'd all flipped on. Small-town electrical quirks.

I spent the next two hours unpacking - hanging clothes in the master bedroom closet, arranging my laptop and books on the desk in the den, stocking the fridge with the groceries I'd picked up on the drive in. The house was comfortable, lived-in, with bookshelves full of paperbacks and framed photos of the couple who lived here on various beaches. I opened all the windows to let the breeze through and stood at the kitchen sink drinking a glass of water, looking out at the backyard.

Through the fence slats, I could see the neighbor's yard - someone had a workshop or garage with the doors open, tools hanging from pegboard walls. The community pool was visible beyond the rooflines, its surface catching the lowering sun. A woman in a bikini walked along the pool's edge, and a man sitting on the deck reached out and ran his hand along her thigh as she passed. She didn't flinch, didn't speed up. Just kept walking, letting his hand slide across her skin like it was nothing.

I looked away, feeling a strange flutter beneath my ribs.

In the kitchen, hunting through drawers for a wine opener, I pulled open the third drawer down and found takeout menus, a flashlight, spare batteries, and a laminated card the size of a playing card. It was printed on cream cardstock, sealed in plastic, with a decorative border that matched the neighborhood's entrance sign.

BRIARWOOD ESTATES - COMMUNITY COVENANT

Welcome to our community. Briarwood Estates operates under a private residential covenant agreed to by all homeowners and residents. By residing at any address within the cul-de-sac, you agree to the following:

All residents grant mutual, reciprocal access to one another for the purpose of sexual activity. This covenant applies within all private and communal spaces inside the neighborhood boundaries.

Your porch light serves as your availability signal. When illuminated, you are available to any resident who wishes to visit. Your porch light has been activated as part of your residency.

The community pool, clubhouse, and shared outdoor spaces are included in the covenant area.

This agreement is inherited by all temporary residents, house guests, and house-swap tenants for the duration of their stay.

Welcome home.

I read it twice. Then a third time, my fingertips pressing white against the laminated edges.

My heart was hammering. Not with fear - or not only with fear. Something lower, hotter, a deep throb between my thighs that I didn't have a good excuse for. Sexual access. Mutual. Any resident. My porch light was already on.

This had to be a joke. Some hazing prank left in the drawer for whoever swapped into the house, meant to freak out the new girl. I almost laughed. Almost.

But then I thought about the porch lights. All of them. On at three in the afternoon.

I thought about the woman at the pool, the man's hand sliding up her thigh like he had every right to touch her.

I set the card down on the counter and opened the wine without the opener I'd been looking for - just shoved the cork down into the bottle with a butter knife and poured a glass with shaking hands. Took a long drink. Poured another.

The evening settled over Briarwood Estates in shades of gold and purple. I sat on the back deck with my wine, legs curled under me on a cushioned chair, watching the sky dim. The neighborhood sounds were suburban-peaceful - someone's sprinkler, a distant lawnmower winding down, the clink of ice in a glass from the yard next door. Normal. Completely, deceptively normal.

I kept thinking about the card. The promise of unlimited access - any neighbor, any time, no questions asked.

Part of me wanted to call the house-swap app and confirm it was a gag. Part of me - the part that was still buzzing from two glasses of wine on an empty stomach - didn't want to know the answer. Because if it was real...

The thought trailed off into heat.

Ryan's voice echoed: fucking slut.

I pushed it away and went inside to make dinner. I was standing at the kitchen counter chopping tomatoes for a salad, barefoot on the cool tile, when the back door opened.

No knock. No doorbell. Just the quiet click of the screen door and the heavier sound of the sliding glass, and then footsteps on the hardwood, and then a man was standing in my kitchen.

He was holding a six-pack of beer.

"Hey there." His voice was low, unhurried, like walking into a stranger's kitchen at eight o'clock at night was something he did between watering his lawn and checking the mail. "I'm Grant. Two doors down."

I stood frozen with the knife in my hand, a tomato half bleeding juice between my fingers. My breath caught, a hard thud pounding against my ribs. He was tall - six-two at least - with broad shoulders that filled the kitchen doorway. Salt-and-pepper hair cropped close, a strong jaw darkened with stubble, deep brown eyes that were taking me in with an appraisal so frank it felt physical. He was wearing a faded work shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, forearms tanned and ropy with muscle, dirt under his nails, hands that looked like they'd spent decades gripping things.

Forty-something. Maybe mid-forties. Old enough to be - I shut that thought down.

"I - you just walked in," I managed.

"Back door was unlocked." He said it like that explained everything. He set the six-pack on the counter and pulled a bottle from the cardboard, glancing around for an opener. Found one in the drawer - the same drawer - and popped the cap with a practiced flick. "You must be the swap. Sarah and Dave's place, right?"

"Sienna." My voice came out smaller than I wanted. "Yeah, I'm - I'm staying for the summer."

"Sienna." He said my name slowly, tasting it. His eyes moved from my face down to my chest - the tank top was thin, and I'd been braless all day, my nipples pressing against the ribbed cotton. His gaze didn't hurry. It traced the shape of my breasts, dropped to the sliver of bare stomach where my tank top had ridden up, followed the line of my cutoffs to my bare thighs. Then back to my eyes. "You find the card in the drawer?"

The air in the kitchen changed. Thickened. I could feel my pulse in my throat, between my legs, in the tips of my fingers still gripping the knife.

"The... covenant thing?" My voice was barely above a whisper.

"That's the one." Grant leaned against the counter opposite me, crossing his arms. The movement pulled his shirt tight across his chest. He smelled like sawdust and fresh sweat and something green - cut grass, maybe, or cedar. "Not a joke, in case you're wondering. Every house on this street signed it. Sarah and Dave included. You inherited it with the house swap."

"That's not... you can't just..." I was stumbling over my own objections, and the worst part was that my body wasn't objecting at all. A flush was spreading up from my chest, heating my throat, my cheeks. My nipples had tightened into hard points against my tank top, and I watched his eyes drop to them, watched him notice.

"Your porch light's been on all day," he said, his voice dropping half a register. "Everyone on the street knows the new girl's here. Saw you carrying boxes in those shorts." The corner of his mouth lifted. Not a smirk - something warmer, more knowing. "Made an impression."

"I didn't know what the porch light meant." The words came out breathy, defensive. I set the knife down because my hand was trembling.

"Now you do." He uncrossed his arms and moved toward me - not fast, not aggressive, just a few steps that closed the space between us until he was standing beside me at the counter. Close enough that I could feel the heat rolling off his body, could see the fine lines around his eyes, the thickness of his forearms. He reached past me for the bottle opener, pulled a second beer from the six-pack, and popped the cap. But instead of handing it to me, he set it on the counter - and his hand found my waist.

His palm settled against the curve of my hip, fingers spread wide, rough calluses catching against the bare skin where my tank top had ridden up. Just resting there. Not pulling, not gripping. A statement of intent.

My whole body clenched.

The flush that had been creeping up my chest flared into liquid heat - flooding my face, my breasts, the insides of my thighs. I could feel myself getting wet, a sudden rush of slickness soaking through my underwear and into my shorts. My breath hitched audibly, a soft catch in my throat that we both heard.

Grant's eyes were on mine. Steady, patient, a deep amber-brown that held me in place like a hand on the back of my neck. His thumb moved once, a slow stroke along my hip bone, and my knees actually weakened. I gripped the counter edge behind me.

"You don't have to do anything tonight," he said. Quiet. The bass of his voice vibrated through the space between us. "Just wanted to introduce myself. Let you know how things work around here."

His grip lingered for another three seconds - I counted - and then he pulled it away. The absence left a ghost-print on my skin, a tingling warmth where his fingers had been.

He slid the opened beer across the counter toward me. I wrapped my hand around it, the cold glass grounding me for half a second before his eyes undid it.

"You'll get to know everyone soon enough," he said, stepping back, giving me air that I didn't want. His gaze dropped to my chest one more time, lingering on the stiff peaks of my nipples straining against the thin fabric, and then he met my eyes with that half-smile. "I'll see you tomorrow morning, Sienna."

He picked up his own bottle and the remaining beers and walked out the back door, the screen clicking shut behind him. Through the kitchen window, I watched him cross the yard in the fading light, his broad shoulders rolling with an easy stride, until he disappeared through the gap in the fence.

I stood there.

My body was vibrating. Not trembling - vibrating, like a tuning fork struck and still ringing. My skin felt electric wherever he'd touched me, the bare strip above my waistband still burning from the drag of his fingers. My tank top was damp where it pressed against my chest, and between my legs I was soaked - not a slow build, not a gradual hum of arousal, but soaked, my underwear clinging to me, the seam of my shorts pressing against swollen, aching flesh.

I'll see you tomorrow morning.

I abandoned the salad. Left the tomato bleeding on the cutting board, left Grant's beer sweating on the counter. Walked to the living room on legs that felt borrowed and sank onto the couch.

My hand was between my thighs before I'd finished sitting down.

I pulled my shorts to the side and pressed two fingers against my clit, and the sound I made - a raw, shuddering moan - shocked me. I was drenched. My fingers slid through slick, swollen folds, the wet sound obscene in the quiet living room, my hips rocking up into my own touch. I didn't ease into it, didn't tease myself. I rubbed my clit in fast, tight circles, my other hand gripping the couch cushion, replaying everything.

The sheer size of his hand spanning my hip. The heat of his skin bleeding through mine. The way he'd looked at my body - unhurried, thorough, like he was deciding exactly what he wanted to do with me. That low, certain voice promising tomorrow morning.

I slid two fingers inside myself and groaned at the aching emptiness - at how badly I needed something thicker, harder, something that wasn't my own hand. I was soaked to the wrist, my inner walls clenching around my fingers as I curled them and ground the heel of my palm against my clit. The fact that he'd walked in without knocking. That he could do it again. That anyone on this street could open my door and find me exactly like this - spread open, dripping, desperate -

I came with a cry that bent me forward on the couch, my fingers buried inside me, my thighs clamping together as the orgasm tore through me in sharp, pulsing waves. I rode it out, hips jerking, whimpering sounds spilling from my mouth that I didn't recognize. The aftershocks rippled on and on, each one triggered by another flash of memory - his scent, his voice, the dark steadiness of his eyes.

When it finally ebbed, I slumped back against the cushions, breathing hard, my fingers still buried in my soaked, twitching pussy. The living room ceiling stared back at me.

Ryan had called me a slut for kissing my friends.

I pulled my hand free, looked at the shine on my fingers. My body was still humming, a heavy ache still throbbing at my center. I was already getting aroused again, just from the thought of what tomorrow morning could bring.

I got up, walked to the kitchen, drank the beer Grant had left me. It was still cold. Through the window above the sink, I could see the cul-de-sac settling into night - warm light in windows, the distant sound of music from someone's backyard, the community pool glowing turquoise under its underwater lights. A man and a woman walked along the sidewalk, his arm around her waist, her head on his shoulder. Normal.

I looked at the laminated card still sitting on the counter. The words I'd already memorized stared back at me. Mutual access. Any resident. Any time.

I walked to the front door and looked at the switch panel on the wall. The porch light switch was flipped up. The warm yellow glow spilled through the glass beside the door, illuminating the front steps, the porch swing, the walkway to the street.

I could turn it off. Walk upstairs, lock every door, go to bed, and pretend this was the quiet suburban summer I'd signed up for.

My hand hovered over the switch.

I thought about the weight of Grant's touch, the certainty in his voice, the way my body had responded - not with fear, not with hesitation, but with a flood of arousal so sudden and intense I'd had to come within minutes of him leaving.

I thought about Kayla's mouth on mine, and Mia's hands in my hair, and how every nerve in my body had ignited, and how Ryan had made me feel like that response was a disease.

I pulled my hand back.

The porch light stayed on.
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Chapter 2: First use
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Ididn't sleep well.

Not from anxiety - from anticipation. Every time I drifted off, my body pulled me back with another pulse of heat between my legs, another replay of Grant's hand on my hip, his voice saying tomorrow morning. I came twice more before midnight, fingers working inside me in the dark bedroom with the windows open, the sounds of the neighborhood settling around me like a cocoon. Crickets. A distant splash from the pool. The low murmur of a couple talking on their porch.

By the time I woke on Sunday, pale light filtering through the blinds, my sheets were twisted and damp with sweat. I lay there for a moment, naked - I'd kicked off my t-shirt sometime in the night - listening to the birds outside and the quiet tick of the house.

Tomorrow morning.

It was morning.

I got up and pulled on a soft gray t-shirt that hit mid-thigh, nothing underneath. Didn't bother with shorts. Didn't bother with underwear. Some part of me recognized what I was doing - what I was choosing - but the rest of me was already ahead, already thrumming, my nipples pressing against the thin cotton before I'd even reached the stairs.

The kitchen was cool and bright. Sunday-morning quiet. I filled the kettle and set it on the stove, spooned coffee into the French press, moved through the routine with hands that weren't quite steady. My bare feet on the tile. The hem of my t-shirt brushing the tops of my thighs. I was hyperaware of every sensation - the air against my bare skin, the faint soreness between my legs from how hard I'd made myself come last night.

The kettle started to steam. I poured the boiling water slowly over the grounds, watched the bloom rise dark and fragrant, pressed the plunger down. Reached for a mug.

I heard the back door open.

The click of the screen, the heavier slide of the glass. Footsteps on the hardwood. My pulse shot into my throat, my fingers tightening around the coffee scoop.

Grant walked into the kitchen holding a mug - his own, already full, steam curling from the rim. He was wearing a white undershirt and jeans, his hair still damp from a shower, those broad shoulders filling the doorway exactly like they had last night. His eyes found me immediately.

"Morning." Low. Easy. Like he'd been walking into my kitchen his whole life.

"Hi." My voice came out thin, breathy. I stood at the counter with the French press in front of me, my body already responding - heat rising in my chest, a flush spreading across my collarbones, the unmistakable slickness gathering between my bare thighs. He could probably see the outline of my nipples through the t-shirt. He was definitely looking.

He set his mug down on the counter. Didn't say anything else. Just moved.

Three steps and he was behind me. His hands settled on my hips - both of them this time, wide and rough, his calluses catching on the thin cotton of my shirt. His chest pressed against my back, solid and warm, and his mouth found the side of my neck. His lips dragged down the tendon, hot breath on my skin, and his teeth grazed the spot where my shoulder began.

I made a sound. A soft, involuntary thing, half gasp and half sigh, and my body melted backward into him. I couldn't help it. My ass pressed against his jeans and I felt him - already hard, thick and rigid against the curve of my backside. My hands braced against the counter edge, my head tipping to the side to give him more of my neck.

"Been thinking about you since last night," he murmured against my skin. His hands gathered the hem of my t-shirt, pushing it up over my hips, baring me from the waist down. Cool air hit my ass, my thighs, and I heard his breath change - a rough exhale as he saw I wasn't wearing anything underneath.

His right hand slid around my hip and down. Fingers dragged through the wetness already coating my inner thighs, and a low sound rumbled in his chest.

"Already this wet." Not a question. His middle finger traced along my slit, parting swollen lips, gliding through the slickness he found there. I gasped and pushed my hips back, grinding against his hand, my body begging before my mouth could form words. "That's what I thought."

He pressed me forward against the counter. The granite edge bit into my hips - cold, unyielding - and his hand on the small of my back kept me there, bent over, my chest flat against the cool surface. I turned my cheek against the stone and gripped the far edge with both hands.

Behind me, the clink of his belt. The rasp of a zipper. His jeans hitting his thighs.

Then the blunt, wide head of his cock nudged between my legs.

I stopped breathing.

He didn't rush. He pressed forward in one long, steady stroke, stretching me open around the thick shaft, filling me inch by inch until his hips met my ass and I felt the entire rigid length of him buried deep. My mouth opened on a moan that came from somewhere primal - a raw, guttural sound that bounced off the kitchen walls. He was big. Thick enough that the stretch burned in the best way, long enough that I could feel him pressing against my limit.

"Oh god," I whispered. My fingers curled against the granite.

Grant pulled back slowly, dragging along every nerve ending, then drove forward again. Firm. Unhurried. His calloused hands gripped my waist, thumbs pressing into the dimples above my ass, holding me exactly where he wanted me. He set a rhythm - deep, measured thrusts that rocked my body against the counter, the impact jolting through my hips and up my spine.

I was loud. Louder than I'd ever been during sex - louder than I'd been with Ryan in two years of careful, controlled bedroom encounters where I'd bitten my lip and muffled everything. Each thrust punched a sound out of me - a moan, a gasp, a whimper that climbed in pitch. The kitchen amplified everything, hard surfaces bouncing my voice back at me, and I didn't care. Couldn't care. His cock was hitting something inside me with every stroke, a deep spot that sent electric shocks radiating outward, and my body was responding with a desperation that stripped every inhibition.

"That's it," Grant said behind me, his voice rough but steady, controlled even as his pace increased. His grip tightened on my waist, pulling me back onto him with each forward snap of his hips. "Let me hear you."

My wetness was obscene - I could hear it, the slick sound of him moving inside me, could feel it dripping down my inner thighs. His cock slid in and out with a filthy, rhythmic squelch that made my face burn and my pussy clench tighter around him. The counter was hard against my hips, his hands were rough on my skin, and I was pinned between those two sensations - the cold stone and his hot, thick length - and it was perfect. It was exactly what my body had been screaming for since last night.

The orgasm built fast. A coiling pressure low in my belly, a tightening that radiated outward through my thighs and up through my chest. His pace didn't waver - firm, deep strokes that hit that spot every single time - and when he shifted his angle slightly, pressing me harder against the counter so his cock dragged along my front wall, I shattered.

I came with a cry that shocked me - loud, unrestrained, echoing off the kitchen ceiling. My whole body seized, my inner walls clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses, my legs shaking, my fingers white-knuckled on the counter's edge. The orgasm tore through me in waves, each one triggered by another deep thrust as he fucked me through it, not slowing, not stopping, just driving into my clenching, spasming pussy while I fell apart beneath him.

"Fuck - fuck - oh my god -" The words spilled out broken, gasped between contractions, my voice wrecked. I'd never come like this during sex. Never. Not once. Not with anyone. And he was still going, still filling me with those steady, relentless strokes, and my orgasm just kept rolling, aftershock after aftershock.

Grant's rhythm faltered. His hands tightened on my hips hard enough to bruise, pulling me back against him as his thrusts became shorter, rougher, grinding deep. I felt him swell inside me - a sudden, stretching thickness - and then he came with a low groan, his cock pulsing hot inside me, spilling deep. He pressed forward one last time, burying himself to the hilt, his hips flush against my ass, and I could feel every twitch and throb as he emptied inside me.

We stayed like that for a long moment. His weight against my back, his cock still inside me, my cheek pressed to the cold granite, both of us breathing hard. My legs were trembling. I could feel his cum starting to leak out around his softening shaft, warm and slick against my thighs.

He pulled out slowly. The sensation made me whimper - the sudden emptiness, the rush of warm liquid sliding down the inside of my thigh. His hand ran up my spine, palm flat between my shoulder blades, then down again - a slow, possessive stroke over the curve of my ass. His thumb traced through the mess dripping between my legs and I shuddered.

Then he leaned over me and kissed my shoulder. Soft. Almost tender. The contrast with what he'd just done to me made my chest ache.

"Coffee's ready," he said.

I laughed - a breathless, half-hysterical sound - and pushed myself up from the counter on shaking arms. My t-shirt fell back down over my thighs, immediately sticking to the wetness between them. Grant was already pulling up his jeans, buckling his belt with the same unhurried ease he did everything.

He picked up the French press, poured a cup, and handed it to me. Then he reached over and picked up his own mug from where he'd set it on arrival. I wrapped both hands around the warm ceramic, needing the anchor because the rest of my body felt like it had been taken apart and loosely reassembled.

"Neighborhood barbecue next Saturday," he said, leaning against the opposite counter, sipping his coffee like we were having a perfectly normal conversation. Like he hadn't just bent me over this same counter and made me come harder than I ever had in my life. "At Diane and Paul's place, two houses that way." He gestured with his mug. "Good food. You should come."

"Okay." It was the only word I could manage.

He finished his coffee standing there, watching me with those warm brown eyes, that half-smile playing at the corner of his mouth. Then he rinsed his mug in the sink - rinsed it, like a polite houseguest - and left it on the counter by the coffee maker before walking out the back door.

The screen clicked shut.

I stayed where I was, leaning against the counter, his cum still warm and slippery between my thighs. My legs were shaking. My pussy was sore in a way that made me want to press my hand against it and feel the tender, swollen flesh, the slickness he'd left inside me.

I looked down at the counter where he'd bent me over. There was a damp smear on the granite from my stomach, a handprint from my sweating palm.

I took a sip of coffee. It was good.

The next three days were strange. Not bad-strange - the opposite. The strangeness of something clicking into place, a gear catching that you didn't know was loose.

I went grocery shopping on Monday. Mowed the lawn on Tuesday, badly, leaving crooked stripes that made me laugh at myself. I read on the back deck in the afternoons, a paperback novel from the shelf in the den, sweating through my tank top in the humid heat. Normal summer-in-the-suburbs things.

But underneath the routine, my body was different. Awake. Alert in a way it hadn't been before, like every nerve ending had been tuned up a half-step. I'd catch myself standing at the kitchen counter - the counter - and feel the ghost of Grant's hands on my hips, the bruised ache where the granite had pressed into my bones, and my breath would quicken. I stopped wearing underwear around the house entirely. It seemed pointless. Every time I pulled on a pair, I'd soak through them within an hour from the memory alone.

I kept the back door unlocked. The porch light on.

Nobody came. Monday, Tuesday - the house was mine, quiet and still. I began to wonder if Sunday morning had been a one-time thing, Grant collecting on the new neighbor before the novelty wore off. The thought stung more than it should have.

By Wednesday afternoon, the heat was brutal - the kind of thick, airless humidity that pressed down like a hand. I changed into the bikini I'd packed almost as an afterthought - a simple black two-piece, the top a triangle cut that showed the swell of my breasts from every angle, the bottoms a narrow V that sat low on my hips. I'd bought it for a spring break trip that never happened because Ryan said it was too revealing.

I grabbed a towel and walked to the community pool.

The pool area was nicer than I'd expected - a proper rectangle of turquoise water surrounded by a concrete deck with cushioned loungers, a pergola draped in wisteria at one end for shade, and a low iron fence separating it from the surrounding yards. A few towels were draped over loungers but no one was in the water. The afternoon sun turned the surface into a sheet of blinding white.

I spread my towel on a lounger, applied sunscreen to my arms and legs and stomach, and lay back with my eyes closed. The sun soaked into my skin, heavy and narcotic. I could feel it on every exposed surface - the tops of my breasts spilling from the triangle cups, the flat plane of my belly, the strip of inner thigh between the hem of my bikini bottom and my knee.

I must have dozed, because I didn't hear him approach.

"Mind if I join you?"

I opened my eyes, squinting against the glare. A man was standing beside the neighboring lounger - tall, lean, maybe early forties, with dark hair and a relaxed smile. He was wearing swim trunks and nothing else, his chest tanned and lightly muscled, a trail of dark hair running down his stomach. I didn't recognize him, but then I'd only met Grant.

"Go ahead," I said, sitting up slightly and shading my eyes with my hand.

He settled onto the lounger beside me, stretching out with his arms behind his head. "You're the house swap, right? Number four?"

"Sienna." I pulled my sunglasses down from the top of my head.

"Heard about you." He turned his head and looked at me with frank openness, casual and unhidden, his eyes moving over my body the way you'd look at a menu - appreciative, without pretense. The bikini hid almost nothing, and I felt myself respond - a warm pulse between my legs, my skin tightening with awareness.

"Good things, I hope." I tried for casual and almost landed it.

He smiled. "The best." He was quiet for a moment, both of us lying in the sun, the only sound the distant hum of someone's air conditioner and the lap of water against the pool's edge. Then he rolled onto his side, propped on one elbow, facing me.

"Saw you moving boxes in the other day." His hand rested on his own thigh, relaxed.

"Just moved in Saturday."

"And Grant already stopped by." He stated it like a proven fact. The smile widened slightly. "He's efficient." His gaze dropped to my breasts, the swells of skin glistening with sunscreen and sweat, then lower - my stomach, the narrow strip of my bikini bottom stretched across my hips. He wasn't hiding what he was looking at. "You settling in okay?"

My heart was picking up. I could feel the shift - the same atmospheric change I'd felt in the kitchen with Grant, that thickening of the air, the silent negotiation happening beneath the surface of ordinary conversation. The covenant. The porch lights. Every house on this street signed it.

"Getting there," I said. My voice had dropped, softer.

He sat up and swung his legs off the lounger so he was facing me, knees almost touching mine. "Come here."

Two words. No preamble, no buildup, no asking permission. Just come here, spoken with quiet confidence, like reaching for something that was already his.

I sat up. My legs swung off the lounger to face him without any deliberate decision - I was already moving, our knees touching, his hand coming up to rest on my bare thigh. His palm was warm, drier than Grant's calloused grip, and his fingers spread wide across the outside of my leg.

He leaned in and kissed me. Brief, firm, tasting of chlorine and something minty. Then he pulled back and studied my face - checking, I realized. Not for a yes; for the degree of it. Whatever he saw made his jaw loosen.

"Lie back," he said.

I lay back on the lounger. The cushion was warm from the sun, the vinyl slightly sticky against my bare skin. He moved over me, one knee between my legs, his weight braced on one arm beside my head. His other hand slid down my stomach and hooked into the waistband of my bikini bottom, pulling it to the side. Cool air hit my exposed pussy and I drew a sharp breath through my teeth.

His fingers found me already wet. A short exhale left him - sharp, almost involuntary - and he drew two fingers through my folds, slow, feeling the heat and the give of it. I bit my lip, my hips tilting toward his touch.

We were outside. In the open. The pool deck had no walls - anyone in the surrounding houses could look out a window and see us. The thought should have made me freeze. Instead, it sent a flood of arousal rushing through me so intense my toes curled against the lounger.

He pushed his trunks down his thighs. His cock was hard, curved slightly upward, a good size - not as thick as Grant, but long, the head flushed dark. He guided it between my legs with one hand, the other still holding my bikini aside, and pushed into me in a single smooth stroke.

My back arched off the lounger. He filled me differently than Grant had - the angle, the slight curve hitting a different spot inside me, the stretch less overwhelming but the depth almost the same. A moan slipped out of me, breathy and unguarded, and his mouth found my neck.

He fucked me with a fluid, rolling cadence - more fluid than Grant's measured strokes, his hips grinding against mine at the bottom of each one. The lounger creaked beneath us. The sun beat down on my face, my chest, and I could feel sweat and sunscreen mixing on my skin, his stomach sliding against mine. My bikini top had shifted, one breast spilling free, my nipple tight and peaked in the open air.

His thumb found my clit.

I gasped - a sharp, startled sound - and he pressed down, rubbing in tight circles while he thrust into me. The dual sensation, the fullness inside and the precise pressure on my clit, made my vision blur. My hands grabbed his shoulders, nails digging in, my legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper.

"There you go," he murmured against my collarbone. "Just let it happen."

I was climbing fast. His thumb worked my clit with an expertise that bordered on unfair, matching his rhythm - pressing hard on the downstroke, easing on the pull-back - and his cock kept finding that deep spot, the slight curve of him stroking it each time he drove in. I could feel my wetness coating his shaft, hear the obscene wet sounds our bodies made with every thrust.

The orgasm hit me like a wave breaking. My back bowed, every muscle below my waist seizing tight around him, my clit pulsing under his thumb as the pleasure crested and crashed through me. I cried out - a raw, keening sound that the open air swallowed and carried across the water, unhidden and shameless. He kept thrusting, kept rubbing, and the orgasm stretched and stretched, each stroke pulling another contraction from my trembling body.

He pulled out just as I felt his rhythm stutter. His hand wrapped around his cock and he came across my chest - thick, hot ropes landing across my collarbones, my sternum, the exposed nipple that had slipped free from my top. I stayed spread on the lounger, panting, the sun hot on my face, his cum warm on my skin, my pussy still clenching around nothing.

He sat back on his heels and looked at me - splayed across the vinyl cushion, bikini askew, his cum striping my tits, my thighs still trembling. That same unbothered smile.

"Welcome to the neighborhood," he said.

He pulled up his trunks and walked to the pool's edge, diving in with a clean splash that sent ripples across the turquoise surface.

The aftershocks were still flickering through me, my breath coming in uneven pulls. My bikini bottom was soaked - my own wetness and the remnants of our encounter mixing in the warm cotton. I could feel the stickiness on my chest starting to dry in the sun.

I pushed myself up and looked around.

Across the pool, on a lounger half-hidden under the pergola's shade, a woman was watching me. Mid-thirties maybe, dark hair pulled up in a clip, a red bikini bright against olive skin. She was lying on her side, a book open on the cushion beside her, one hand resting casually on her own thigh. She'd seen everything - had to have, the distance was only twenty feet, and she hadn't been there when I arrived. She'd come out to watch, or stayed to watch, or both.

Our eyes met. She smiled - warm, knowing, like welcoming someone to a club she'd been in for years.

I smiled back.

Something loosened in my chest. Some knot I'd been carrying since the dance floor, since Ryan's face, since you're a fucking slut. Not gone entirely - I could still feel its shadow - but loosened, the fibers unraveling one by one.

I walked to the pool and slipped in. The water was perfect - sun-warmed on the surface, cooler beneath, and it washed over my skin like absolution. I floated on my back, eyes closed, the afternoon sun turning the insides of my eyelids red. His cum washed off my chest, dissolving into the chlorinated water, and I felt clean in a way that had nothing to do with being clean.

Through the water, the muffled sounds of the neighborhood: a lawn mower somewhere, a car door, a child laughing from a house beyond the cul-de-sac. Normal life happening around me while I floated in a pool still tingling from another man's hands, my body humming with the afterglow of two orgasms from two different men in the same week.

Five days. I'd been here five days. And already, my body was someone I was still learning to recognize - someone louder, wetter, more honest than the girl who'd arrived Saturday afternoon with a loaded-down Corolla and a bruised ego.

I floated until the sun started its descent, the light softening from white to gold. When I climbed out, the woman under the pergola was gone, her lounger empty, her book left on the cushion. The pool deck was quiet. The neighborhood was settling into its early-evening rhythm - lights coming on in kitchens, the smell of someone grilling.

I gathered my towel and walked back to number four. My skin was taut from sun and chlorine, my hair drying in salt-stiff waves, my body loose and pleasantly sore. At the front door, I paused and looked at the porch light, glowing warm against the dimming sky.

Still on. Still signaling something I was only beginning to understand.

Inside, I showered, letting the hot water run over my tender skin, my fingers tracing the faint marks on my hips from the counter's edge - two thin bruises, already yellowing, from Sunday morning. Proof. I pressed my thumb against one and winced, and the pain brought a flush of heat between my legs.

I ate dinner standing at the kitchen counter because sitting at the table felt wrong somehow - too far from the granite surface where Grant had pressed me down, too separate from the memory I was already building a shrine around. The counter was just a counter again. Except it wasn't. It would never be just a counter again.

My phone buzzed. A text from Kayla: How's suburban life? Boring yet? Miss your face 💛

I typed back: Not boring. Definitely not boring. Miss you too.

I didn't elaborate. Couldn't, not yet - I didn't have words for what was happening to me. How do you explain to your best friend that you've become someone's morning coffee ritual? That a stranger fucked you by a pool and the woman watching smiled like you'd passed a test you didn't know you were taking?

I locked my phone and set it on the counter.

Through the kitchen window, the cul-de-sac was settling into night. Porch lights glowed in the dusk - all of them, every house, warm and amber and inviting. The community pool was a turquoise rectangle in the growing dark. Somewhere, someone was laughing.

I thought about the barbecue on Saturday. Grant's casual invitation, tossed out while buckling his belt: Good food. You should come.

I thought about Diane, whoever she was, two houses down. Grant had mentioned her name once, and the way he'd said it - weighted, significant - had lodged in my mind like a hook.

My body was already responding to the possibilities. A slow warmth building in my belly, a tingle across my skin, the faintest pulse between my legs. Unhurried - I'd been thoroughly satisfied twice this week - but present. Ready. My body was learning a new language, one spoken in touch and heat and the casual intimacy of unlocked doors.

I turned off the kitchen light and went upstairs to bed. Left the back door unlocked. Left the porch light on.

The sheets were cool against my bare skin. I rested in the dark, listening to the neighborhood breathe, and I didn't think about Ryan. Not once. Not his voice, not his face, not the word he'd branded me with.

I thought about calloused hands and steady rhythms and the way a stranger's smile across a pool deck had felt like permission.

I fell asleep wet, and I didn't reach between my legs to fix it. Some aches were worth keeping.


⚜




Chapter 3: Next door

⚜

Thursday morning, I woke up thinking about Grant's hands.

Not in the dreamy, half-formed way I'd been replaying him all week - this was specific. The memory of his calloused fingers gripping my waist, thumbs pressing into the dimples of my lower back, the way his rough palms had caught against my skin like sandpaper on silk. I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, the sheets tangled around my bare legs, and pressed my thighs together against the ache that had become my permanent state of being.

Six days. Two men. Zero shame. The math was simple, and for the first time in my life, so was the feeling underneath it.

I showered, pulled on a sundress - pale yellow, thin straps, the kind of thing that showed every line of my body and hid nothing about whether I was wearing anything underneath. I wasn't. I hadn't bothered with underwear since Sunday, and at this point, putting a pair on would have felt like going backward.

Grant's mug was still sitting on my counter.

He'd left it Sunday morning - his own mug, the one he'd brought full of coffee, the one he'd rinsed in my sink before walking out like a man who'd just stopped by to borrow sugar. I'd washed it and set it by the coffee maker, and it had been sitting there for four days, a ceramic excuse I'd been saving without admitting it.

I picked it up and walked out the back door.

The morning was already warm, humidity pressing close, the smell of fresh-cut grass and someone's sprinkler ticking in a lazy arc. I crossed my yard barefoot, the grass soft and damp under my feet, and walked along the narrow easement between the privacy fences - the shared path that ran behind the houses, connecting the backyards to the pool area. Grant's place was two doors down, and I turned in at his back gate. His detached garage had its wide double doors rolled open to the morning air.

I could hear him before I saw him. A rhythmic scraping sound, the shush-shush of sandpaper on wood. I stepped into the garage doorway and stopped.

He was shirtless. Bent over a long plank of wood set across two sawhorses, his back to me, sanding with long, even strokes. His shoulders were broad and tanned, muscles shifting beneath the skin with each pass, a sheen of sweat tracing the channel of his spine. Sawdust clung to his forearms, his jeans hung low on his hips, and the garage smelled like cedar and varnish and warm skin.

I stood there watching him work. The flex of his arms, the controlled power in each stroke, the way the muscles in his back gathered and released. My mouth went dry. Between my legs, the familiar warmth bloomed into something more urgent.

He glanced over his shoulder. Those brown eyes found me, took in the sundress, the bare legs, the mug clutched in front of me like a shield.

"Brought your mug back," I said. My voice came out softer than I intended.

The corner of his mouth lifted. "Could've kept it."

"Then I wouldn't have had an excuse to come over."

The words were out before I could second-guess them. His eyes darkened - not with surprise, but with something heavier, warmer. He set the sandpaper down on the workbench and straightened, turning to face me fully. Sawdust dusted his chest, caught in the dark hair there. His stomach was flat and hard, a trail of hair disappearing below the waistband of his jeans.

"You don't need an excuse, Sienna."

He said it simply, matter-of-factly, the way he said everything - like the world operated on rules he'd long since mastered. He reached for the mug, took it from my hands, and set it on the workbench behind him without looking. Then his hand was on the back of my neck.

Not gripping. Resting. His thumb against the hinge of my jaw, fingers spread along the side of my throat, the calluses rough and warm on my skin. My pulse hammered against his palm and I knew he could feel it.

"You've been walking around all week thinking about Sunday," he said. Not a question. His voice was low, the bass of it humming through his fingers and into my blood.

"Yes." Barely a whisper.

His other hand found my hip, pulling me a half-step closer. The heat of his bare chest radiated through the thin cotton of my sundress. He smelled like sawdust and sweat, and underneath that, something clean and male that made my head swim.

"Good." His thumb stroked once along my jaw. Then his hand moved - slid from my neck to the top of my head, fingers threading into my hair, and pressed down. Gently but unmistakably.

My knees understood before my brain did. I sank.

The concrete floor was warm from the morning sun slanting through the garage doors. I knelt in front of him, my sundress pooling around my thighs, looking up at his face. He gazed down at me with that same steady expression - patient, unhurried, certain of what was about to happen.

His free hand went to his belt. I watched his fingers work the buckle, heard the clink of metal, the rasp of the zipper. He pushed his jeans and boxers down his thighs and his cock sprang free - thick, already hard, the shaft flushed dark and veined. This close, I could see every detail - the wide head, the slight upward curve, the sheer size of him that had stretched me so completely on Sunday.

My mouth watered. Literally - a rush of saliva that I swallowed, my lips parting.

"Go ahead," he said. His hand stayed in my hair, not pushing, just present.

I leaned forward and wrapped my hand around the base. He was hot in my grip, the skin velvety over rigid steel, and I could feel his pulse throbbing against my palm. I opened my mouth and took him in.

The taste hit me first - salt and clean skin and something musky that went straight to my core. I'd given blowjobs before, with Ryan, but they'd been perfunctory things - a few minutes of grudging effort before he pulled me up and we moved on to what he wanted. This was different. I wanted this. I wanted the weight of him on my tongue, the stretch of my lips around his girth, the way his breath changed the moment my mouth closed around him.

I was clumsy. Took too much too fast and my eyes watered, jaw aching at the width. I pulled back, tried again, found a rhythm - slow, wet strokes with my lips sealed tight, my hand working the base where my mouth couldn't reach. My tongue traced the underside of his shaft, pressed against the ridge below the head, and Grant's fingers tightened in my hair.

"That's it." His voice had roughened, dropped an octave. "Use your tongue - right there."

I swirled my tongue around the head, tasting the salt bead of precum, and sucked hard on the pull-back. His hips jerked - the first break in his control I'd seen - and the small victory sent a spike of arousal straight between my legs. I was wet, soaking, my bare thighs slippery where they pressed together.

I sucked him deeper, finding my pace - steady, eager, making up for inexperience with enthusiasm. My hand twisted on the upstroke, my mouth following, the wet sounds filling the garage. Saliva ran down my chin and I didn't care. His cock slid along my tongue, thick and heavy, and each time I took him deep, my throat fluttered and he groaned.

His hand fisted in my hair. "I'm close."

I didn't pull away. Sucked harder, faster, my cheeks hollowing, my eyes locked on his face - watching the tension gather in his jaw, the cords standing out in his neck. He came with a low, ragged groan, his cock pulsing against my tongue, flooding my mouth with thick, hot cum. I swallowed - once, twice - surprised by the taste, the volume, the primal satisfaction of feeling him empty into my mouth. A trickle escaped the corner of my lips and ran down my chin.

I sat back on my heels, breathing hard, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. My lips felt swollen, my jaw pleasantly sore. I looked up at him, flushed and trembling, and the way he was looking down at me - dark-eyed, almost reverent - made my entire body clench with want.

He pulled his jeans up but didn't bother with the belt, leaving them hanging open on his hips.

"Come here," he said.

He pulled me to my feet and lifted me onto the workbench in one motion, like I weighed nothing. The wood was rough under my bare thighs, tools and sandpaper pushed aside, and he stepped between my legs and pushed the hem of my sundress up to my waist. The air hit my bare pussy and I gasped, my hands gripping the bench's edge.

Grant dropped to his knees.

The sight of this man - this big, confident, broad-shouldered man - kneeling between my legs on his own garage floor made something flip over in my chest. He hooked his hands under my thighs and pulled me to the edge of the bench, spreading me open, and his mouth found me.

His tongue was hot and wide, dragging a long, flat stroke from my entrance to my clit, and the sound I made was embarrassing - a broken whimper that echoed off the garage walls. His stubble scraped against my inner thighs, rough and prickling, a raw counterpoint to the wet softness of his mouth. He licked me slowly at first, exploring - long strokes that gathered my wetness and spread it, his tongue dipping inside me, tasting me with a deliberateness that made my toes curl.

Then his fingers joined his mouth. Two thick fingers pushed inside me while his lips closed around my clit, and my back arched off the workbench.

"Oh - oh fuck -"

His fingers curled upward, finding that spot - the same one his cock had found on Sunday - and pressed. His tongue flicked against my clit, fast and precise, then sealed his mouth around it and sucked. The dual sensation - the deep, curling pressure of his fingers and the relentless pull of his mouth - sent lightning up my spine.

The sounds pouring out of me were shameless - desperate, keening moans that filled the open garage and spilled out into the morning air. My thighs clamped around his head, my hands slipping against the sawdust-smooth grain of the workbench, and my hips bucked against his face. His stubble burned. His fingers stretched me. His tongue circled and flicked and pressed, and pressure coiled tight in my belly until one more stroke would snap it.

He added a third finger and pushed deep, his mouth working my clit with rhythmic suction, and I shattered. My legs shook, muscles locked and trembling, my pussy clenching hard around his fingers as the climax tore through me. I cried out - sharp and ragged, my head thrown back, my thighs squeezing his face - and he didn't stop. His tongue kept working, his fingers kept curling, wringing every last shudder from my body until I was pushing at his head, whimpering, overstimulated and breathless.

He pulled back, his chin glistening, his eyes dark. He dragged the shop rag across his jaw and stood, pressing a kiss to the inside of my trembling thigh. Then he straightened and leaned against the workbench beside me, both of us catching our breath in the warm, sawdust-scented air.

My legs were still shaking. I sat on the workbench with my sundress bunched at my waist, bare and dripping, my pulse hammering in my temples. He handed me a shop rag - clean - and I pressed it between my legs without thinking, too wrecked for modesty.

"Diane's been asking about you," he said.

I looked at him, still breathing hard. "The barbecue Diane?"

"That's the one. She and her husband Paul host it every week. She heard about your pool visit from the neighbors."

"I haven't met her yet."

"You will." He reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, a gesture so tender it made my chest ache. "She's something, Diane. You'll like her."

The way he said it - loaded, knowing - made my stomach flutter with something that wasn't nervousness.

Friday evening, someone knocked on my front door.

That alone was unusual. In Briarwood Estates, people came through back doors. The knock was almost formal, three crisp raps followed by a pause, and I opened the door to find Diane.

I knew who she was before she introduced herself - Grant's voice in my head, that loaded tone: she's something. Diane was tall - taller than me by a few inches - with dark auburn hair that fell in loose waves to her shoulders. She was maybe forty-two, forty-three, with sharp cheekbones and wide-set hazel eyes that held a quality I could only describe as commanding. She was wearing a wrap dress in deep green that cinched at her waist and emphasized everything about her body - and there was a lot to emphasize. Her breasts were huge and heavy, straining against the wrap's neckline, the deep line of her cleavage visible from the moment I opened the door. Her hips were wide, her waist narrow by comparison, and the dress clung to every generous curve. She looked like someone who'd been beautiful her entire life and had never apologized for it.

She was holding a bottle of wine and smiling.

"You must be Sienna." Her voice was warm, a rich alto. "I'm Diane. Grant told me about you."

"Hi." I stepped back, opening the door wider, acutely aware of my own appearance - bare feet, denim shorts, a cropped tank top. No bra. I hadn't been wearing one all day, and my nipples tightened against the cotton under her gaze.

She walked past me into the house with easy familiarity, like she'd been here a hundred times - which, I realized, she probably had. She found two wine glasses without asking where they were, opened the bottle with a corkscrew she pulled from her bag, and poured generous portions of a dark red that smelled like blackberries and oak.

We settled on the living room couch. The same couch where I'd made myself come the night Grant first touched me. Diane kicked off her sandals, tucked one leg under her, and handed me a glass. She held hers up.

"To new neighbors."

I clinked. Drank. The wine was warm and smooth, spreading through my chest, and I felt myself relax into the cushions.

Diane was easy to talk to - disarmingly so. She asked about my summer, my classes, what I was studying, and I found myself answering with more honesty than I'd given anyone since arriving. She listened with her full attention, those hazel eyes steady and warm, and when the conversation drifted to why I was here - the house swap, the need for distance - she tilted her head.

"Distance from what?"

The wine had loosened me. "My ex. He - I went out with friends, and I kissed one of them. A girl. Well, two girls." I smiled ruefully. "He saw, and he called me a slut, and he dumped me."

Diane's expression didn't change. No surprise, no pity. She sipped her wine and studied me over the rim.

"Was it good?" she asked. "The kiss."

The question caught me off guard. Not are you okay or what an asshole. Was it good.

"It was..." I looked down at my wine. "It was the most natural thing I'd ever felt. Like my body had been waiting for permission, and my friends' mouths gave it. I didn't plan it. I didn't think about it. I just - responded."

Diane set her glass on the coffee table. "So he shamed you for it."

"Yeah."

"And you came here."

"I came here."

She was looking at me with an expression I couldn't quite decode - tender, amused, something else. Something hungrier. She shifted on the couch, closing the distance between us. Her knee touched mine, and the contact sent a spark through the cotton of my shorts.

"Grant says you don't overthink once you're turned on." The words were casual, but her voice had dropped, the warm alto deepening into something more intimate.

My breath quickened. "He said that?"

"He noticed." Her hand came up and brushed a strand of hair from my face, her fingertips grazing my cheek. The touch was so gentle I leaned into it before I could stop myself. "I notice things too. You've been staring at my chest since I walked in."

Heat flooded my face. She was right. I had been - the swell of her breasts beneath the green fabric, the deep shadow of her cleavage, the way they swayed with every small movement. I'd been trying not to look and failing completely.

"I'm sorry, I -"

"Don't apologize." Diane leaned in. Her perfume enveloped me - something warm and floral, underlaid with the scent of her skin. "Not here. Never here."

She kissed me.

Her lips were soft. Softer than anything I'd felt - softer than Kayla's drunken kiss, softer than the unnamed man at the pool. She kissed me slowly, deliberately, her mouth warm and tasting of dark wine, her hand cupping my jaw. Her tongue touched my lower lip and I opened for her, and the kiss deepened - wet, unhurried, her tongue sliding against mine.

Heat flashed through me so fast my thighs pressed together on instinct.

It was the bar again - Kayla and Mia, the heat, the electric recognition - except I was sober and it was real and no one was watching to judge me. The circuit closed the same way, a current running from my mouth straight between my legs, and I made a small, desperate sound against her lips.

Diane pulled back just enough to look at me. Her lips were flushed, her eyes dark, and she smiled - a slow, knowing curve that made my stomach drop.

"There she is," she murmured. "That's the girl Grant told me about."

She tugged the waist tie loose and let the wrap fall open, shrugging the fabric off her shoulders until it pooled around her waist, and my breath caught so hard it hurt.

Her breasts were magnificent. They spilled free from the dress with an unapologetic sway, settling full and round against her ribcage, dark pink nipples wide and stiff. Her skin was creamy, scattered with faint freckles across her chest, and the sheer abundance of her - lush, maternal curves that made my own slim frame feel delicate by comparison - made my mouth water.

She took my hand and placed it on her breast. The flesh was impossibly warm, impossibly soft, yielding under my fingers. The weight of it filled my palm and overflowed. I squeezed gently and her nipple pressed into the center of my hand, stiff and peaked, and Diane hummed with pleasure.

"Take your clothes off," she said. Gentle, but not a request.

I pulled my tank top over my head, and my own breasts were suddenly small and perky in comparison - C-cups that sat high on my chest, my pink nipples tight and aching. I pushed my shorts down my hips and kicked them away. No underwear. I sat naked on the couch in front of her, flushed from my chest to my hairline, my thighs already slick.

Diane's eyes moved over me with frank appreciation. "You're beautiful," she said, and it didn't sound like a compliment - it sounded like a fact she was cataloguing.

She eased me back against the cushions and kissed me again, her body covering mine. The sensation of her breasts pressing against my chest - hot, heavy, her stiff nipples dragging across my skin - drew a moan from somewhere deep in my throat. She was so much more than I'd ever felt against me - the soft abundance of her body, the weight of her, the warmth of her curves molding against my smaller frame.

Her mouth left mine and trailed down - my jaw, my neck, the hollow of my throat. She kissed between my breasts, her lips warm, then took my nipple into her mouth and sucked. I arched into her, gasping, my fingers threading into her auburn hair. Her tongue circled, flicked, her teeth grazed the sensitive tip, and the connection between my nipple and my clit pulled taut.

She kissed down my stomach, and I felt every press of her lips like a brand. My thighs fell open as she settled between my legs, her hands sliding under my thighs, and when she looked up at me from between my knees - hazel eyes dark with intent, lips curved - I stopped breathing.

Her mouth found me.

The difference was immediate and devastating. Where Grant had been rough stubble and thick fingers, Diane was all precision - her tongue soft and nimble, circling my clit with a delicacy that made my vision blur. She knew exactly where to press, exactly when to ease off, reading my body's responses like she'd been doing this her entire life. Her tongue traced slow circles around my clit, never quite touching it directly, building the tension until my hips were lifting off the couch, chasing her mouth.

"Please," I whispered. "Diane - please -"

She sealed her lips around my clit and sucked, and two fingers slid inside me - not searching, not guessing, just finding exactly where I needed them like she'd done this a thousand times. I cried out - a raw, broken sound - and my back bowed off the couch. She read every twitch and tremor, adjusting her rhythm in real time, her tongue easing when I tensed and pressing harder when I opened up. It wasn't like being taken - it was like being understood. The orgasm bloomed from somewhere deeper than the physical, a release that cracked open my chest, and I came with her name on my lips, my whole body curling toward her.

She didn't stop.

Her mouth stayed on me, tongue softening to gentle laps, fingers slowing but not withdrawing. The first orgasm hadn't finished ebbing when the second one built on top of it - a rolling, deeper wave that started low in my belly and spread outward like heat through water. I gripped the couch cushion with one hand and Diane's hair with the other, my hips rocking against her mouth, incoherent sounds spilling from me.

The second orgasm crashed through me slower and harder, a deep clenching that radiated up through my chest and down through my toes, pulling a high, thin cry from my throat. I shook - my whole body trembling, my thighs quaking around her head - and Diane eased me through it with slow, gentle strokes of her tongue until I lay boneless on the couch, gasping.

She lifted her head and wiped her mouth, her chin glistening. Her smile was satisfied, warm.

"Now," she said, rising up and sliding back onto the couch beside me, "your turn."

Her fingers wrapped around my wrist and guided it to her inner thigh. Her skin was hot, impossibly smooth, and as my fingers traveled upward, I found she wasn't wearing anything under the dress either. My fingers met slick heat, and the discovery - the proof that getting me off had aroused her, that I'd done that - emboldened me.

Diane leaned back and opened her legs. I looked at her - the lush, full body, the heavy breasts falling to either side of her ribcage, the dark auburn strip between her thighs. She was beautiful and terrifying and I wanted to taste her so badly my hands were shaking.

I knelt between her legs. My first time here - face-to-face with another woman's pussy, wet and pink and open. My heart hammered.

"Start slow," Diane said, her hand resting on the top of my head. "Use the flat of your tongue. Listen to me."

I leaned in and licked. The taste bloomed across my tongue - warm, musky, faintly sweet - and the sound Diane made, a low, approving hum, sent a pulse of arousal through my already-wrecked body.

I licked again, broader, pressing the flat of my tongue against her slit and dragging upward. Her hips shifted. I found her clit - swollen, prominent - and circled it with the tip of my tongue.

"Lighter," she breathed. "Tease it first."

I softened my touch, barely grazing, and felt her thighs tense. I learned fast - reading the tilt of her hips, the rhythm of her breathing, the way her fingers tightened or loosened in my hair. When I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently, she gasped. When I slid two fingers inside her, feeling the wet clutch of her body around me, her hand pressed my head closer.

"Curl them - yes, there. Keep going."

I licked and sucked and fingered her, learning the language of her body with every stroke. She was responsive in a way that guided me - her hips rolling when I found the right angle, her breath catching when my tongue hit the perfect pressure. Her wetness coated my chin, my fingers, and the taste and smell of her consumed my senses.

Diane came with a shuddering moan, her thighs clamping around my head, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers. I kept going, the way she'd kept going on me, and felt the contractions pulse and pulse against my tongue. Her hand gripped my hair hard enough to sting, and the sound she made - raw, unguarded - flooded me with a satisfaction so deep it felt like my own orgasm.

I kissed the inside of her thigh and rested my cheek there, breathing hard, my face slick with her. Above me, Diane's chest rose and fell, her heavy breasts shifting with each breath, her skin flushed pink from her chest to her hairline.

She gathered me against her and we settled into each other on the couch, tangled and warm. Her fingers traced idle patterns on my arm, and I pressed my face into the curve of her neck, breathing her in - perfume and wine and the wet, intimate scent of what we'd just done.

"How do you feel?" she asked.

I thought about it. Kayla's kiss - the electric jolt, the rightness of it. Ryan's face - the disgust. And now this - Diane's body against mine, her taste still on my tongue, the deep satisfaction that had nothing to do with shame and everything to do with finally, finally knowing.

"Like I just figured something out," I said.

She laughed - low and warm - and pressed a kiss to my forehead. "The barbecue tomorrow. You're coming."

"Grant already invited me."

"I'm not inviting you." She tilted my chin up and kissed me, soft and lingering, tasting of herself and wine. "I'm telling you. Wear a sundress. No underwear."

She dressed and left, taking the rest of the wine. I lay naked on the couch, staring at the ceiling, my body humming with the afterglow of two orgasms and a revelation.

Grant's rough hands on my hips. Diane's careful mouth between my legs. Wanting one didn't erase the other - it only made something in me settle, some last thread of doubt going slack.

I pressed my thighs together and felt the lingering tenderness, the slickness still cooling on my skin. My body wanted both. Didn't need to choose.

Through the window, the porch lights of Briarwood Estates glowed warm against the falling dark. Every house. Every light. The neighborhood breathing around me, alive with its quiet, open secrets.

I didn't get dressed. Just pulled a blanket over my bare skin and lay there, listening to the sounds of Friday night settling in - music from someone's backyard, the distant splash of the pool, the murmur of voices. My body was loose and sated and still buzzing at the edges, a low, warm frequency that felt like belonging.

Tomorrow. The barbecue. Diane's voice: it'll be an eye-opener.

I fell asleep smiling, the taste of wine and woman still on my lips.


⚜




Chapter 4: The barbecue

⚜

Ichanged three times.

The first sundress was too long - it made me look like I was going to church. The second was too short, which shouldn't have been a concern for a woman who hadn't worn underwear all week, but some stubborn instinct kept insisting there was a line between available and desperate. The third was right. White cotton with thin straps and a hem that hit mid-thigh, fitted enough to show the shape of my waist and the curve of my hips. No underwear, just like Diane told me. No bra either - but that was my own choice, and I followed both the way I'd been following every instruction in Briarwood Estates - instinctively, without resistance, my body already a step ahead of my brain.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror in the bedroom. The fabric was thin enough that in direct light, you could see the shadow of my nipples. My honey-blonde hair was loose, brushing my bare shoulders. The freckles across my collarbones were darker from a week of sun. I looked like a girl going to a neighbor's barbecue. I looked like a girl who was going to get fucked at a neighbor's barbecue.

Both things were true, and the thought sent a slow pulse of heat between my bare thighs.

I walked across the easement path at seven, barefoot in the warm grass, the evening light turning everything amber. I could hear the barbecue before I reached it - music from a speaker, the murmur of voices, the sizzle of something on a grill. Diane and Paul's backyard opened up beyond a low gate, and the scene was everything suburban and nothing suburban at the same time.

Eight or nine people spread across a large patio with a built-in grill, string lights looped between the oak trees, a long picnic table covered in food and drinks. The pool glimmered beyond the fence, turquoise in the fading light. A country song played from a Bluetooth speaker on the railing. Someone laughed. Ice clinked in glasses. It could have been any neighborhood gathering in any suburb in America.

Except for the woman sitting on a man's lap at the picnic table, his hand clearly up her skirt, her head tipped back against his shoulder with a dreamy half-smile. Except for two neighbors - a man and a woman I didn't recognize - slipping through the back door into the house together, his hand on the small of her back, her fingers already working the buttons of his shirt.

The sexual undercurrent wasn't hidden. It was ambient, woven into the normal fabric of drinks and conversation and grilled burgers like it belonged there. Because it did.

"There she is."

Grant appeared beside me, a beer in each hand, wearing a clean gray t-shirt that stretched across his broad chest. His hair was damp from a shower, and he smelled like soap and cedar instead of sawdust. He handed me a beer and his free hand settled on my lower back - warm, proprietary, his fingers spanning the curve of my spine.

"You look good," he said, his eyes moving down the sundress with that slow, unapologetic weight that still made my breath catch. His thumb traced a slow circle on my lower back through the thin cotton. "Real good."

"Thanks for inviting me."

"Wouldn't have missed this." He nodded toward the patio. "Come on. I'll introduce you around."

He walked me through the gathering with his hand on my back, and I met faces I'd only glimpsed from a distance. The woman in the red bikini from the pool - her name was Sofia, dark-haired and olive-skinned, her smile as warm up close as it had been across the water. A silver-haired couple from the end house who poured me wine and asked about my classes. The tall, lean man who'd fucked me on the pool lounger - he caught my eye and winked, and the memory of his curved cock inside me sent a flush crawling up my chest.

Paul was at the grill. Stocky, bald, with a well-trimmed goatee and a barrel chest straining against a polo shirt. He was shorter than Grant but wider, built like someone who'd spent decades doing heavy work. His handshake engulfed mine.

"The famous Sienna," he said, his dark eyes warm. "Diane hasn't stopped talking about you."

"All good things?"

"The best things." His gaze dropped - briefly, appreciatively - to the outline of my body beneath the sundress, and something in his expression shifted - a lingering attention, unhurried, like he was filing something away for later. "Grab a plate. Diane's inside."

The food was good. The beer was cold. The conversation was easy and normal and completely surreal, because every person at this table had either fucked me, watched me get fucked, or could fuck me whenever they wanted. The woman on the man's lap had shifted, and his hand moved rhythmically between her thighs while she ate a hamburger and chatted with the silver-haired woman next to her. Nobody blinked.

I sat at the picnic table between Grant and Sofia, the warm evening air on my bare legs, the sundress riding up my thighs every time I shifted. Grant's hand rested on my knee under the table, his thumb stroking the soft skin of my inner thigh. On my other side, Sofia leaned close to point out a neighbor across the yard, and her breast pressed against my arm, warm and deliberate.

I was wet. Had been since I'd walked through the gate. The fabric of the sundress clung to my skin in the humid air, and every brush of contact - Grant's thumb on my thigh, Sofia's breast against my arm, the warm breeze between my bare legs - stoked the heat higher. No underwear meant nothing between me and the world, nothing absorbing or concealing the arousal that slicked my inner thighs when I uncrossed and recrossed my legs.

The sun went down. The string lights took over, casting everything in warm gold. The music shifted to something slower. More people drifted inside. The couple at the picnic table were openly grinding now, her skirt bunched around her hips.

Diane appeared in the doorway to the house. She was wearing a black halter dress that clung to every curve of her body - the deep plunge of the neckline barely containing her breasts, her narrow waist, the generous flare of her hips. Her auburn hair was loose around her shoulders. She held a glass of red wine and her eyes found me across the patio.

She didn't wave me over. Just held my gaze and tilted her head toward the interior of the house, a small, knowing smile on her lips.

Grant's hand squeezed my thigh. "Go on," he said. His voice was low, warm.

I stood up. My legs were unsteady - not from the beer; I'd barely finished one. From anticipation. From the look in Diane's eyes that promised something I'd been building toward all week without knowing it.

I followed Diane through the back door, through a kitchen warm with the smells of cooking, down a short hallway, and into the living room. It was dim - a single lamp in the corner, the curtains drawn - and the sounds of the barbecue filtered in muted and distant, like music from another room in a dream.

Paul was sitting on the couch. He'd abandoned the grill, changed into a clean shirt - unbuttoned - that framed his broad, hair-roughened chest. He was leaning back with his knees spread, relaxed, a glass of something amber in his hand. His dark eyes tracked me as I walked in, and I felt his gaze like a physical weight settling on my skin.

Diane closed the door behind us. Her hand rested on the small of my back and she guided me forward until I was standing between Paul's spread knees.

"Sienna's been very good this week," Diane said from behind me. Her voice was warm, intimate, pitched for the three of us. Her fingers traced down my spine, raising goosebumps. "Haven't you, sweetheart?"

"Yes." The word came out breathy.

Paul set his glass on the side table and reached for me. His hands found my hips - thicker than Grant's, wider, his palms rough and warm. He pulled me forward and I let him, settling into his lap with my knees bracketing his thighs, my sundress bunching around my waist. The moment I settled, I felt him - hard beneath his jeans, pressing blunt and rigid against my bare pussy.

The contact jolted through me. I gasped, my hips rolling instinctively against the bulge, and Paul's hands tightened on my waist.

"She's wet already," Diane observed from behind me. I felt her move closer, felt her warmth press against my back. Her hands gathered my hair and swept it to one side, her lips finding the curve of my neck. "I can smell it."

My face burned. She was right - I was soaked, had been soaking since the patio, and the friction of Paul's denim against my bare, swollen flesh was making it worse. I ground against him, desperately chasing the rough pressure, and the sound that left me was something between a gasp and a whimper.

"Help her," Diane told Paul. An instruction, not a suggestion.

Paul's hands moved. One slid behind me, supporting my lower back. The other went to his belt. I felt the sudden give of his waistband and the slide of denim against my thighs as he freed himself, and then he shifted beneath me and I felt him - bare, blunt, broader than I'd expected pressing against my entrance.

He was bigger than Grant. The wide head nudged between my folds, spreading me, and when he pulled my hips down, the stretch was immediate and fierce. I sank onto him with a moan that came from my chest, my fingers gripping his shoulders as his width forced me open inch by inch. My inner walls gripped and fluttered, nerve endings lighting up at the sheer size of him as I took him deeper.

"Oh god," I whispered when my hips finally met his. He was buried to the hilt, and I could feel every rigid inch of him - a dense, pulsing pressure low in my stomach that stole my breath.

"Breathe." Diane's mouth was at my ear, her breath warm. "Rock your hips."

I obeyed. Rolled my hips forward and the friction of him dragging inside me drew a long, shuddering moan from my throat. I found a rhythm - slow, grinding, rising a few inches and sinking back down, feeling every inch of that stretch on every stroke. His hands gripped my waist, guiding without forcing, letting me set the pace.

Then Diane moved. She came around from behind me and climbed onto the couch, one knee on either side of Paul's head. She was wearing nothing under the black dress - I caught a glimpse of bare, glistening skin before she settled over Paul's face, her thighs framing his head, the hem of the dress riding up around her hips as she lowered herself.

Paul groaned against her - a deep, vibrating sound I felt through his cock - and Diane's eyes fluttered shut for a moment before opening to lock on mine.

We were facing each other. Me riding Paul's cock, Diane riding Paul's face, our bodies close enough to touch. Her breasts were at my eye level, straining against the black fabric, her nipples pressing hard against the thin material.

Diane pulled the straps of my sundress down my arms and the fabric pooled at my waist, baring my breasts. Then she reached behind her neck and unclasped the halter, and the dress fell open. Her breasts spilled free between us, swaying with the rhythm of Paul's mouth beneath her, the skin flushed pink, her nipples tight and swollen. I couldn't look away - the way they moved, the sheer weight of them so close I could feel their warmth, hypnotic and overwhelming.

She cupped the back of my head and pulled me in.

The kiss was deep and hungry, tasting of red wine. Her tongue slid against mine and I moaned into her mouth, my hips grinding harder on Paul's cock. My hands came up and found her breasts - both of them, overflowing my palms, impossibly warm and soft. I squeezed, felt the stiff points of her nipples pressing into my hands, and Diane hummed against my lips.

I was caught between them. Paul filling me from below, his hips thrusting up to meet my downstrokes, Diane's mouth on mine, her breasts in my hands, the sounds of Paul's tongue working against Diane's flesh. Three bodies moving together, intertwined, and I was at the center of it - stretched and kissed and held, every part of me touched.

The orgasm built like a wave sighting shore. His width hitting deep on each downstroke, the friction against my clit when I ground forward at the base, Diane's tongue in my mouth. The sounds filling the room were obscene - my wet pussy sliding on Paul's cock, the muffled groans he made into Diane, my own desperate moans swallowed by Diane's kiss.

It broke over me without warning. One moment I was climbing, the next I was there - coming hard, my pussy clenching around Paul's shaft in rhythmic pulses, my cry breaking against Diane's lips. My hips stuttered, lost their rhythm, and Paul gripped my waist and thrust up into me - sharp, deep strokes that prolonged the orgasm until I was shaking, my nails digging into the soft flesh of Diane's breasts.

"Good girl," Diane breathed against my mouth. "That's my good girl."

Before the aftershocks finished, Diane lifted off Paul's face and moved. She eased me backward, off Paul's cock - the sudden emptiness left me gasping, clenching around nothing - and laid me down on my back on the couch. Diane stripped the dress the rest of the way off me and tossed it aside, and I was bare and trembling, my thighs slick with my own arousal.

Paul stood. His cock jutted out, flushed dark and glistening with my wetness, and the sight of what had just been inside me made my stomach clench. He moved between my spread legs and pushed back inside me in one deep stroke, and I arched off the couch with a cry.

Missionary. His weight pressed me into the cushions, his broad chest above me, and he fucked me with a steady, powerful rhythm that rocked my entire body. Deeper in this position - the angle let him bottom out, the blunt head pressing against my cervix with each thrust, a pressure that teetered between pleasure and pain.

Then Diane straddled my face.

The weight of her thighs settled against my cheeks, and the scent of her filled my world - musky, warm, the intimate tang of arousal mixed with Paul's saliva. Her wet pussy pressed against my mouth and I opened for her, tongue finding her swollen clit, tasting her and Paul at the same time.

I was pinned. Paul's cock driving into me from below, Diane's pussy grinding against my mouth from above. I couldn't move, couldn't control any of it - just take it, tongue working Diane's clit while Paul fucked me with relentless, deep thrusts.

The second orgasm blindsided me. The combination - Paul's relentless depth stretching me open, the taste and scent of Diane overwhelming my senses, the helplessness of being used from both ends - detonated low in my belly and spread outward like fire. I screamed against Diane's pussy, the sound muffled by her flesh, my body convulsing beneath them both. Paul's thrusts turned ragged, his grip bruising on my hips, and I felt him swell inside me and come - hot, heavy pulses flooding me, filling me, his groan low and guttural.

Diane came a moment later, grinding hard against my mouth, her thighs clamping around my head, her fingers twisted in my hair. I licked and sucked through her contractions, tasting the rush of her climax, my tongue working until her grip loosened and her body sagged.

Silence. Breathing.

Paul withdrew slowly, and I felt the warm rush of his cum spilling out of me, sliding down between my thighs. He pressed a kiss to the inside of my knee - tender, simple - and sat back.

Diane climbed off me, and cool air rushed in where her warmth had been. I lay on the couch, wrecked and trembling, staring at the ceiling through heavy-lidded eyes. My body was still pulsing with aftershocks, my pussy sore and swollen and dripping with Paul's cum, my mouth slick with Diane's taste.

Then Diane moved between my legs. I watched her - dazed, barely conscious - as she settled on her knees and lowered her mouth to my ruined, dripping pussy.

She licked me clean.

Her tongue moved through the mess Paul had left inside me, gathering his cum and my wetness with slow, deliberate strokes. The sensation against my oversensitized flesh was almost too much - I whimpered, my hips flinching, but Diane's hands held my thighs open and her mouth kept working. She licked along my swollen folds, dipped her tongue inside me, pressed her lips against my clit and sucked gently until the last tremors faded and I lay melted beneath her.

She rose up and kissed me. I tasted it all - Paul's cum, my own arousal, the dark warmth of Diane herself - mingled on her tongue. The intimacy of it, the tenderness after the rawness, cracked something open in my chest.

"You were perfect," she said against my lips.

Paul handed me a glass of water and I drank it lying down, spilling some on my chest. The three of us stayed in the dim living room for a while - me on the couch, Diane beside me with my head against her shoulder, Paul in the armchair with his shirt hanging open, all of us in the quiet aftermath. Through the wall, the barbecue continued - music, laughter, the murmur of a world that treated this as normal.

Eventually I found my sundress, pulled it over my head, and walked home through the warm night. The string lights in Diane and Paul's yard were still glowing. The music had shifted to something soft and jazzy. A couple slow-danced on the patio, her head on his chest.

The grass was cool under my bare feet. The air smelled like cut lawn and charcoal and the faintest trace of chlorine from the pool. My limbs felt loose and pleasantly heavy, wrung out and quiet, a deep stillness settling through me like I'd been hollowed out and filled with something warm.

Paul's stretch. Diane's precision. Both at once.

I let myself into number four through the back door. Didn't shower - I could still feel the ghost of their hands on my skin, the pleasant ache where Paul had been, the tenderness where Diane's thighs had pressed against my cheeks. I wanted to keep it. All of it.

I stood at the kitchen counter and drank another glass of water. The same counter where Grant had bent me over six days ago. That felt like a year. That felt like yesterday. Everything in Briarwood Estates existed in this strange, compressed time - a week that contained more than the previous two years of my life.

My phone sat on the counter where I'd left it. No new messages. No Ryan. No Kayla. Just me, standing barefoot in a borrowed kitchen, cum still drying on my inner thighs, the taste of a woman fading on my tongue.

A week ago, I'd arrived here carrying a box full of someone else's judgments - slut, too much, wrong. A week ago, I'd stood in this kitchen and read a laminated card with shaking hands and a hammering heart.

Now my thighs were sticky, my mouth still tasted like Diane, and shame felt farther away than the city I'd driven from. The careful, contained girl Ryan had tried to keep - she was dissolving, and I wasn't reaching for the pieces.

I paused at the front door - checked the deadbolt was unlocked, confirmed the porch light was still burning - then climbed the stairs.

The sheets were cool against my flushed skin. I lay in the dark, listening to the neighborhood settling - the distant sound of goodbyes, car doors, sprinklers starting their midnight cycle - and my hand drifted between my legs. Not to finish. Just to feel. The swollen, tender flesh. The lingering wetness. The proof that tonight had happened.

I fell asleep with my fingers resting against myself, the warm weight of satisfaction pressing me into the mattress.

The porch light stayed on.


⚜




Chapter 5: The covenant

⚜

After the barbecue, I stopped hesitating.

Not a decision, exactly - more like a tide that had been going out for days finally clearing the last rocks. I walked home from Diane and Paul's with cum drying on my inner thighs and fell asleep without showering, and when I woke the next morning I didn't reach for shorts. Didn't reach for anything. I made coffee bare, ate toast bare, stood at the back door with a mug warming my hands while the morning air moved across my skin, and it wasn't a statement. It was just the truth of what had become ordinary.

The underwear stayed folded in the dresser. The back door stayed unlocked.

I cleaned the house. Did laundry. Read three paperbacks in four days, stretched on the couch without a stitch on, the ceiling fan turning slow overhead. When the grocery delivery came on Monday, I pulled a sundress over my head to answer the door and peeled it back off the moment I heard the truck pull away. When a man I'd seen at the barbecue walked up the easement Monday evening and found me reading naked on the back deck, he didn't say much - just set his drink on the railing and fucked me bent over the deck chair, both of us quiet in the warm dusk. Afterward he picked up his drink and went back the way he came. I went back to my book.

When Grant stopped by Tuesday morning - let himself in through the back, found me naked and eating cereal at the counter - he just poured himself a coffee from the French press and leaned against the opposite counter and we talked for half an hour about nothing. His eyes on my body the whole time. Easy. Unhurried. Mine.

I was making myself available the only way that felt honest: by stopping the performance of unavailability.

Tuesday afternoon, I walked to the community pool in just my bikini bottoms.

No top. My heart raced for about thirty seconds while I crossed the grass - the first time I'd been bare-chested outside my own yard - and then the sun hit my breasts and the anxiety dissolved. I spread my towel on a lounger, lay back, and let the afternoon take me. The warmth soaked into the flat plane of my stomach, the exposed curves of my chest, my nipples tightening in the open air. I could feel it on the freckles scattered across my collarbones, on the undersides of my breasts where the sun never reached.

Across the pool, a woman from the end house was reading on a lounger, her own top draped over the back of her chair. She glanced up when I arrived, nodded with a lazy smile, and went back to her book. That was all. The world didn't stop.

I dozed. The sun moved. Briarwood's afternoon thickened into the syrupy heat it wore like a second skin.

Footsteps woke me - two sets, unhurried, bare feet on warm concrete. I pushed my sunglasses up.

Two men from the barbecue stood beside my lounger. One I recognized from Saturday - mid-thirties, athletic, sandy brown hair and a jaw cut square as a corner. The other was older, maybe late forties, a swimmer's build on a darker-skinned frame, close-cropped gray hair, the kind of lean muscle that only came from decades of actual use. Both in swim trunks, the older one holding a beer he set on the neighboring lounger before turning his attention fully to me. Both looking at me with that frank, unhurried appraisal that meant only one thing in this neighborhood.

"Room for two more?" the younger one said. His eyes were on my breasts - the way they sat high on my chest, my nipples peaked from the sun. No pretense, no cushioning.

"Okay," I said.

One word, and my body was already ahead - a warm flush spreading across my chest, the familiar slickness starting between my thighs, my pulse ticking from lazy to sharp.

The older one knelt beside my lounger and kissed me. His mouth was firm, tasting of beer and warm afternoon, his hand cupping my jaw with a grip that had no hesitation in it - the grip of a man who touched what he wanted without second-guessing. The sandy-haired one's fingers hooked into my bikini bottoms and peeled them down in one smooth pull. I lifted my hips to help - my body cooperating before I thought to.

Naked. In the open air. Two men's hands on my skin while the afternoon sun touched every inch of me.

"On your hands and knees," the older one said.

I slid off the lounger and knelt on the pool deck - the concrete warm and slightly rough under my palms, my knees spread, my back arched. The position opened everything. I could feel the heat on my bare ass, the air against my wet pussy, the exposure of being on display in the open like this while anyone at a window could look out and see. I heard one of them make a low sound of approval.

The sandy-haired one moved in front of me. He smelled like sunscreen and chlorine, warm and clean. He pushed his trunks down and his cock sprang free - long, flushed, a slight leftward curve. He stood with his hips at my face, fingers spreading wide in my hair - palm flat against my skull, possessive without pulling.

Behind me, the gray-haired swimmer positioned himself. The smell of him was different - beer and warm skin and something deeper underneath. His hands gripped my hips, thumbs pressing into the curves above my ass with a deliberateness that felt like measurement - like he was deciding exactly how he wanted to use me. Then the thick head of his cock pressed against my entrance. No warmup. Just the deliberate press of him finding me soaked and pushing in.

The stretch forced a gasp from my throat. He was dense, solid, the kind of cock that filled every space and pushed thought aside. He sank into me in one stroke, burying himself fully, and the fullness hit me like a fist to the lungs.

Before the sound faded, the one in front of me guided my mouth to him. His hand in my hair tilted my head, and I opened my lips and took him in - the salt-skin taste sliding across my tongue, his shaft heavy and thick against my mouth while the man behind me began to move.

My first spitroast.

The word surfaced from somewhere - pornographic, a thing I'd have blushed to say aloud a month ago. But the reality of it was nothing like crude. I was pinned between them, a cock buried in my pussy and another filling my mouth, every thrust from behind driving the next inch of him deeper between my lips. My body became a bridge - taking force from one end, transmitting it to the other. I couldn't set a rhythm, couldn't catch my breath, couldn't do anything but take what they gave me, and the helplessness of it loosened something at the base of my spine I hadn't known was locked.

The man behind me fucked me with measured relentlessness. His hips slapped against my ass, each thrust rocking me forward, pushing me deeper onto the one in my mouth. I learned to move with it - rocking back onto him, then forward to swallow more. My sounds were muffled and wet, vibrating against the shaft on my tongue, and the man in front groaned at the sensation, his fingers tightening in my hair.

Drool ran down my chin. The slick sounds of my arousal around him carried across the open deck, obscene and shameless. My breasts swung with each impact, nipples grazing the air.

The sandy-haired one groaned and held my head still, his hips rocking in short, controlled thrusts. I relaxed my throat, breathed through my nose, took him deeper than I'd managed with Grant, and the raw sound he made - guttural, helpless - sent a spike of satisfaction straight to my clit.

Behind me, the gray-haired swimmer shifted his angle. His thumb found my lower back, tilting my hips up, and the next thrust hit a depth that whited out my vision. I cried around the cock in my mouth, my whole body jolting, and he did it again. Same angle, same depth, no variation - just that spot over and over while his free hand slid around my hip and found my clit.

Two fingers pressed and circled, steady, relentless, and the combination shattered my ability to think. The pressure built from my clit and spread through my pelvis like a wave pulling back from shore.

The sandy-haired one came first. His cock swelled against my tongue, his hand clamped my hair, and he groaned - long, rough - as hot cum flooded my mouth. I swallowed, throat working, the taste thick and salt-sharp, some spilling from the corner of my lips. He pulled out slowly and I gasped for air, my chin slick, my lips swollen and used.

Without him in my mouth, every sound I'd been muffling poured out of me. The gray-haired swimmer was driving hard now - deep, fast strokes, his fingers on my clit unrelenting - and I was keening, a raw, high note that he drove higher with each thrust, carrying across the open deck without a wall to stop it.

"Please," I gasped. "Please - I'm going to -"

He buried himself and pressed hard, and I came.

The orgasm buckled my arms. I collapsed onto my elbows, face pressed to the warm concrete, my ass still lifted and impaled on his cock as my body convulsed around him. Wave after wave of clenching, pulsing pleasure, my pussy gripping him in rhythmic spasms, my thighs shaking, a strangled cry muffled against the ground. He drove through it - every thrust wringing another aftershock from me - and then his pace went ragged, his grip on my hips turning bruising, and he buried himself deep and came. Hot, flooding pulses that I felt in the walls of my clenching pussy, each throb meeting another contraction.

He pulled out and the warm rush followed, spilling down my thighs onto the concrete. I lay flat on my stomach, cheek pressed to the sun-warmed deck, breathing in rough pulls. My whole body trembled. Sweat and sunscreen and the wet aftermath of everything we'd done drying on my skin in the afternoon heat.

The sandy-haired one tugged his trunks back up before he dove into the pool, the water closing over him in a clean arc. The swimmer adjusted his own waistband, settled onto a neighboring lounger, and picked up his beer as if stopping to water a plant.

I lay there for a long moment, feeling the sun on my bare back and his cum cooling between my thighs. Then I pushed up on shaking arms and slid into the pool from the deck's edge.

The water closed around me - cool, chlorine-sharp, a full-body sensation against oversensitized skin. I waded to the shallow end and sat on the steps, arms braced behind me, the water lapping at my waist. The afternoon light turned the pool's surface into hammered silver. Across the deck, the woman from the end house had set her book down and was watching me with a warm, knowing expression. I met her eyes. She raised her drink. I almost laughed.

Two men at the same time. The pool steps were cool under my thighs, the sun on my face, the neighborhood quiet around me. I sat with the chlorine pulling at the heat in my skin and catalogued myself: swollen lips, aching jaw, that tender internal soreness that made me aware of myself from the inside out. My inner thighs were slippery where the water hadn't quite washed everything away. I should have felt something about that. Ryan's voice existed somewhere in my head, ready to tell me exactly what kind of girl sat in a pool in this condition.

It didn't come. The shame I'd been trained to expect - the crushing, guilty kind that should have sent me running to a locked bathroom to scrub and hide - wasn't there. Not fading. Not suppressed. Absent. Simple as that.

I stayed in the water until the sun tipped toward gold. When I climbed out, the deck was empty, the other loungers already drying. I gathered my bikini bottoms from the concrete and my towel from the lounger, pulled the bottoms on, and walked home barefoot through the warm grass, water still dripping from my hair, my body carrying the deep, particular quiet that came after being thoroughly used - a heaviness in my thighs, a pleasant ache in my jaw, the warmth of the afternoon soaked into my skin.

The glow lasted until evening.

I showered, made pasta, ate it standing at the counter because chairs still felt like too much formality. The kitchen window was open - a lawn mower somewhere, someone's stereo, the distant splash of the pool. My body ached in places that made me smile every time I shifted.

My phone buzzed on the counter.

I glanced at it with the lazy indifference I'd developed for anything beyond the cul-de-sac. Then I read the screen and the warmth went cold.

Three texts from Ryan. The first from that afternoon, while I'd been at the pool:

We need to talk. I know you've been thinking about this too.

Then, forty minutes later - the tone shifted: Sienna please. I shouldn't have said what I said. Can we just talk?

And twenty minutes ago: I know where you're staying. Kayla told me. I'm driving out this weekend.

I stared at the screen. His name looked foreign - three letters that had once made my stomach flutter and now made it clench in a different way entirely. The arc of those three texts was so perfectly Ryan: the false confidence first, the plea when that didn't land, then the lurch into control when pleading felt like weakness. I'm driving out this weekend. Not asking. The assumption that he could appear in my borrowed life and reorder it around what he found acceptable.

A cold knot formed below my ribs. Not guilt - I was past guilt. Fear. The specific, visceral fear of someone who holds a mirror to the version of you you've left behind and insists it's the only real one.

You're a fucking slut, Sienna.

His voice, clear as the night he'd said it. For the first time in days, the word landed. Not because I believed it. Because he did, and he was coming here, and he would see -

I put the phone facedown on the counter.

My hands were shaking. The old kind - not the post-orgasm tremors I'd grown accustomed to. The kind that came with his judgment, the weight of being watched and found disgusting.

I needed air.

I walked out the front door barefoot, wearing only a thin cotton dress I'd pulled on after the shower - nothing underneath. The evening was warm, the sky deep violet at the edges, and the porch light cast its amber glow across the steps. I stood and breathed. Sprinklers ticked somewhere down the street. A dog barked once and went quiet.

Across the way, a man was watering his front lawn. Tall, broad, mid-forties, wearing shorts and a faded t-shirt, carrying the hose in one hand and a beer in the other. I'd seen him at the barbecue, remembered his face across the table. He was watching the arc of water catch the last light - and then he saw me.

Standing barefoot on my porch in a dress so thin the amber light showed every line of my body. His gaze traveled over me the way gazes always traveled in Briarwood - appreciative, unhurried, a question that already knew its answer.

He set the beer on the porch rail next to him. Set the hose nozzle down in the grass.

Walked across the street with that easy, unhurried stride they all had - men who'd been living in a place where desire wasn't something you had to apologize for. He climbed my steps and stopped in front of me, close enough that I could smell fresh-cut grass and clean sweat, the warmth of an afternoon's work on his skin.

"You okay?" he asked. Quiet, searching - not just preamble. He'd seen something in my face.

"I will be," I said.

And even as I said it I knew what I meant: I need your hands on me more than I need to think about him. I need something real enough to replace his voice in my head.

He cupped my jaw and kissed me. Firm, brief, tasting of beer and summer air. Then his hands found my waist and turned me, and I let my body answer the way it had been answering since the first night Grant touched my hip in this kitchen.

I gripped the porch railing. The wood was warm from the day's sun, smooth under my fingers. He gathered the hem of my dress up over my hips, baring me from the waist down. Evening air touched my skin and I shivered - not from cold. His hands moved over my ass, my hips, the bare curve of my waist, and then he was behind me, his shorts pushed down, and his cock pressed against my entrance.

He slid in and my breath left me in a rush.

Average-sized after Paul and Grant - but the angle, bent over the railing with my hips tilted back, let him reach deep. He gripped my hip with one hand and my shoulder with the other and fucked me with a steady, driving rhythm, each thrust rocking me against the railing, the wood creaking under our weight. No finesse, no buildup - just the blunt, useful fact of him inside me, moving, taking what he'd come over for. I felt my body soften around him the way it always did now. The surrender coming faster than thought.

I watched the streetlights blink on.

One by one, the amber lamps along the cul-de-sac buzzed to life, casting pools of warm light along the empty sidewalks. A car moved slowly past the end of the street. Someone's kitchen light came on across the way. The neighborhood's evening routine, happening around us while he drove into me on my own front porch.

Ryan's texts were inside on the counter. Ryan's voice had been loud in my chest three minutes ago, and now the only thing in my chest was the building heat of this - being wanted without qualification, being taken without apology, the simple animal truth of it replacing everything complicated.

I came watching the last streetlight stutter to life at the far end of the street.

The orgasm was quieter than the ones at the pool - deeper, slower, a rolling wave through my belly and thighs without the screaming peak. I pressed my forehead against my forearms on the railing and breathed through it, my pussy tightening around him in slow, rhythmic pulses, my toes curling against the warm wooden boards.

He came a moment later, burying himself deep, his fingers digging into my hip as he pulsed inside me. Warm. Grounding.

He pulled out and kissed the back of my neck - brief, warm. Then he pulled his shorts up, walked down the steps, collected the hose from the grass, and the arc of water resumed across the lawn, catching the porch light in a fine amber spray.

I stood at the railing a moment longer, his cum warm between my thighs, the evening air cooling my flushed skin. Every porch light on the street was burning. Every house. Mine included.

I went inside. Left Ryan's texts facedown on the counter.

Upstairs, I stripped off the dress and lay naked on top of the covers. The sheets were cool against my back, my shoulders, the tender skin of my inner thighs. I could still feel all three of them - the pool, the sun, the men - layered in my body like heat absorbed over a long afternoon.

He was coming this weekend. The thought drifted through me and kept moving, a cloud that didn't quite block the warmth.

I'd deal with it when it came. For now, the back door was unlocked, the porch light was on, and my body was sore and satisfied and thoroughly, unapologetically used.

I slept hard, and I didn't dream about Ryan.


⚜




Chapter 6: Deeper

⚜

Diane texted me Wednesday afternoon.

Come over tonight. 8. Wear something easy to take off.

No question mark. No emoji. Just Diane - the same quiet authority she wielded with her hands, her mouth, her voice in my ear saying good girl while I came apart between her and Paul.

I spent the rest of the afternoon trying to read on the back deck and failing. The paperback lay open on my stomach while the sun moved across my bare skin and my mind looped around two words: come over. Not Grant's casual drop-by, not a nameless neighbor walking up the easement. A summons. The distinction mattered in ways I was still learning to name.

It struck me, standing at the kitchen window watching the house windows light up one by one across the street, that this was just a Wednesday in Briarwood - neighbors pulling into driveways, someone's television murmuring through an open window, Diane texting me to come over like it was the most ordinary thing. Maybe it was.

By seven-thirty I was standing in the bedroom staring at the same three sundresses I'd been rotating since I got here. I picked the pale blue one - thin cotton, buttons down the front, loose enough to slide off my shoulders with a tug. Nothing underneath. My body was humming already, that low-frequency awareness I'd come to recognize as the space between Diane's instruction and its fulfillment.

I walked the easement path in the warm dusk, barefoot, the grass damp from evening sprinklers. Diane and Paul's house was the largest on the cul-de-sac - two-story colonial with a wraparound porch, the back gate always unlocked. The kitchen light was on, the rest of the house dim. I let myself in through the back door - the way things worked here, the way I'd stopped questioning.

Diane was in the hallway. She wore a black silk robe, belted loosely, the deep V of the neckline framing the heavy swell of her breasts. Her auburn hair was pulled up, a few loose strands curling against her neck. She looked like she'd been waiting exactly this long and not a second more.

"Good," she said, looking me over. Her eyes traced the sundress, the bare shoulders, the outline of my nipples through the thin fabric. "Come upstairs."

I followed her up the staircase. The master bedroom was at the end of the hall - a large, warm room with dark wood furniture, a king-sized bed with a wrought-iron headboard, heavy curtains pulled shut against the evening light. A single lamp cast amber shadows across the duvet. It smelled like Diane's perfume, warm and floral, layered with something deeper - the intimate, lived-in scent of a room where things happened.

Paul was sitting in a leather armchair in the corner, near the window. He was wearing jeans and nothing else, his barrel chest broad and darkly furred, his bald head catching the lamplight. He had a glass of bourbon in one hand. His eyes found me as I walked in and stayed.

"Hi," I said. My voice was already thin.

"Look at you," Paul said softly, his glass forgotten in his hand. His gaze moved over me the way the neighborhood had taught me to be seen - unhurried, appreciative, nothing held back.

Diane closed the door behind us and moved past me to the bed, where she opened a drawer in the nightstand. When she turned back, she was holding a harness - matte black leather, adjustable straps, and a silicone cock attached to the front. It was curved and substantial, not absurdly large but thick enough that my pussy clenched at the sight of it.

"Have you ever-" she began.

"No," I said. My mouth was dry. "Never."

Diane smiled. That slow, patient curve that always made my stomach drop. She stepped into the harness and pulled it up her thighs, settling the straps over her hips, adjusting the fit with practiced hands. The black leather framed her body - the narrow cinch of her waist, the generous flare of her hips, the dark cock jutting from between her legs. She untied her robe and let it fall, and the sight of her made my breath catch the way it always did - bare skin flushed pink in the lamplight, the dark cock jutting between her hips making her look even more commanding, not less. The soft abundance of her body against the stark black leather made my slim frame feel like a sketch next to a painting.

"Undress," she said.

My fingers found the top button of the sundress. I worked them down one by one, the fabric parting, baring my chest, my stomach, the strip of bare skin below my navel. The dress slid off my shoulders and pooled at my feet. I stood naked in the amber light, my skin prickling under her gaze, my nipples tight, the slickness already gathering between my thighs.

Diane crossed the room and kissed me. Her mouth was slow and thorough, her tongue sliding against mine, the warm press of her breasts against my smaller ones sending a jolt through my chest. Her hand cupped the back of my neck, controlling the angle, and I melted into it the way I always did with her - some part of me going still and pliant, surrendering to her direction before she'd even given it.

She turned me around. Her hands on my shoulders, firm, rotating me until I faced the bed. Then her palm pressed flat between my shoulder blades.

"On the bed. Hands and knees."

I climbed up. The duvet was cool and soft under my palms, under my knees. I could feel the air on every exposed inch of me - my bare ass, the wet heat between my spread thighs, the vulnerable curve of my spine. In the corner, the leather chair creaked as Paul leaned forward, and I heard the quiet rasp of his zipper.

Diane climbed onto the bed behind me. Her thighs brushed the backs of mine, warm skin against warm skin, and then her hands gripped my hips - not as large as Grant's, but with a precision that made up for it. Her thumbs pressed into the small of my back, tilting my hips up, and the blunt head of the silicone cock nudged against my entrance.

"Breathe," she said.

She pushed in.

The stretch was different from a real cock - firmer, unyielding, the silicone thick enough to make me gasp as it spread me open. Diane drove forward in one measured stroke, filling me inch by inch until her hips pressed flush against my ass. The fullness hit low in my belly - dense, insistent, the slight curve of the toy pressing against my front wall.

"Oh god," I whispered, my fingers curling into the duvet.

"That's it." Diane's voice was steady behind me, controlled. She pulled back slowly and thrust again - a long, deep stroke that rocked my whole body forward. Her rhythm was deliberate, precise - she fucked the way she ate pussy, reading every tremor, adjusting her angle when I gasped, pressing deeper when I arched back into her.

The sounds spilling from me filled the bedroom - wet, breathy moans that I didn't try to stifle. Each thrust dragged the toy along a tender place deep inside me, a relentless pressure that wound something tight in my lower belly. Her hips slapped against my ass, her hands gripping my waist, and the strangeness of it - no, the newness - a woman's body behind me, her breasts swaying above my back, her breath quickening from the effort of driving into me - made my head swim.

"Harder," I heard myself say. "Please -"

Diane's grip tightened and her pace increased, her thrusts becoming sharp, forceful snaps that jolted me forward on the mattress. The toy bottomed out with each stroke, and the sensation turned electric - a pulsing, building intensity that spread outward through my pelvis, my thighs, the tingling soles of my feet.

From the corner, I heard the quiet sound of Paul stroking himself - slow, deliberate, his bourbon glass sitting forgotten on the side table.

Diane pulled out suddenly, and the emptiness left me gasping, my pussy clenching around nothing. Before I could protest, she flipped me onto my back and caught my ankles, pushing my legs up and apart until my knees were beside my shoulders. She positioned herself between my thighs, the toy nudging against my entrance again, and this time when she drove in I could see everything - her body above me, those heavy breasts swaying with each thrust, her hazel eyes dark and focused, the black harness stark against her creamy skin.

"Watch me," she said.

I watched. The dark nipples traced circles in the air as she moved, her stomach flexing with effort, a light sheen of sweat across her skin. The black harness rode her hips like it belonged there, and the sight of this beautiful, commanding woman fucking me - using me - while Paul's gaze burned from the corner made something crack open in my chest.

She angled her hips and the toy found that sensitive ridge inside me - the same deep place that turned my thoughts to static - and I cried out, my back arching off the bed.

"There," Diane murmured. "Hold that."

She fucked me at that angle, relentless, each thrust catching the same deep place while her eyes stayed locked on mine. The orgasm built like a fist closing - tighter, tighter, the pressure unbearable - and when her hand slid between us and her fingers pressed hard against my clit, rubbing in fast circles, I shattered.

I came screaming. My body seized around the toy, my inner walls clenching in rhythmic pulses, my thighs shaking violently against her shoulders. She didn't stop - kept thrusting, kept working my clit through it - and the orgasm stretched impossibly, each stroke wringing another convulsion from my trembling body until I was sobbing, my hands fisting the sheets, the pleasure bleeding into something almost too intense to bear.

Diane eased back, slowing her thrusts, letting me come down. She withdrew the toy gently and my legs fell to the mattress, boneless. I lay there panting, staring at the ceiling, my pussy swollen and pulsing with aftershocks.

She let me lie there for a moment, her hand flat on my stomach, watching my breath try to settle. When I finally looked up at her, she was already reaching past me.

She unbuckled the harness and set it aside. When her hand came back from the nightstand, she was carrying a length of soft black rope and a small vibrator - sleek, matte silver, the size of her palm.

"Hands above your head," she said.

I raised my arms. She gathered my wrists together and looped the rope around them, firm but not cutting, and tied them to one of the wrought-iron bars of the headboard. I tugged once - held. The position stretched my body out beneath her, my breasts pulling taut, my ribs visible with each rapid breath, completely open and unable to close.

Diane knelt between my spread thighs and looked down at me. The lamplight caught the curve of her smile - soft and hungry.

She said it like she'd already decided it for me: "You're going to come again."

"I can't - I'm too-"

"Shh." She pressed the vibrator against my clit and turned it on.

My whole body jerked against the rope. My clit was so swollen, so sensitive from the orgasm, that the vibration hit like a direct current - white-hot, unbearable pleasure that pulled a broken sound from my throat. I twisted at the wrists, straining, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"Too much - Diane, it's too much -"

"Stay with me." Her voice was steady, grounding. She eased the pressure, holding the vibrator a fraction of an inch away, letting the hum reach me without the full contact. The intensity dropped to something I could survive - barely - a relentless buzz against that oversensitive point that kept me pinned at the edge without pushing me over.

I didn't mean stop, I realized. I meant I couldn't believe she had anything left to pull out of me.

Then her free hand moved. Two fingers slid inside me, curling upward, finding the tender place she'd been hammering with the strap-on. The dual sensation - vibrator humming right where I was rawest, fingers pressing and curling inside me - built a different kind of orgasm. Deeper. Slower. Rising from somewhere beneath my skin rather than crackling along the surface.

"Diane," I breathed. My wrists strained against the rope. My legs were trembling, thighs open, held apart by nothing but her presence between them and my complete inability to do anything other than take what she was giving me.

She pressed the vibrator flush against me. Full contact. Full power.

I didn't scream this time. The orgasm came from too deep for sound - a silent implosion that locked every muscle rigid, my mouth open, my back arched off the mattress, nothing coming out. Then it broke, and I went liquid. My whole body gave up at once - not seizing but surrendering, going slack and boneless around her fingers while the pleasure rolled through me in long, slow, devastating pulses. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes. Not pain. Just the helplessness of being emptied out completely by someone who knew exactly how far to push.

Diane held me through it. Her fingers kept their gentle rhythm, the vibrator easing to a low hum, riding the aftershocks down instead of driving them higher.

When she finally pulled the vibrator away, I was gasping like I'd been held underwater. My whole body twitched with aftershocks, my wrists aching where I'd strained against the rope, my pussy clenching weakly around her withdrawing fingers. Sweat coated my skin. I couldn't feel my legs.

"Perfect," Diane said softly. She pressed a kiss to the inside of my trembling thigh.

A creak from the chair. I turned my head, dazed, and watched Paul stand. His jeans were open, his cock solid and hard in his hand - broad and blunt, the same width I remembered from the barbecue. He crossed the room in three strides and Diane shifted aside, making space.

"She's ready," Diane said.

Paul's hands gripped my hips and flipped me onto my stomach. The rope twisted at my wrists, not painful but holding, and I pressed my cheek into the pillow while he pulled my hips up - ass in the air, knees spread, my face down and my hands stretched above me to the headboard. Nowhere to hide, nothing to do but take him.

Watching him stroke himself in the chair had left me aching to be filled by him too. I felt his weight on the bed behind me. His wide, calloused hands spread across my ass, squeezing, his thumbs pressing into the muscles alongside my spine. Then the blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance - slick with my arousal, still open and tender from everything Diane had done - and he sank into me.

The fullness was immediate and overwhelming. Paul was thick - thicker than the toy, thicker than Grant - and my overstimulated pussy gripped him like a fist, every nerve ending screaming with the intensity of being filled again so soon. I moaned into the pillow, the sound muffled and raw, my fingers curling uselessly above the restraints.

"Slowly," Diane said from somewhere beside us. Her hand stroked my hair, gathering the damp strands from my face. "She's been worked over."

Paul slowed for a beat - then sank deeper, measured and deliberate, giving me one long stroke to feel every inch before his rhythm built. The second thrust was harder, and the third harder still, and by the fourth he was fucking me with steady, driving strokes that rocked my entire body forward against the restraints, the headboard knocking rhythmically against the wall.

I was so sensitive it bordered on agony. Every thrust lit up nerve endings that Diane had already wrung raw - the friction of his shaft against my clenching walls, the pressure of his head bottoming out deep inside me, the slap of his hips against my ass sending shock waves through my overstimulated flesh. I couldn't muffle my sounds - broken, keening moans punched out of me with each impact, my face pressed into the pillow, my bound hands gripping the iron bars above me.

Then Diane's hand slid beneath my body. Her fingers found my nipple and squeezed - firm, precise, a spike of sensation that shot straight to my core. Her other hand reached between my legs from the front, and her fingers landed on my swollen clit.

"No - I can't - please -"

It wasn't refusal. My hips were already chasing her hand even as the words broke apart.

"Take it." Diane's voice in my ear, warm and absolute.

She worked my clit roughly - no gentleness, no teasing, just direct, insistent pressure on the swollen bud while Paul hammered into me from behind. The combined assault was devastating. I writhed between them, pulling against the rope, my body trapped between Paul's relentless cock and Diane's fingers. Her other hand alternated - squeezing one nipple, then the other, rolling the stiff peaks between her fingers with a roughness that sent jolts of sensation arrowing down to where her other hand worked.

The orgasm didn't build - it simply arrived, like a door blown open. My vision whited out and I screamed into the pillow, the sound muffled and animal. Paul bit down on my shoulder at the crest of it - hard enough to mark, a sharp bright pain that fused with the pleasure instead of cutting through it - and something in me broke loose entirely. I stopped fighting, stopped thinking, stopped being anything except the place where their hands and his cock met. Diane's fingers on my clit, Paul's teeth in my skin, his cock buried so deep I could feel my pulse around him.

Paul drove deep and held, his cock swelling inside me, and I felt him come - hot pulses flooding me, filling me, each throb meeting another spasm from my clenching walls. He ground into me, emptying himself, his fingers digging into my hips.

Diane's hand slowed on my clit. Gentled. Her fingers eased their grip on my nipple and stroked instead, soothing. Paul stayed buried, his weight warm against my back, his breath rough against my marked shoulder.

Then I felt it - a new sensation. Diane's wet fingertip traced lightly down the cleft of my ass, past where Paul was still inside me, and pressed gently against the tender knot there. Not pushing in - just touching, circling, the lightest pressure. Testing.

My breath caught. The sensation was alien, electric - a tingle of awareness in a place no one had ever touched. My body tensed, then slowly, involuntarily, relaxed as her fingertip kept its lazy circles.

"Shh," Diane murmured. "Not tonight. Just feeling you."

Her finger pressed slightly - not penetrating, just a steady pressure against the tight opening - and something deep inside me unclenched. A tremor ran through my thighs. She held the pressure for three heartbeats, then withdrew her hand and kissed the base of my spine.

Paul pulled out slowly, and the combined rush of his cum and my arousal slid hot down my inner thighs. I collapsed flat on the mattress, arms stretched above me, face in the pillow, my body trembling in long, rolling waves. Diane untied my wrists with careful fingers, rubbing the faint red marks the rope had left, pressing her lips to each wrist.

I couldn't move. Couldn't have stood if the house was burning.

The bed shifted as Paul lay down on one side of me, his hand resting heavy and warm on the small of my back. Diane settled on the other side, pulling a sheet over us, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my shoulder. The room was quiet except for our breathing - three sets, gradually slowing, syncing.

"How do you feel?" Diane asked. The same question she'd asked after our first night on my couch. Except now my wrists ached from rope, my pussy was sore and leaking, my clit throbbed like a second heartbeat, and I'd come so many times my body felt like it had been rewired.

"Like I'm not the same person who walked in," I said into the pillow.

Diane's fingers stilled on my shoulder. Then she leaned down and kissed the back of my neck - soft, lingering, her lips warm against my damp skin.

"You're exactly the same person," she said. "You're just not hiding anymore."

I found my sundress on the floor and worked the buttons with shaky fingers. Then I walked home at midnight, barefoot through the dewy grass, the easement path silver in the moonlight. My body moved differently - looser, slower, every step sending a reminder through my tender, used flesh. Paul's cum had dried on my inner thighs. My wrists bore faint rope marks I kept pressing my thumb against, testing the tenderness, the memory.

The cul-de-sac was quiet. Every porch light on. Every house holding its secrets in plain sight.

At my back door, I paused. Ryan was coming this weekend. Saturday, maybe sooner. The cold knot tried to form again - his face, his voice, the word he'd branded me with - but it couldn't take hold. My body was too full of other things. Diane's mouth. Paul's weight. The black rope and the silver vibrator and the press of a fingertip against a place I hadn't known I wanted touched.

I went inside and left the house open to the night.

The mirror showed me what the night had done: flushed skin from chest to hairline. Faint red lines on my wrists. The dark crescent of a bite mark on my shoulder, still warm. Hair tangled and damp with sweat. Eyes bright, cheeks pink, lips swollen from biting them.

I looked like a woman who'd been thoroughly, expertly used by two people who knew exactly what they were doing.

I looked like myself.

I climbed into bed naked, my skin still humming, and the last thing I felt before sleep took me was the ghost of Diane's finger circling my ass - patient, unhurried, promising something I wasn't ready for yet but already wanted.

The porch light stayed on.


⚜




Chapter 7: Home

⚜

Saturday morning. My last weekend.

The weeks had blurred. Ryan never showed that first weekend - sent one more pleading text on Sunday, then went quiet. After that Wednesday night at Diane and Paul's, the rest of the summer had settled into a rhythm so natural it barely registered as unusual - morning coffee with Grant, afternoons at the pool, evenings that unfolded however the neighborhood decided they should. I'd stopped counting encounters the way I'd stopped counting meals. The days ran together, hot and humid and full, and suddenly it was late August, the couple in Portugal were emailing about their return flight, and Ryan had resurfaced with a final text: I'm coming Saturday. We need to talk in person.

The thought of leaving should have carried weight - nostalgia, maybe, or the sharp pull of something ending. Instead, it floated through me and kept going, the way Ryan's latest text had floated through me yesterday. I'd packed nothing. Cleaned nothing. My borrowed house still smelled like coffee and sex and the faint lavender of the plug-in air fresheners, and my sundresses still hung in the closet beside the homeowners' winter coats, and I wasn't ready to separate my life from theirs.

But the swap ended tomorrow. And Ryan was coming today.

I chose the black bikini - the one I'd worn to the pool my first week, the triangle top Ryan had called too revealing. It barely covered the swell of my breasts, the bottoms a narrow V riding low on my hips. I didn't hesitate. Didn't check the mirror. Just tied the strings and walked barefoot through the back gate, along the easement path, and through the low iron fence to the community pool.

The morning was bright and still, the pool turquoise and empty, the loungers drying from the automatic sprinklers. I spread my towel, lay back, closed my eyes. The sun pressed into my skin like a warm palm - my stomach, the tops of my breasts, the bare stretch of my thighs. I could smell chlorine and cut grass and the faint sweetness of the wisteria draping the pergola.

Sofia was already under the pergola when I got there, curled in a lounge chair with a paperback and a coffee, her red bikini bright in the morning light. She'd looked up when I spread my towel and given me that warm smile - the one she'd given me the first week at the pool, the one that had felt like an invitation before I understood what the invitation was. I smiled back. She returned to her book.

I was half-dozing when Paul crossed the far edge of the pool deck, a tray of something foil-wrapped balanced on one hand, taking the long way toward the clubhouse. He nodded at me as he passed - casual, relaxed, the same nod he'd give a neighbor he'd been seeing for years. I supposed that was what I was.

I was fully dozing when I heard the car.

Not the quiet purr of the neighbors' SUVs - a sharper sound, an engine that needed a new muffler, tires popping on the gravel at the cul-de-sac's mouth. I knew the sound before I opened my eyes. The old Civic with the dented fender and the peeling window tint that turned the interior into an oven. Ryan's car.

An older reflex tightened in my stomach - the instinct to read his mood before he spoke, to calibrate, to make myself small enough to fit inside his expectations.

I sat up and watched through my sunglasses as the Civic crept around the cul-de-sac, slowing past each house, and pulled into the driveway of number four. My driveway. The door opened and Ryan got out.

He looked the same. Shorter than I remembered - five-nine, lean, dark hair that he pushed off his forehead with a gesture I'd once found charming. Jeans and a wrinkled button-down, sunglasses pushed on top of his head. He stood in the driveway and looked at the house, then turned in a slow circle and spotted the pool.

Spotted me.

He walked over with the tight-shouldered stride of a man who'd rehearsed what he was going to say for the entire drive. Through the iron fence, across the deck, stopping at the foot of my lounger.

"Sienna."

"Ryan." My voice came out steadier than I expected. The sun was behind him, haloing his hair, and I had to squint even behind my sunglasses.

"You didn't answer my texts."

"No."

He looked at me - the bikini, the sun-darkened freckles across my chest, the loose ease of the way I'd arranged myself in the heat. His jaw tightened. "What is this place?"

"A neighborhood."

"Kayla told me you were doing some house swap thing." He ran a hand through his hair. "Okay. Vacation's over. Come inside so we can talk."

"I'm good here."

His expression shifted - the same controlled frustration I remembered from every argument we'd had, the one where his voice got very quiet and his eyes went hard. "I made a mistake, okay? What I said that night was shitty. I know that. But this -" He gestured vaguely at the pool, the houses, the suburban quiet. "Running away to some random suburb for the whole summer isn't dealing with it, Sienna. You need to come home."

Home. The word landed wrong. My studio with the water-stained ceiling and the neighbor who played bass at midnight. The bed where Ryan had fucked me in the dark, always in the dark, always quiet, always finished before my body had time to catch up.

"I am home," I said.

"You're house-sitting." His voice was rising. "You're living in someone else's house, in someone else's neighborhood, and you won't even return a text? What is going on with you?"

"Nothing's going on with me."

"Bullshit." He stepped closer, looming over the lounger, and the old flinch twitched through me - the automatic shrinking, the instinct to make myself smaller, quieter, more palatable. "This isn't you. This bikini, this whole act - what are you doing?"

"Hey."

The voice came from behind Ryan, easy and low. Grant rounded the corner of the fence from the easement path, shirtless, a sheen of sweat on his tanned shoulders, yard-work gloves in one hand. He took in the scene in a single sweep - Ryan's rigid posture, my body on the lounger, the tension between us - and crossed the deck with the unhurried ease of a man who belonged everywhere he put his feet.

"Everything okay?" He wasn't looking at Ryan. He was looking at me.

"Fine," I said. "This is Ryan. He was just leaving."

Ryan turned. Looked at Grant - the broad shoulders, the salt-and-pepper hair, the calloused hands, the easy confidence of a man twice his size who'd walked out of a suburban backyard shirtless and sweating like it was nothing. I watched Ryan process it, watched the flicker of understanding cross his face.

"Who the fuck is this?" Ryan said.

Grant didn't answer him. He walked past Ryan - close enough that Ryan had to step back - and came to stand beside my lounger, his hand settling briefly at my hip, the familiar weight of it. Then he bent and kissed my temple, and when he straightened, his hand found the back of my neck, fingers threading into my hair.

Behind him, I saw Sofia set her book aside and watch. Paul had paused at the gate, the foil tray tucked under one arm.

Ryan was staring. His eyes moved from Grant's hand at my neck to the way my body had softened against him - my shoulders dropping, my lips parting with the automatic ease of someone who'd spent weeks learning how to stop bracing.

"Are you - is this -" Ryan's voice cracked. "Are you fucking him?"

Grant looked at me. The question in his eyes was simple: your call.

I reached up and pulled him down to me by the back of his neck.

The kiss was slow, deep, and deliberate. Grant's mouth found mine and I opened for him, his tongue sliding against mine, his hand tightening in my hair while his other hand slid down my side and gripped my ass through the bikini bottom. I sighed against his mouth - the sound unhidden, unmistakable - and my body arched toward him, every line of me molding against the solid heat of him.

Ryan saw all of it. The surrender. The pleasure. The total, unapologetic want.

Grant pulled back. His thumb brushed my lower lip. He still didn't look at Ryan.

"You're disgusting." Ryan's voice was raw, thin. His anger had curdled into something uglier - disgust, the same look he'd worn on the dance floor the night he'd dumped me. "Both of you. This whole fucking place."

I looked at him. The boy I'd spent two years apologizing to for my own body.

His disgust registered as information, nothing more. My body was still humming from Grant's mouth.

"Goodbye, Ryan."

He stared at me for three more seconds - mouth working, eyes bright with something that might have been fury or grief - and then he turned and walked away. His footsteps were sharp on the concrete, then muffled on the grass. The Civic door slammed. The engine caught, rattled, and the sound of it faded down the street and out of the cul-de-sac and out of my life.

Grant's hand was still on the back of my neck. I was trembling, but not from fear. The last coil of something old and heavy was unwinding in my chest - Ryan's voice, Ryan's judgment, the shame he'd tried to stitch into my skin. I could feel it going. A knot pulled free. Gone.

"You're shaking," Grant said.

"I'm okay." I smiled up at him. "I'm really okay."

He pressed his lips to my forehead - firm, warm - and pulled me to my feet. His arm stayed around my waist, and I leaned into the solid heat of him while the sun flashed hard off the pool.

Sofia crossed the deck to us, her paperback left behind, and squeezed my shoulder once without saying anything. Paul raised his hand in greeting from the gate. Two other neighbors had drifted to their yards, drawn by the sound of the Civic, lingering now with the easy curiosity of people who'd seen a stranger leave and wanted to make sure the one who stayed was all right.

"Clubhouse tonight," Grant said. "Going-away thing. Diane's idea."

"Of course it is."

He laughed - a low, warm sound that vibrated through his chest and into mine - and walked me home.

The clubhouse sat at the back of the cul-de-sac, behind the pool - a single-story building with wide windows, a kitchenette, and a main room large enough for the whole neighborhood. I'd passed it a dozen times and never been inside.

I walked through the door at nine in sandals and the white sundress from the barbecue. Nothing underneath. The choice was deliberate - a callback, a circle closing.

The room was warm and low-lit, the overhead lights dimmed in favor of lamps and the amber glow of string lights looped along the ceiling beams. Music played from a speaker - something low and rhythmic, more pulse than melody. The furniture had been rearranged: couches pushed to the edges, a large wooden table centered in the room, cushions scattered across the floor.

The neighborhood was here. Not all of them - maybe a dozen - but enough. Grant near the door with a beer. Sofia on a wide leather couch, legs tucked under her, a glass of wine catching the light. The silver-haired couple from the barbecue. The sandy-haired man from the pool. Paul behind the kitchenette counter with bourbon, shirt open at the collar, the familiar barrel of his chest. And Diane, standing at the center of the room in a wine-red dress that clung to every curve - her heavy breasts, her narrow waist, the generous swell of her hips - looking at me with those hazel eyes that always made me feel like she could see the version of me I was still becoming.

"There she is," Diane said.

She crossed the room and kissed me - languid and claiming, in front of everyone. Her hand cupped my jaw, her tongue touched mine, and the taste of red wine bloomed between us. She broke the kiss slowly, her thumb tracing my lower lip.

"Last night in Briarwood," she said. "We're going to make it count."

The room shifted. Not a signal I could identify - no command, no announcement. Just the ambient change that I'd learned to feel in this neighborhood, the atmospheric thickening that meant the boundary between social and sexual had dissolved.

Grant set his beer down.

He came up behind me the way he had that first Sunday morning - hands on my hips, chest warm against my back, his mouth finding the curve of my neck. His fingers gathered the hem of my sundress and pulled it over my head in one fluid motion, and I was bare in the center of the room, the warm air and all those eyes on my skin. No one in the clubhouse looked away.

His belt clinked. His zipper rasped. Then his hands bent me forward over the wooden table.

The surface was smooth and cool against my stomach, my breasts. I braced my palms flat, feet on the floor, and felt Grant behind me - the blunt, familiar head of his cock pressing against my entrance, finding me already soaked.

He pushed in and the sound I made filled the room.

That thick, stretching fullness - the same cock that had taken me apart that first Sunday morning, the unhurried rhythm, the calloused hands gripping my waist. But now I wasn't alone in a quiet kitchen. The room was full of people watching, and the knowledge of it - on my arched back, on my breasts pressed to the table, on the wet slide of Grant's cock into my body - amplified every sensation until I was gasping, my fingers curling against the wood.

He fucked me with deep, measured strokes, each one driving my hips into the table's edge, the impact rocking through my chest. I was loud - louder than I'd been even the first time, the sounds raw and shameless, moans that climbed in pitch with every thrust. His hand gathered my hair and pulled, arching my back, and I felt the room around me - the warmth of bodies nearby, someone's hand brushing my arm, the quiet sounds of others shifting and touching, the collective heat of the neighborhood settling around me like a held breath.

I came fast, the orgasm crashing without warning, my pussy clenching around Grant in rhythmic spasms while I cried out against the table. He drove through it - each thrust wringing another contraction - and then he pulled out, spilling hot across my lower back.

I stayed draped over the table, breathing hard, his cum warm on my skin. Grant's hand stroked down my spine once - tender, possessive - and stepped back.

Before I could catch my breath, someone was between my legs. Hands on my inner thighs, spreading them, and then a mouth - soft, feminine - pressed against my swollen pussy. I gasped and looked back. A woman I'd seen at the barbecue - dark hair, early thirties, green eyes bright in the low light - was kneeling behind me, her tongue working slow, flat strokes through my folds, lapping through the wetness his fucking had pulled out of me. She was skilled - not Diane's precision, but a different rhythm, lighter and more playful, her tongue circling my clit before dipping lower. I moaned and pressed back against her mouth, already climbing again.

She sucked my clit between her lips and hummed, the vibration making my thighs shake, and I was close - already close -

Diane's hand appeared on my shoulder.

"Not yet," she said. "Turn over."

The woman pulled away, pressing a wet kiss to my inner thigh. I rolled onto my back on the table, staring up at the string-lit ceiling, my body flushed and trembling. Diane stood beside me, and behind her, Paul was unbuttoning his shirt. The leather of the couch creaked across the room. I caught the rich scent of bourbon and perfume mingling with the warm musk of the room.

Diane leaned down and kissed me - long, slow, her tongue tangling with mine.

"I promised you something," she said. "That first time in our bedroom. Do you remember?"

The ghost of her fingertip circling my ass. The patient, unhurried pressure. Not tonight. Just feeling you.

"Yes." My voice was a whisper.

"Do you want it?"

My heart hammered. The air pressed close around us - bodies, breath, the low pulse of music. Grant was somewhere nearby. Sofia stilled on the couch, her hand quiet in her lap, watching. Paul stood behind Diane, bare-chested, his jeans unbuttoned, the thick outline of him visible. Everyone could see. Everyone would watch.

"Yes," I said.

Diane smiled. She reached beneath the table and produced a small bottle - clear, viscous - and pressed it into Paul's hand. Then she helped me off the table and guided me to the wide leather couch that had been pulled away from the wall.

"On your hands and knees," she said. "Facing the room."

I climbed onto the couch. The leather was warm where someone had been sitting. I positioned myself - palms flat on the backrest, knees spread on the cushions, my back arched, my bare ass presented to Paul behind me. I was facing the room, and from here I could see all of them - Grant leaning against the wall, arms crossed, those dark steady eyes on me. Sofia beside him now, her wine glass forgotten. The sandy-haired man and another woman already intertwined on the floor cushions. The hush that had fallen over the room.

Diane knelt beside the couch, level with my face. Her hand cupped my cheek.

"I'm going to talk you through this," she said. "Look at me."

Behind me, Paul's wide hands spread across my ass. I felt the cool drizzle of lube - a generous amount, slicking between my cheeks, his thumb spreading it with patient, circular strokes over my tight opening. The sensation made me gasp - cool against hot skin, his thick thumb pressing gently, not entering, just softening, coaxing.

"Breathe out," Diane said. "Push back against him."

I exhaled. Paul's thumb pressed firmer, and the tip sank past the tight ring of muscle. The stretch was sharp and foreign - not pain, but a bright, insistent pressure that made every nerve in my body pay attention. I hissed through my teeth.

"Good," Diane murmured. "That's the hardest part. Keep breathing."

His thumb eased deeper, twisting slightly, spreading the lube inside me. The sensation was overwhelming - a fullness in a place I'd never been filled, the tight grip of my body around his thick finger, every tiny movement amplified. He withdrew and returned with more lube, and this time two fingers pressed in, stretching me wider. I moaned - the sound raw, half-pleasure half-shock - and my arms trembled on the armrest.

Diane's hand slid down my body and found my clit. She rubbed in slow, firm circles, and the pleasure cut through the intensity of the stretch like sunlight through glass. My breath stuttered, my hips rocking between Paul's fingers and Diane's touch.

"She's ready," Diane said.

Paul's fingers withdrew. I felt the broad, thick tip of him press against my ass - slick with lube, impossibly thick, wider than his fingers had been. The first push forced a gasp from me - my body resisting, then yielding as the head breached the tight ring and slid inside.

"Oh - oh god -"

The fullness was unlike anything I'd felt. Dense, consuming, an ache that lived on the razor's edge between too-much and more-please. Paul sank deeper, inch by slow inch, and I could feel every ridge of him, every throb of his pulse against the tight walls gripping him. My mouth hung open. My fingers clawed the leather.

"Breathe," Diane said. Her fingers never stopped on my clit - steady, patient, anchoring me in pleasure while Paul filled me from behind. "You're doing so well. You're taking him perfectly."

His hips met my ass. He was fully inside me, and the pressure was monumental - a deep, throbbing fullness that radiated outward through my pelvis, my thighs, the tingling base of my spine. He held there, letting me adjust, his hands firm on my hips.

Then he moved.

The first stroke pulled a sound from me I didn't recognize - deep, guttural, almost a growl. He thrust slow, shallow, letting me feel the drag of every inch. Diane rubbed my clit harder, and the dual sensation - the deep anal fullness and the sharp pleasure at my clit - merged into something new. Not like vaginal, not like anything I had a frame of reference for. An orgasm building from a different place entirely, deeper, lower, a gathering pressure behind my navel that felt like it could swallow me whole.

"More," I gasped. "Please - more -"

Paul's pace increased. His strokes deepened, each one pushing a moan from my chest. Diane's fingers matched his rhythm, and I was caught between them again - the way I'd been caught all week, between strong hands and soft mouths, between men and women, between the girl I'd arrived as and the woman I was leaving as.

Someone else's hands appeared - on my breasts, cupping them, thumbs rolling my stiff nipples. I couldn't tell whose. Didn't care. The room had pressed closer; I could feel its warmth, hear the shift of bodies and the soft sounds that meant the night had opened for everyone.

Paul drove deep and Diane pressed hard on my clit and the orgasm detonated.

It came from somewhere beneath my bones - a slow, seismic wave that started in my core and spread outward, locking every muscle, stopping my breath, blanking my mind. My ass clenched around Paul's cock in hard, rhythmic pulses, my pussy spasming in sympathy, my whole body convulsing in a long, shuddering release that went on and on, each throb deeper than the last. I made a sound - not a scream, not a moan, something between a sob and a prayer - and Diane held my face in her hand and watched me come apart.

Paul came inside me with a groan. I felt the hot pulses deep, felt my body grip him through it, and the sensation of being filled there while the orgasm still rolled through me stretched the pleasure until I couldn't think past it.

He didn't pull out.

His hands held my hips steady, his cock still buried in my ass, and I heard the low murmur of Diane's voice behind me - instruction, permission - and then the couch shifted, weight redistributing, and a man I half-recognized from the barbecue was lying back across the cushions beneath me. Diane helped me rise onto my knees without dislodging Paul, then guided my hips down so I was straddling the new man's hips, Paul pressing forward behind me, and I understood what was happening a half-second before it did.

He pushed into my pussy.

A wordless, desperate cry tore from me. Both of them inside me at once - Paul's thickness filling my ass, his cock still hard from his orgasm and holding steady, and now this other man splitting me open from the front. The wall between them was paper-thin. I could feel them against each other through my own flesh, two separate presences, two separate rhythms trying to sync. My body accommodated them with an animal surrender that bypassed thought entirely.

"Look at me," Diane said.

I lifted my head. She was kneeling in front of the couch, and she pulled aside the wine-red dress, her fingers gentle in my hair, guiding me toward her. I opened my mouth and found her - the familiar heat, the familiar taste - and buried my face in her.

She made a soft sound and her hands tightened in my hair.

We stayed that way - Paul in my ass, the other man in my pussy, Diane's thighs against my cheeks. They moved in slow, overlapping waves. The man beneath me fucked upward in short, hard strokes; Paul stayed deep and ground in steady pulses; Diane rocked against my mouth. I was nowhere, everywhere, a bridge between all of them at once. The leather creaked. Someone nearby moaned. The scent of the room - sweat, perfume, bourbon, bodies - wrapped around me. I licked Diane with everything I had left, which was nothing and everything, my body wide open and craving the next touch and the next.

Diane came first - a quick, bitten sound, her thighs pressing my face - and then the man beneath me followed, flooding my pussy while I was still trembling from the anal orgasm's aftershocks. Paul held on through all of it, his hands firm on my hips, before finally pulling out with a low exhale. The emptiness left me hollow and quivering, warm and slick with all of them.

I lost count after that.

Someone turned me, arranged me, and I was on my back with my head resting in Sofia's lap - she'd drifted over at some point - her fingers stroking my tangled hair. A woman's mouth found my pussy and worked me slowly, patient and thorough. I lay limp and let her, my overstimulated body climbing again in soft rolling waves. A man brought my hand to him and I curled my fingers around his cock and stroked without thinking. Grant came back - I knew him by touch, the width of his hands, the particular drag of his calluses - and his thumb stroked my cheekbone once, a tenderness that cut through the rawness and made my eyes sting.

Small orgasms rippled through me like aftershocks, barely cresting before the next began. I was wrung out, used in every way I'd been afraid to want when I first arrived, and the absence of shame was so total it felt like flight.

The gathering wound down in slow increments. Bodies peeled away, found drinks, found clothes. The music played on, softer now. I lay on the couch with my head in Grant's lap, his fingers moving through my tangled hair, Diane's thigh warm under my calves. My body was a catalogue of everything the night had given me - the soreness between my legs, the tender ache deeper where Paul had been, the dried slickness on my thighs and stomach, the faint marks on my hips from hands I couldn't name.

Wrecked. Ruined. Completely, utterly satisfied.

"Thank you," I whispered. I wasn't sure who I was talking to. All of them. The neighborhood. The porch lights.

Diane pressed her lips to my ankle. Grant's fingers traced the curve of my ear.

I fell asleep on that couch, naked and held, and the last thing I heard was the neighborhood settling into its Saturday-night quiet - sprinklers, crickets, the distant sound of someone laughing.

Grant walked me home before dawn, the sky turning gray-pink at the edges, my dress back on and my shoes in my hand. I slept three more hours and woke to the Sunday-morning quiet that always felt different from the rest of the week. Slower. More itself.

I packed slowly, moving through the borrowed house with the careful attention of someone memorizing a place they know they won't see again. The books went back on the shelves. The towels went in the wash. I wiped down the counters, made the bed, folded the throw blanket on the couch - the couch that had held every version of me this summer - the nervous girl with her hand between her legs, the woman Diane had kissed into softness, the one who'd learned that wanting everything at once wasn't a disease.

I'd pulled on a thin t-shirt to move boxes, nothing underneath. It was the most dressed I'd been in days, and it felt slightly absurd.

The French press sat on the counter, yesterday's grounds still inside it. Grant's mug beside it - he'd started leaving it here after his morning visits, the same mug I'd once carried to his garage as a pretense.

The screen door tapped shut. The glass whispered aside. His footsteps crossed the kitchen floor.

He was standing in the doorway with a bag of coffee beans and that quiet smile, his salt-and-pepper hair freshly washed and curling at the collar. That familiar frame filling the doorway the way it had the first time he'd walked in.

"Thought you'd want coffee," he said.

My chest ached. I didn't say anything. He crossed to the counter, rinsed out the French press, measured beans. While it steeped, he turned and looked at me.

"Come here."

I went to him. He kissed me - slow, thorough, his hand cupping the back of my head, his mouth warm. His other hand found my waist and guided me backward until my hips met the counter.

The same counter.

He turned me, his hands gathering my t-shirt over my head. I heard the familiar clink of his belt buckle before his hands found my hips, calloused palms settling into the grooves they'd carved into my muscle memory, thumbs pressing into the dimples of my lower back.

He pushed in and I arched against the granite, a moan spilling from my lips.

He folded me over the counter and my body recognized him all at once - the stretch, the patient depth, the pace he'd taught me that first Sunday. But I was different now. My body knew things it hadn't known at the start of summer - how to open, how to meet him, how to let the pleasure flood instead of fighting the current. I pressed back into each thrust, matched his rhythm, let my voice fill the kitchen without restraint.

"God, Sienna," he murmured against my shoulder. His pace quickened, his grip tightened, and I could feel him losing that legendary control - his breath ragged, his thrusts turning urgent.

I came first - a sweet, rolling orgasm that started in my clit and spread outward, my pussy pulsing around him, my forehead dropping to the cool granite. He followed, burying himself deep and groaning against my shoulder, his cock throbbing inside me in long, slow pulses.

We stayed there, his weight anchoring me to the granite, his cock still inside me, my cheek pressed to the stone. The kitchen was quiet except for our breathing.

He pulled out and kissed my shoulder - finding the tender spot there with the certainty of someone who'd been there before. The tenderness cracked something open in me, and I turned and buried my face in his chest, breathing in cedar and soap, memorizing him.

"You know where I am," he said.

I nodded against his chest.

He poured us both coffee and we drank it standing at the counter, the morning light streaming through the window, his cum warm between my thighs. When he finished, he took the old mug from my hand, rinsed it, set it back on the counter between us.

"Keep that one," he said.

He picked up the bag of beans and set it beside the mug. "For next time."

He walked out the back door. The screen clicked shut.

I pulled on jeans and a t-shirt - the first real clothes I'd worn in weeks - and loaded the last box into the Corolla. Did a final walk-through of the house - every surface wiped, every window closed, every memory sealed into the walls. Grant's mug, wrapped in a dishcloth, was tucked into the box on the passenger seat.

I stood on the front porch one last time. The cul-de-sac was quiet, bathed in tranquil morning light. Lawns mowed. Sprinklers ticking. The community pool a sheet of glass. Every porch light burning in the morning sun, the way they'd been burning the afternoon I arrived.

I looked at the switch panel inside the door. The porch light switch, flipped up. The same switch I'd stood in front of my first night here, hand hovering, deciding.

I left it on.

I got in the car, backed out of the driveway, and pulled slowly through the cul-de-sac. Past Grant's house, past Diane and Paul's colonial, past Sofia's red door and the pool and the pergola and the easement path and every place my body had learned its own language. In the rearview mirror, the Briarwood Estates sign shrank - those two words that had meant nothing when I arrived and now meant everything.

My phone sat dark on the passenger seat. No texts from Ryan. He'd said everything he had to say at the pool, and the word he'd used for kissing two girls at a bar had nothing left in it.

The highway opened up ahead. My thighs ached. My body carried the memory of every hand, every mouth, every cock, every softness and roughness and moment of surrender. Grant's calloused palms. Diane's patient tongue. Paul's impossible thickness in a place I hadn't known I wanted filled. The nameless neighbors who'd walked through my unlocked door and used me and left me more myself than I'd been before they arrived.

My body knew. The ache between my thighs, Grant's mug on the seat beside me, the bag of beans. That was enough.

The porch light stayed on.
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Free Use Maid
Available on Amazon
In the multi-level penthouse suite crowning Las Vegas's Pinnacle resort, casino mogul Marcus Cooper and his sophisticated wife Eliza enforce unique rules. When 21 year-old Lexi, desperate for work, accepts the position of Villa Maid, the extraordinary salary and vague contract terms about "personal attentiveness" hint at a new reality. From the moment Eliza's hands linger during the uniform fitting, Lexi discovers her role extends far beyond cleaning. She is an amenity, freely available to Marcus, Eliza, and their powerful guests.


Free Use Maid 2: The Grand Tour
Available on Amazon
Marcus Cooper sends his prized twenty-one-year-old asset across Asia with a platinum bracelet engraved Property of The Pinnacle. Every man who touches it knows: Lexi is his to use. From Tokyo to Macau to Singapore, Lexi discovers that the most intense encounters await far from the penthouse where it all began.


Free Use Prison
Available on Amazon
Three years behind bars — or five weeks in a program where she's available to every guard on duty. Kira signs a blanket consent form making herself freely available to every guard on shift. Armed with a safeword that would send her straight back to regular prison, she enters expecting to simply survive. Instead, her body betrays her from the very first encounter.


Free Use University
Available on Amazon
Broke and brilliant, Wren accepts a Free Use Scholarship — full tuition, housing, and meals in exchange for being available to any professor, staff member, or student on campus. On her first day, her literature professor uses her mid-lecture in front of sixty students. By the end of the week, she's discovering that the shame of being watched is the thing that makes her body ignite.


The Gym After Hours
Available on Amazon
Three women. Five nights. One security guard who's in way over his head. Nate works the overnight shift at an upscale gym. Empty building, quiet hallways, nothing to do - except three women train after hours and they've all noticed him. Five nights that escalate from flirtation to something Nate never saw coming.


Harem Apocalypse
Available on Amazon
Eighteen months after a pandemic killed eighty percent of humanity, Garrett Shaw is saved by four women who've survived by relying on each other. As he proves his worth, their interest shifts from practical to personal. When raiders threaten everything, five survivors discover the end of the world might be the beginning of something extraordinary.


Harem Apocalypse 2: The Rescue
Available on Amazon
Three weeks after repelling a raider assault, a stranger staggers through Haven's gates with a warning: a religious fanatic holds women captive in a fortified compound. Garrett leads the rescue, but as Lily heals at Haven, she finds herself drawn to this unusual family. From tender recovery to passionate nights, this is survival, found family, and bonds forged when the old world's rules no longer apply.


Harem Apocalypse 3: The Solstice
Available on Amazon
The fighting is over. Now comes the reward. Haven is thriving and Lily Warren has discovered something about herself: she loves sex. Constantly. With everyone. As rescued women begin their own journeys toward intimacy, the series culminates in a winter solstice celebration where both communities unite in one unforgettable night.


Sorority Harem
Available on Amazon
Marcus Cole built a two-billion-dollar venture fund from nothing. At forty-four, divorced and successful, he returns to his alma mater to finish his degree—six credits shy of graduation after dropping out twenty-two years ago. When a hazing prank goes wrong at the sorority house next door, Marcus intervenes. The grateful president invites him to their mentor dinner. By the end of the night, her social chair has followed him home. Within days, the president makes her own move. Then the shy pledge he rescued. Then the skeptical pre-med student. They know about each other. They're not jealous. They're sharing. Marcus discovers what happens when four driven young women decide they want the same experienced man—and choose collaboration over competition.


The College Harem
Available on Amazon
Ethan arrives at college expecting the typical freshman experience—awkward icebreakers, communal bathrooms, and late-night study sessions. Instead, he finds himself on a co-ed floor where three girls seem unusually interested in the shy pre-med student. Maya initiates during a late-night study session in his room. Sienna teases him in the communal shower. Harper surprises him with quiet intensity. They're not competing—they're collaborating. Over two weeks, Ethan goes from overwhelmed virgin to the center of a dorm room harem where his hallmates have decided he's theirs to share.


The Flatshare Harem
Available on Amazon
Three months post-breakup and desperate for housing, Jake signs a lease for a room he can actually afford. His new roommates seem normal enough—until Lexi drops to her knees in the kitchen at 2 a.m., Brooke pulls back the shower curtain, and Riley closes his bedroom door with a look that says she's been waiting. They're not competing for him—they're sharing him. From breakfast interruptions to evening group sessions, Jake discovers what it means to be the center of a harem where three beautiful women have decided he's theirs and pleasure is the shared currency.


Farm Girl Harem
Available on Amazon
Burned out from corporate life, Alex takes a summer farmhand job in rural Vermont. The farm is run by two best friends in their twenties and their experienced mentor, all starved for male attention after years of isolation. Within days, the youngest visits his barn apartment. By week's end, her business partner makes her own proposition. Their mentor shows the younger women how it's really done. Alex discovers what it means to be shared by three women with insatiable appetites and no jealousy.


Island Yoga Retreat Harem
Available on Amazon
Tyler books a private island off Belize to recover from a messy breakup. When he arrives, three women are already there—a yoga instructor and two students who've sworn off sex for their discipline retreat. Both parties are stranded together for ten days with no way to contact the outside world. In the tropical heat, vows dissolve one by one. The corporate lawyer cracks first. The playful social media manager rationalizes every boundary. Even the composed instructor can't resist forever. By the end of the retreat, Tyler discovers what happens when three women who swore off men decide he's worth breaking their promises.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Office
Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort's free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island's sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?



About the Author
⚜ ⚜ ⚜


I'm Evelyn Wild. I recently crashed out of a soul-crushing office job and I'm trying my hand at writing. I've always been an avid reader, and I wanted to see if I could write about some of the things that really get my imagination going.
My stories explore themes of power dynamics, freedom, and the thrill of letting go. I'm fascinated by situations where the usual rules don't apply, and deeper instincts take over. I'm interested in exploring the intense, and sometimes challenging aspects of relationships, because that's what interests me.
This is new territory for me. I'm exploring my own interests, pushing my creative boundaries, and sharing it all with you. It's a journey of self-discovery, fuelled by a desire to break free from expectations. Maybe my stories will help you break free, too.
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