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Chapter 1: Watch Your Back

Emma Hartley was a vision of untamed fire in the heart of Sydney's glittering elite. At thirty-four, her fiery red hair fell in wild waves down her back, framing a face dusted with freckles that danced across her sun-kissed skin like stars scattered by a lover's breath. Her body was a masterpiece of curves—full breasts that strained against the silk of her nightgown, hips that swayed with a natural rhythm born from years of striding confidently through high-stakes real estate deals, and legs toned from endless walks along Bondi Beach, where heads turned and whispers followed her like shadows.

She had emerald eyes that sparkled with intelligence and a hidden hunger, lips plump and often bitten in moments of frustration, hinting at the passions she kept locked away. Emma was the kind of woman who commanded rooms, selling waterfront mansions to millionaires with a smile that promised more than just a view—but lately, that promise felt unfulfilled, her desires simmering beneath a facade of domestic bliss.

Her husband, Liam Hartley, was the rugged counterpart to her flame. Thirty-six, with a chiseled jaw shadowed by perpetual stubble, his broad shoulders spoke of hours spent surfing the wild waves off Cronulla, muscles rippling under tanned skin marked by a tattoo of the Southern Cross on his left bicep—a symbol of his unyielding Aussie pride. His dark hair was cropped short, eyes a stormy gray that could pierce through lies in interrogation rooms, and hands calloused from gripping steering wheels during high-speed chases through the city's underbelly.

As a detective in the New South Wales Police Force, specializing in organized crime, Liam exuded an aura of quiet danger, his body lean and powerful, the kind that made women fantasize about being pinned against a wall. Yet, his touch had grown routine, his absences leaving Emma's skin aching for the heat they once shared.

The Sydney skyline stretched out before them like a lover's body, undulating under the cloak of night. The iconic Opera House gleamed in the distance, its white sails curving seductively against the inky harbor waters, illuminated by a thousand city lights that twinkled like beads of sweat on fevered skin. Emma stood at the expansive windows of their Darling Point apartment, the glass cool against her palms as she pressed them there, her breath fogging the pane in shallow rhythms.

The air inside was thick, scented with the faint remnants of eucalyptus from the diffuser on the mantel—a nod to their shared love of the Blue Mountains—and the salty tang drifting in from the cracked balcony door. Below, ferries glided across the harbor, their wakes rippling like fingers tracing slow paths over bare thighs, while distant laughter from pubs in The Rocks carried on the breeze, mocking her solitude.

Lately, Liam's late nights had become more frequent, his explanations shorter and more guarded. He spoke vaguely of pressure mounting at the Sydney docks, of whispers about a major shipment tied to the city's organized crime syndicates—something sensitive enough that even the details he shared over hurried dinners carried an edge of tension.

Emma had noticed the way his jaw tightened when his phone buzzed after dark, the way he stepped onto the balcony to take certain calls, voice low and clipped. She told herself it was just the job, the unavoidable weight of chasing shadows in a city that never truly slept, but the growing distance between them felt heavier with each unexplained absence.

He would come home smelling faintly of salt air and diesel, his eyes shadowed in a way that spoke of more than exhaustion. Once or twice she had caught him staring out at the harbor lights with an expression she couldn't quite read—part determination, part something darker, more personal. It unsettled her, yet it also stirred something restless inside, the knowledge that the man she loved walked lines most people never saw.

She wore a thin silk nightgown, midnight blue, that clung to her curves like a second skin, the fabric whispering against her as she shifted her weight. The hem grazed her mid-thighs, teasing the air with glimpses of her smooth, freckled legs. Emma's nipples hardened slightly against the cool silk, not from the chill, but from the restless heat building inside her—a slow, insistent throb that started in her core and radiated outward, making her aware of every inch of her body. She sipped her Chardonnay slowly, the wine's crisp bite sliding down her throat, warming her belly like a forbidden kiss. Liam was out again, buried in another all-nighter, his job pulling him into the neon-lit shadows of Kings Cross where danger lurked in alleyways and desires were bought and sold.

Their marriage, once a blaze of passion ignited on that fateful day at Bondi when he'd pulled her from a rogue wave and claimed her lips right there on the sand, now felt like embers cooling under neglect. Barbecues with mates, lazy Sundays nursing hangovers from the local pub—it all looked perfect from the outside, but inside, Emma craved more. She craved the kind of touch that made her gasp, that left her slick and trembling.

Wandering into Liam's home office, her bare feet padding softly on the polished hardwood floors, Emma felt a pull she couldn't ignore. The room was his domain: stacks of case files piled on the desk like secrets waiting to be uncovered, the air heavy with his scent—sandalwood aftershave mixed with the faint musk of his skin after a long day. It made her thighs clench involuntarily, remembering how that scent used to cling to her after he'd taken her roughly on this very desk, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust deep, filling her until she shattered. But that was months ago.

Now, the laptop sat open, its screen saver cycling through photos of their honeymoon in the Whitsundays—her in a bikini, laughing as he chased her into the turquoise waves, his body glistening with water, muscles flexing in a way that even now made her pulse quicken. Liam must have been working on something before he left, because the lid hadn’t been closed properly; the screen had simply dimmed into its idle glow.

Curiosity, laced with a hint of arousal from the memories, drew her closer. She shouldn't look; trust was sacred, wasn't it? But the wine buzzed in her veins, loosening inhibitions, and her fingers—nails painted a deep crimson—hovered over the trackpad.  When she brushed it lightly, the screen brightened, the screensaver fading away to reveal his email inbox. Most were mundane: updates from the force, spam about surf gear. But one caught her eye, unmarked, its subject line blank.

The message was cryptic: "Phantom's shipment docks at dawn. Force compromised. Watch your back." Sender: a jumble of numbers, anonymous. Emma's breath caught, her heart pounding in a rhythm that echoed between her legs, a sudden rush of adrenaline mixing with the latent heat there. Corruption in the police? Smuggling artifacts through the ports? Liam had mentioned cases like that in passing, his voice low and tense over dinner, but never details. This felt dangerous, illicit—like peeking into a world where rules didn't apply, where desires could run wild.

Her pulse thundered as curiosity clawed at her, sharp and insistent. Unease twisted in her stomach at the thought of corruption so close to him, the idea that someone—or something—had compromised the very force he served. Yet beneath it all surged a dark, electric thrill: the possibility that Liam himself might be tangled in something perilous, his strong body moving through shadows she could only imagine. The danger only sharpened her awareness of him, made her crave the raw intensity he once brought to their bed.

She leaned in, her breasts pressing against the edge of the desk, the silk of her gown sliding up slightly to expose more of her thigh. The blue glow from the screen illuminated her freckles, casting shadows that accentuated the swell of her cleavage. Her mind raced: What if Liam was involved? The thought sent a shiver through her, not just fear, but a twisted thrill—the idea of him in danger, his strong body navigating dark dealings, made her imagine him coming home, adrenaline-fueled, taking her with that raw intensity he used to have. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling a subtle dampness building, her body responding to the forbidden intrigue. Inch by inch, she scrolled, but there was nothing more—just that one message, hanging like a promise of chaos.

The front door clicked open, and Emma's pulse spiked, a flush creeping up her neck. With a swift, guilty flick of her finger, she minimized the email window, the screen returning to the screensaver just as Liam's footsteps approached. He appeared in the doorway, his broad frame filling the space, shirt unbuttoned at the collar to reveal the top of his tattoo, pants hugging his powerful thighs. Exhaustion etched his chiseled features, but his gray eyes lit up at the sight of her, raking over her form in the nightgown with a hunger that stirred something deep within. "Em? Still up, love?" His voice was a low rumble, thick with fatigue, but laced with that Melbourne-tinged accent that always made her knees weak.

She turned, forcing a sultry smile, her hips swaying as she crossed to him. "Couldn't sleep without you here," she purred, her voice husky, the lie slipping out as she pressed against him. His arms wrapped around her, strong and encompassing, his hands sliding down her back to rest just above the curve of her ass. The heat of him seeped through the thin silk, making her nipples peak harder, brushing against his chest.

He smelled of the night—smoke from the streets, a hint of bourbon from a quick pub stop, and that underlying musk that was purely Liam. Emma tilted her head up, her lips parting as he leaned down, their kiss starting slow, exploratory. His mouth claimed hers gently at first, tongue teasing the seam of her lips until she opened, a soft moan escaping as he deepened it. She felt his cock twitch against her belly through his pants, semi-hard from the mere proximity, and it sent a wave of need through her, her core throbbing with anticipation.

But he pulled back too soon, his breath ragged. "Bloody long night," he murmured, his fingers lingering on her hip, squeezing just enough to make her gasp inwardly. "Got an early start tomorrow." Disappointment flooded her, mixing with the earlier intrigue, her body left humming, unsatisfied. As they moved to the bedroom, the king-sized bed overlooking the city skyline beckoning like an unfulfilled promise, Emma undressed slowly, letting the nightgown pool at her feet, her naked body exposed to the cool air. Liam's eyes darkened with desire as he stripped, his cock swelling visibly, thick and veined, but he slid under the covers with a sigh, pulling her close spoon-style, his hardness pressing against her ass teasingly.

She wiggled back against him, feeling the heat of his length nestle between her cheeks, her wetness growing as she imagined grinding until he couldn't resist. "Liam..." she whispered, her hand reaching back to stroke his thigh, nails grazing lightly. He groaned, his hand cupping her breast, thumb circling her nipple slowly, building the tension, but then he kissed her shoulder. "Tomorrow, love. Promise." His breathing evened out into sleep, leaving her wide awake, body aching, the email's words whispering in her mind like a lover's secret touch.

As dawn's first light crept over the Harbour Bridge, painting the water in hues of pink and gold, Emma lay there, her fingers drifting down her belly, hovering just above her mound. The mysterious message about the docks and the Phantom's shipment tangled in her thoughts with the sharp ache of her unmet desire—fear and curiosity twisting together in ways she couldn't quite untangle. If the warning was real, Liam could be walking straight into something dangerous. The thought tightened her chest, a flicker of cold worry cutting through the warmth of the sheets.

Yet beneath that worry lingered something darker, more electric. The idea of him moving through those shadowed streets, chasing criminals through the docks while danger circled close, stirred the same restless heat that had been building in her all night. It made her imagine him returning home wired with adrenaline, eyes blazing, hands rough and urgent the way they used to be.

The forbidden thrill of the message and the ache of her loneliness coiled together inside her, a slow burn she couldn't ignore. What shadows was Liam chasing? And why did the unknown pull at her so strongly—half fear, half fascination—like the brush of invisible fingers along the most sensitive parts of her mind? The city outside was waking, ferries beginning their quiet crossings across the harbor, but Emma lay there suspended between worry and longing, on the edge of something she could already sense would change everything.


Chapter 2: The Client from the Shadows

The morning sun bathed Circular Quay in a golden haze, turning the harbor waters into a shimmering expanse that lapped teasingly against the stone wharves, like a lover's tongue tracing slow, deliberate paths along sensitive skin. Ferries churned the waves, their horns blaring low and throaty, echoing the deep rumble of desire that had lingered in Emma's body since the night before.

She arrived at the harborside café a few minutes early, her heart fluttering with a mix of professional poise and that unresolved ache from Liam's half-hearted embrace. Dressed in a fitted white blouse that hugged her full breasts, the top buttons undone just enough to reveal a hint of lace beneath, and a pencil skirt that clung to her curvaceous hips like a promise, Emma felt the fabric shift against her thighs with every step.

Her freckled skin glowed under the light, and she could feel the subtle dampness building between her legs already—not from the humidity, but from the anticipation of the unknown, the cryptic email still whispering filthy possibilities in her mind.

She chose a table outside, overlooking the Opera House, its sails curving erotically against the sky, white and smooth like the swell of bare hips arching in ecstasy. The air was alive with the scent of fresh coffee, salted sea breeze, and the faint musk of bodies in motion—tourists milling about, their laughter a distant hum that only heightened her isolation.

Emma crossed her legs, feeling the silk of her stockings brush softly together as she shifted in the chair. A young couple passed along the quay just then, the man’s hand resting low on the woman’s back as he murmured something into her ear. She laughed, leaning into him, their bodies brushing in a way that felt effortless, familiar.

Emma’s gaze lingered a moment longer than she intended, a faint ache stirring low in her chest.

The easy intimacy stirred something restless inside her, a quiet reminder of how long it had been since Liam had looked at her like that—hungry, distracted by nothing but her.

She adjusted her tablet, reviewing the penthouse listings, trying to refocus on the meeting. But her mind drifted briefly to the night before: the warmth of Liam’s body pressed against her, the promise in the hard line of him that had never quite been fulfilled, leaving her body humming with unfinished tension.

God, I need something, she thought, her fingers tightening slightly around the edge of the tablet. Something to make me feel alive again.

That was when he appeared—a tall, handsome bloke striding toward her like a predator emerging from the shifting currents of the Quay’s bustling crowd.

He was a striking contrast to Liam's rugged surfer build: lean and wiry, thirty-five perhaps, with a body sculpted from relentless rock climbing in the Blue Mountains, muscles taut and defined under a crisp linen shirt rolled up to his elbows, revealing intricate tattoos that snaked like vines up his forearms—waves crashing into ancient symbols, inked in deep blues and blacks that begged to be traced with fingertips... or tongues.

His jawline was sharply cut, the kind that caught the light when he turned his head, giving his entire face a dangerous, sculpted intensity.

His piercing blue eyes locked onto hers from afar, sharp as sapphire blades, framed by tousled dark hair that fell just messily enough to suggest he'd run his hands through it in frustration—or passion.

A devilish grin played on his lips, full and inviting, with a hint of stubble that promised delicious friction against inner thighs. His Melbourne accent, when he spoke, was thick and gravelly, like rough hands gripping silk sheets.

Jax moved with a confident swagger, his jeans fitting snugly over powerful legs and a bulge that hinted at what lay beneath—thick, promising, the kind of size that could make a woman gasp and clench in anticipation.

"G'day, Ms. Hartley," he drawled, extending a hand as he reached the table, his voice wrapping around her name like a slow caress. "Jax Harlan. You're even more stunning in person than your profile pic suggests."

His palm met hers, warm and slightly calloused from gripping cliffs,  sending an electric jolt up her arm that settled somewhere low in her stomach, leaving a faint warmth she couldn't quite ignore.

She held the shake a beat too long, feeling the subtle pulse of his veins against her skin,  wondering briefly how those same hands might feel lingering on her skin a little longer than polite conversation allowed.  "Emma, please," she replied, her voice breathy, laced with that Sydney twang softened by desire. "And thank you. You're not so bad yourself—quite the entrance."

She gestured to the chair opposite, watching as he sat, his legs spreading slightly, the fabric of his jeans stretching over his thighs. His gaze flicked up briefly, catching her watching, and the corner of his mouth lifted slightly as if he had noticed.  Up close, his cologne hit her—sandalwood mixed with something wilder, like pine from the mountains, intoxicating, making her inhale deeply as if to taste him. Her eyes flicked to his tattooed arms, wondering how they'd feel pinning her down, his body hovering over hers, sweat-slicked and thrusting.

They ordered—flat whites for both, his with a dash of mischief as he teased the barista, making Emma's cheeks flush with a warmth that spread downward.

As the coffees arrived, steaming and aromatic, Jax leaned forward, elbows on the table, his blue eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her shift in her seat, her skirt riding up slightly to expose more of her stocking-clad thigh.

"So, tell me about this penthouse," he said, his grin widening. "Waterfront gem, yeah? Views that'll make a bloke forget his troubles."

But his gaze dipped momentarily to her cleavage, lingering on the freckles scattered there, as if imagining connecting them with kisses, slow and wet.

Emma swallowed, her throat suddenly dry despite the flat white in front of her. Her nipples tightened harder against the lace, a traitorous throb starting low in her belly. Those eyes—fuck, they’re undressing me right here in broad daylight. Get it together, Emma. Concentrate. What’s wrong with you?

Jax leaned back slightly in his chair, one eyebrow lifting as he caught the brief flicker of hesitation across her face.

“So,” he said with a faint grin, his blue eyes still fixed on her, “go on. I’m all ears… and eyes.”

Emma cleared her throat, forcing a professional smile as she straightened her tablet. She launched into the pitch, voice steady but a little huskier than usual: “It’s an absolute gem—expansive balcony with uninterrupted views over the Harbour Bridge, perfect for morning coffee or late-night drinks. The master suite is huge, king bed, walk-in robes… very private.” She paused, the words catching slightly as her mind flashed to tangled sheets and breathless moans. “And the jacuzzi on the terrace—private, secluded. Bubbles for… unwinding after a long day.”

She met his gaze again, heat creeping up her neck. He was watching her mouth now, like he could hear every unspoken implication.

As she spoke, Jax nodded, his fingers tracing the rim of his cup slowly, deliberately—circling, stroking, the motion so blatantly mimetic of a caress that her breath hitched. She imagined those same calloused fingertips on her skin, gliding over sensitive folds, teasing the entrance without pushing in, drawing out the ache until she squirmed.

"And the privacy?" he asked, his accent thickening, voice dropping to a low rumble that vibrated through the table. "A man like me values discretion—art dealing can get... complicated."

His knee brushed hers under the table, accidental at first, but he didn't pull away, the contact sending heat radiating up her leg, straight to her core.

Emma's breath hitched again, her inner walls clenching involuntarily, a fresh wave of arousal making her slicker, making her shift slightly in her chair.

Christ, that touch—innocent, but it's making me throb. Liam's never looked at me like this in public, like he wants to bend me over right now.

She uncrossed her legs, then recrossed them, the friction against her clit sending a shiver through her.

"Absolute privacy," she assured, leaning in closer, her breasts pressing against the table's edge, accentuating their fullness. "High security, tinted windows—no one sees in, but you see everything out."

Her words hung heavy, laced with double meaning, and Jax's eyes darkened, his tongue darting out to wet his lips slowly, as if savoring the taste of her implication.

Conversation flowed like the harbor tides—slow at first, building momentum.

He shared snippets of his world: sourcing rare artifacts from dusty ports, the thrill of outbidding rivals in hidden auctions, his climbs in the Blue Mountains where the adrenaline rush left him hard and aching for release.

"Nothing like hanging off a cliff, heart pounding, body pushed to the edge," he murmured, his foot now deliberately nudging hers, the pressure firm, insistent.

Emma's mind flooded with images—him suspended, muscles straining, sweat dripping down his tattooed chest, then coming down to claim a woman like her, rough and unrelenting.
I bet he's huge, veined, the kind that makes a woman forget why she entered the room in the first place.

“Emma?” Jax’s voice cut gently through her thoughts, amused. “You still with me?”

She blinked, realizing she’d been staring at him a second too long. A faint smile tugged at his mouth, like he’d noticed exactly where her mind had wandered.

“Sorry,” she said quickly, straightening slightly in her chair. “Just picturing the kind of adrenaline rush you’re talking about.”

She countered with her own stories: closing deals on multimillion-dollar properties, the rush of negotiation that left her flushed and empowered, but always returning to an empty bed.

"My husband works odd hours," she said lightly. "Comes with the territory,"she admitted, her voice softening, vulnerability slipping in. Jax's hand reached across, brushing her fingers as he "accidentally" adjusted the sugar bowl, his touch lingering, thumb stroking her knuckle in a way that made her gasp inwardly.

"That must make the place pretty quiet at night." he said, eyes locking on hers. "A woman like you deserves someone who appreciates every curve, every freckle."

His words dripped with innuendo, and Emma felt her clit pulse, imagining his mouth on those freckles, sucking, nipping, while his fingers delved deep inside her.

The meeting stretched, the sun climbing higher, warming their skin until beads of sweat formed on Jax's neck, trickling down into his collar.

Emma watched one drop disappear, suddenly aware of the slow path the drop traced down his neck. They stood to leave, agreeing to view the property soon, but as they walked toward the ferry terminal, his hand grazed the small of her back—guiding, possessive—the heat of his palm searing through her blouse.

"Until next time, Emma," he whispered, close enough that his breath fanned her ear, sending goosebumps racing down her arms, her nipples aching for attention.

She nodded, body humming, as he vanished into the crowd, leaving her standing there, thighs pressed together to quell the throbbing need.

That afternoon, back in her office overlooking the Quay, Emma couldn't focus.

Her hand slipped under her desk, fingers hovering over her skirt, aware of the restless energy the meeting had left in her. But she resisted, let it build.

The email from Jax arrived later:

"Coffee was enlightening. Let's make that viewing memorable."

Her core clenched at the words, guilt mixing with horniness—Liam's face flashing in her mind, but so did Jax's grin.

As evening fell, the harbor lights flickering like teasing flames, Emma wondered:

Was this just business, or the start of something that would leave her drenched, addicted, and utterly undone?

The harbor lights flickered across the darkening water, and Emma couldn’t shake the feeling that the man who’d walked into her morning had come from somewhere far deeper than a simple property inquiry.


Chapter 3: Cracks in the Façade

The relentless Australian sun beat down on Bondi Beach like a possessive lover's gaze, turning the golden sand into a scorching blanket that radiated heat upward, making the air shimmer with waves of distortion. Emma's running shoes pounded against the coastal path, each step a rhythmic thud that echoed the frantic beat of her heart, the rubber soles gripping the uneven concrete flecked with salt crystals and stray grains of sand that crunched faintly underfoot.

Sweat beaded on her forehead almost immediately, tiny droplets forming like dew on her freckled skin, trickling down her temples in slow, meandering paths that tickled and itched, cooling slightly in the ocean breeze before evaporating into a salty residue. Her sports bra clung to her full breasts, the damp fabric chafing her hardened nipples with every bounce, sending jolts of unwelcome arousal through her chest—sharp, insistent pinpricks that made her bite her lower lip, tasting the faint metallic tang of her own sweat mixed with the cherry lip balm she'd applied that morning.

The waves crashed below with a thunderous roar, white foam exploding against the rocks in sprays that misted the air, carrying the briny scent of the sea—sharp, invigorating, like the musk of a man's arousal after a long tease. Seagulls screeched overhead, their cries piercing the humid air, while the distant laughter of surfers slicing through the swells added a human undercurrent, voices muffled by the wind but laced with that carefree Aussie drawl.

Emma's ponytail swung heavily behind her, damp strands sticking to the nape of her neck, where sweat pooled in the hollow, warm and slick, sliding down her spine in a lazy rivulet that soaked into the waistband of her tight running shorts. The shorts rode up with each stride, the seam pressing firmly against her pussy lips, rubbing the sensitive flesh through her thin cotton panties, creating a friction that built heat, making her clit swell subtly, throbbing in time with her pulse Fuck, why am I so horny already? she thought. Focus, Emma—it's just a run.

Her thighs brushed together, slick with sweat, the skin smooth and warm, contrasting with the cool gusts off the ocean that raised goosebumps on her arms, her freckles standing out like erotic constellations against the flush creeping up her chest. She pushed harder, lungs burning with each inhale of salt-laden air, the taste of it coating her tongue like a forbidden kiss—brackish, alive, reminding her of Liam's cum from those rare nights when he'd pin her down and fill her mouth. But Liam was gone again, his absences leaving her body starving, her pussy clenching emptily as she ran, a faint wetness seeping into her panties, warm and sticky, the scent of her arousal faint but detectable if she shifted just right.

Thoughts of Jax intruded unbidden—his piercing blue eyes from the café, the way they had lingered on her just a little too long, like he was cataloguing every curve of her body for later. No, stop, she chastised herself, guilt twisting in her gut like a knot. But the effort only made the memory sharper: that crooked grin, the dark ink winding along his forearms, the low, husky edge in his voice when he spoke her name.

Liam’s the one I love, she reminded herself.

But the thought of Jax still stirred something reckless in her chest—dangerous, unwanted, and impossible to ignore.

The path curved, leading her past sunbathers sprawled on towels, bodies oiled and glistening, the smell of coconut sunscreen mingling with the sea's brine, sweet and tropical, making her mouth water involuntarily. A group of blokes in board shorts eyed her as she passed, their gazes lingering on her bouncing tits and swaying hips, and she felt a thrill—dirty, empowering—her pussy lips swelling further, rubbing wetly against each other with each step.

Sweat dripped between her breasts now, pooling in her cleavage, warm and slippery, and she imagined Jax's tongue lapping it up, slow and deliberate, his stubble scraping her skin as he sucked her nipples until they throbbed red and raw. God, I'm such a slut for thinking this, her inner voice whispered, raw emotion surging—guilt for betraying Liam in her mind, lust for the forbidden rush that made her clit buzz like it was on fire. She slowed to a walk near the end of the path, breath coming in heavy pants, her chest heaving, nipples so erect they poked visibly through the bra, drawing a whistle from a passerby that made her flush deeper, heat pooling low in her belly.

Back at the apartment, the cool blast of air conditioning hit her like a shock, raising fresh goosebumps on her sweat-damp skin as she kicked off her shoes, the hardwood floor cold and smooth under her bare feet, toes curling against the chill. The harbor view mocked her from the windows, the water sparkling under the midday sun like a thousand diamonds winking teasingly, the distant hum of ferries a low vibration that resonated in her core.

She peeled off her socks first, the fabric sticking to her arches with sweat, releasing a faint musky odor—earthy, feminine—that mixed with the eucalyptus from the living room diffuser. Her body felt alive, buzzing, every nerve ending heightened from the run.

Heading to the shower, she stripped slowly, savoring the drag of fabric over skin—first the sports bra, lifting it over her head, her breasts tumbling free, heavy and full, nipples puckering in the cool air, dark pink and begging for touch. She cupped them briefly, thumbs brushing the tips, sending sparks straight to her clit, a soft gasp escaping her lips as a fresh gush of wetness slicked her inner thighs.

The shorts came next, shimmying them down her hips inch by inch, the waistband dragging over her ass cheeks, exposing the damp patch on her panties—dark with arousal, the cotton clinging transparently to her swollen pussy lips, outlining every fold. She hooked her thumbs into the panties, peeling them away slowly, strings of her slickness stretching from the fabric to her skin, clear and viscous, breaking with a faint wet snap that made her shiver.

Naked now, she stepped under the shower spray. The water started cool but warmed gradually, cascading over her—hot rivulets tracing her freckles, pooling in her navel before spilling downward, teasing her mound. Steam rose, fogging the glass, scented with lavender body wash, floral and heady. She lathered up, fingers gliding soapily over her breasts, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her nipples until they ached deliciously.

Her mind flashed to Jax's calloused hands on her breasts—rough, commanding, squeezing the soft flesh until her nipples peaked hard under his thumbs. Then Liam's face cut in: Liam should be here, fucking me against this tile, she thought, guilt stabbing sharp. Liam, take me right now. She visualized her husband’s cock—thick, familiar, sliding into her with that steady rhythm they used to have—filling her, grounding her. But the ache wouldn’t wait.

She spread her legs wider,, angling the showerhead so the warm water pulsed directly against her clit like a gentle, insistent tongue. The pressure built agonizingly slowly, each rhythmic throb sending sparks up her spine. Her hips bucked faintly, involuntarily, chasing the sensation. A soft moan slipped out, swallowed by the steam. Arousal dripped down her inner thighs, warm and slick, mixing with the suds sliding over her skin.

The phone buzzed on the counter mid-shower, vibrating against the marble with an unrelenting hum that echoed her body's throb. She rinsed quickly, water sluicing off her curves in sheets, leaving her skin pink and flushed, nipples still erect from the stimulation. Wrapping a towel around herself—soft terry cloth rubbing her sensitive spots, making her hiss—she grabbed the phone.

Liam's name flashed, and her heart twisted.

"Hey, love," his voice came through, strained and gravelly, the background noise of the station—clacking keyboards, muffled shouts—filtering in. "Sorry, another late one tonight. Got a lead in Kings Cross—could be big."

Emma leaned against the sink, the cool porcelain pressing into her ass through the towel, contrasting the lingering heat between her legs. “Again?" she replied, her voice husky from the run and the unmet need, a hint of whine creeping in.

He sounded so tired, worn thin by whatever shadows he chased tonight. Fuck, I need him—his cock deep inside me, making me forget everything. But the words from that anonymous email flashed unbidden: Phantom's shipment docks at dawn. Force compromised. Watch your back. Her stomach twisted. Should I tell him? Right now, while he's out there?

The thought made her throat tighten—fear cutting through the ache. What if it worried him more? What if he shut down, pulled away further? She swallowed it back. "Be safe out there, yeah? Miss you already."

"Miss you too, Em. Love ya."

The line went dead, abrupt, leaving silence that amplified the drip of water from the showerhead, each plop like a tease on her nerves. Guilt flooded her—He's out risking his life, and here I am, pussy dripping from thoughts of another man—but it twisted into lust, her towel slipping slightly, exposing one breast, the air kissing her wet skin.

Boredom and frustration drove her back to Liam's office, the room still scented with his aftershave, making her thighs clench. The laptop beckoned, and she opened it, fingers trembling as she checked the inbox—the email gone, deleted, but the words burned in her memory like a brand.

A quick search on her phone for "The Phantom" yielded nothing but ghost tales, frustrating her further, her free hand absentmindedly tracing her thigh, nails scraping lightly, raising chills.

Dressing for the afternoon showing, she slipped into a fresh pair of lace panties before pulling on a sundress—light cotton that fluttered against her legs, the hem brushing her knees teasingly, no bra underneath so her nipples grazed the fabric with every move, keeping her on edge.

Jax's email pinged in:

"Fancy another coffee? Discuss the penthouse—and perhaps more. J."

Her pulse raced, fingers hovering over reply, guilt warring with excitement. Innocent, right? Just business.

She typed back: "Sure, where?"

His response was instant:

"That tucked-away joint in The Rocks. 3 PM."

The cobblestone streets of The Rocks whispered under her heels, uneven stones clicking with each step, the historic buildings looming like silent witnesses, their weathered bricks warm from the sun, scented with the faint aroma of nearby bakeries—fresh bread and coffee mingling with the harbor's salt.

Jax was already there, lounging at a corner table in faded jeans that hugged his climber's thighs, the denim stretched taut over his bulge, a casual T-shirt clinging to his lean torso, tattoos peeking at the sleeves. His blue eyes lit up as she approached, raking over her dress, lingering on her braless breasts where her nipples poked faintly.

"You look stunning, Emma," he said, no bullshit, his voice low and rough, standing to pull out her chair, his hand brushing her arm—warm, electric, callouses grazing her skin like a promise of rough pleasure.

"Thanks," she murmured, sitting, her dress riding up slightly, thighs pressing together to hide the fresh slickness.

They ordered lattes, the steam rising hot and milky, scenting the air with rich espresso as they sipped, foam clinging to his upper lip that he licked away slowly, his tongue darting out in a way that made her imagine it on her clit.

Talk had turned intimate—his stories of dusty ports, rare artifacts hunted in shadowed corners, the rush of close calls that left the blood singing.

"And you strike me as someone who secretly enjoys being up to no good... when nobody's watching," he said, voice low, eyes locking on hers with quiet intensity. His knee nudged hers under the table again, firmer this time, deliberate, heat bleeding through the fabric.

Her breath snagged. A fresh pulse throbbed low between her legs.

“Maybe," she winked, the word light and teasing, a small rebellion. Her foot slid tentatively along his calf, testing, while guilt shrieked Liam in the back of her mind—though the sound was already fading under the louder roar of want.

"Liam must be a lucky bloke," he added, tone edged with challenge, his hand reaching to tuck a stray red strand behind her ear, fingers lingering on her neck, thumb stroking her pulse point softly, building tension like a coil winding tighter.

She laughed, but it came out breathy, almost a sigh.
"He's... busy," she murmured, eyes flicking down to where his knee still pressed against hers.

As they walked out, under the Harbour Bridge's massive shadow, steel arches groaning faintly in the wind like a low, secret moan, his hand brushed hers—deliberate now, fingers sliding between hers for one heart-stopping second.

Sparks shot up her arm, straight to her core; fresh wetness seared through her, soaking her already-drenched panties further. Jax’s presence alone—his warmth, his scent, the memory of every denied ache all day—kept her body humming, slick and ready, thighs clenching instinctively with each step.

“Tell me, Emma,” he whispered, breath hot against her ear, “do you ever feel trapped? Like you need to break free... just for a moment?”

His words sank into her like molten honey poured over bare skin, slow and deliberate, stirring the deep, neglected ache she’d tried to smother beneath years of routine and restraint.

She tilted her head just enough that her cheek grazed the rough shadow of his stubble, voice dropping to a husky murmur edged with a smile she could no longer hide.

“Don’t we all?” she breathed. “But some of us keep it under control.”

Jax’s eyes darkened to midnight, pupils blown wide with amusement and hunger. A slow, wicked smile unfurled across his mouth, revealing the faintest flash of teeth. 

“I have a hard time doing so,” he answered, voice gravel-rough and dripping with intent, his gaze sliding to her parted lips before rising again to pin her in place. “Especially when someone is as strikingly appealing as you.”

The double entendre landed like a caress between her thighs—his “hard time” a quiet, filthy promise wrapped in charm. He eased back just far enough to give her air, but the heat of his knee still burned against hers, the sun sinking lower over the harbor and painting the café in molten gold that felt like foreplay.

That evening, alone in the kitchen, she stood over the stove stirring fat king prawns in a pan of sizzling garlic oil, the rich, briny perfume laced with sharp chili and bright lemon. The oil spat and hissed, steam rising in lazy curls that clung to her skin. Her phone buzzed sharply on the counter beside the cutting board.

Unknown number:

“Stop digging, or the Phantom finds you.”

Ice speared through her chest. Her fingers shook around the wooden spoon, forgotten mid-stir as she stared at the glowing words. Liam, shielding her from the darkness he lived in? Jax, luring her closer with a dangerous game? Or someone else—someone already watching, already too near?

Fear coiled tight and vicious, but beneath it something darker uncoiled—hot, slick, wrong. Her pulse slammed heavy and low in her belly. She clenched her thighs together and a soft, involuntary whimper escaped when the pressure sent a fresh gush of wetness soaking her panties. The danger stripped every sense raw: the pop of oil in the pan, the faint lavender still clinging to her damp hair from the shower earlier, the brutal, clawing need to be filled, fucked, ruined until the fear dissolved in sweat and release.

She had been pent up all day, the tension winding tighter with every heartbeat. Earlier that afternoon in the shower she had finally surrendered—fingers sliding between her legs, mind drifting first to Jax, the rough drag of his calloused hands over her freckled skin, his low voice rumbling filthy promises against her throat.

But then the fantasy had shifted, as it always did, back to Liam—his broad, familiar body crowding her against the cool tile wall, strong hands clamping her hips, cock driving deep and relentless while hot water sluiced over them both. She had pictured his stormy gray eyes burning into hers, his stubble scraping her neck, his thrusts hard and claiming, the way they used to be before late nights and distance leached the fire from their bed.

She had been so close—breath fracturing, body arching into the spray and her own frantic fingers—when Liam’s actual call had sliced through the moment like cold steel. She had answered, voice thin and trembling, faking calm while the ache between her thighs pulsed in furious, unfinished rage.

Now that same denied need roared back—sharper, angrier, unbearable. The threat only twisted the blade deeper.

Fuck, she thought, knuckles whitening on the counter. I need to finish this or it will make me crazy.

With a shaking hand she reached over and twisted the knob on the stove. The flame died with a soft whoosh; the prawns hissed once more, then fell silent in the cooling oil, abandoned like the dinner she no longer cared about. The kitchen was suddenly too quiet except for the low drone of the fridge and the wet rasp of her own breathing.

She dragged her skirt up her thighs, fingers trembling as they pushed beneath the soaked cotton of her panties. The fabric clung obscenely to her swollen folds; the first brush against her clit made her knees buckle and a broken gasp tear from her throat. She was drenched, slippery, aching—every nerve screaming after hours of denial.

She started slow, teasing circles around her clit with feather-light pressure, then faster, harder. Two fingers plunged inside her slick heat, curling to stroke that swollen, sensitive spot that made her vision blur. Her other hand braced against the counter, nails gouging the wood as her hips bucked forward in helpless rhythm. The wet, filthy sounds of her fingers working filled the room—loud, shameless, echoing off the tiles.

Her mind locked on Jax. Not Liam.

Jax’s tattooed forearms flexing as he pinned her to this very counter, his gravelly Melbourne drawl splintering into rough curses as he thrust deep, stretching her wide, filling her completely. She saw his piercing blue eyes go black with lust, felt the scrape of his stubble on the tender skin of her inner thighs as he dropped to his knees, tongue lashing her clit in long, greedy strokes before plunging inside her, tasting every drop of her arousal.

She pictured his thick, gorgeous cock—veiny, heavy, flushed dark and rigid—nudging at her entrance, then sliding in slow and deep, stretching her open until she was stuffed full, her walls fluttering and gripping him tight, desperate for every inch. She imagined him gripping her ass, hoisting her onto the counter, spreading her wide and pounding hard, the whole counter trembling beneath them with each brutal thrust. His mouth found her neck, biting, sucking, claiming—then he shuddered against her, face buried in the crook of her throat, voice splintering into rough, hoarse, surrendering moans. She imagined his voice breaking for her as his release gushed into her. 

“Emma… fuck, Emma…”

“Oh fuck!” she moaned, her fingers drove faster, three now, stretching herself, thumb grinding merciless circles over her clit. Breaths came in short, frantic pants; thighs shook violently. Sweat beaded on her lower back, trickling down the curve of her spine. The coil in her core drew impossibly tight—then exploded.

The orgasm ripped through her like lightning, her pussy spasming hard around her fingers, pleasure crashing in brutal, shuddering waves that buckled her knees. Juices gushed over her hand, dripping in hot, sticky trails down her inner thighs and onto the floor.

“Oh Jax…” she moaned, the name torn from her throat low and wrecked as her hips jerked wildly against her hand, body convulsing with each pulse. “Jax… fuck… yes…”

Emma sagged against the kitchen cabinets, the cool wood pressing into her spine as her legs finally gave out. She slid down slowly until she was sitting on the floor, knees drawn up slightly, skirt still bunched at her waist, panties twisted around one ankle like a forgotten restraint. Her thighs were slick, glistening in the low kitchen light, the inner muscles still fluttering with faint aftershocks.

She kept her fingers buried inside herself a moment longer, lazily curling them once, twice, milking the last lazy ripples of pleasure until even those faded to a soft, heavy hum.

Her chest rose and fell in uneven rhythm, breaths loud in the sudden quiet. Sweat had gathered at her temples and between her breasts; she could feel it cooling now, making her skin prickle. The air smelled of garlic oil, sex, and the faint lavender that still clung to her hair from the shower hours earlier.

The phone lay on the counter above her, just out of reach.

Its screen was still lit.

“Stop digging. Or the Phantom finds you.”

The words glowed cold and sharp against the dim kitchen.

Emma stared up at it for a long beat, the afterglow still buzzing under her skin. She let out a shaky, half-laughing exhale.

“Fuck…” she whispered, the word soft and raw, more relief than anything else at first.

But then the silence pressed back in.

The prawns sat cooling in the pan, oil congealing around them, the hiss long gone. The fridge hummed low in the background. Outside, the city kept moving—distant traffic, a ferry horn across the harbor—but in here everything felt suspended.

She reached up slowly, fingers still slippery, and pulled the phone down into her lap.

The message stared back at her.

Fear crept in again, quieter this time, curling around the edges of the warmth still radiating from her core. It didn’t erase the heat—it twined with it, made her nipples tighten again under the thin fabric of her top, made her thighs press together instinctively even as they trembled.

Who sent it?

Liam—trying to keep her safe, keep her out?

Jax—testing her, pulling her closer with a leash made of danger?

Or someone else entirely—someone who already knew exactly where she was standing, legs parted on the kitchen floor with another man’s name still wet on her lips?

She dragged a hand through her hair, strands sticking to her damp neck.

The release had been sharp, shattering, necessary—but it hadn’t quieted anything.

It had only made the craving louder.

For answers.

For danger.

For whoever sent it.

She exhaled again, slower this time, and let her head tip back against the cabinet door.

The glow from the phone lit the underside of her chin.

She didn’t delete the message.

She didn’t turn the screen off.

She just sat there in the half-dark, thighs still slick, heart still racing, body still humming, and let the question settle deep inside her like a second pulse.

Who had sent it?

And how close were they watching?



Chapter 4: Temptation's Edge

The luxury yacht swayed lazily in Woolloomooloo Bay like a seductive body undulating under silk sheets, the gentle lap of water against its fiberglass hull a rhythmic slap-slap that echoed the pulse throbbing between Emma's thighs as she stepped aboard. The deck gleamed under the afternoon sun, polished teak warm and smooth beneath her strappy sandals, the wood's grain textured like veins on a lover's cock, inviting her toes to curl against it for grip.

Salt air hung heavy, thick with the tang of seawater mixed with diesel fumes from nearby boats, a raw, industrial scent that clashed with the faint floral perfume she'd dabbed on her pulse points that morning—jasmine, sweet and cloying, now mingling with her own emerging musk as sweat beaded in the hollow of her throat. The harbor breeze whispered across her skin, cool fingers teasing the hem of her light linen sundress, lifting it just enough to brush her bare thighs, sending goosebumps racing upward, her pussy lips tingling from the exposure, already swollen from the morning's unresolved ache.

Emma's phone buzzed in her hand like a vibrator on low, the vibration traveling up her arm to settle in her nipples, making them stiffen against the thin cotton of her dress—no bra today, the fabric rasping deliciously over the peaks with every breath.

Jax's text glowed on the screen: "Meet me at the Finger Wharf. Urgent. Can't wait to see you." Her heart stuttered, a hot flush creeping up her chest, freckles blooming darker against the pinkening skin as guilt gnawed at her insides like teeth on sensitive flesh—Liam's out there busting his ass, and here I am, cunt dripping at a text from a stranger? Fuck, what's wrong with me?

But lust surged anyway, a warm gush of arousal seeping into her lace thong, the fabric sticking wetly to her folds, every step forward rubbing the seam against her clit like a teasing finger, building pressure so slowly she had to bite her inner cheek, tasting the coppery hint of blood to stifle a moan.

She wandered the yacht's deck for the client preview, her heels clicking hollowly on the wood, each tap echoing the drip-drip of her wetness trickling down her inner thigh—hot, sticky, cooling in the breeze to leave a slick trail that made her thighs glide sensually together.

The sun baked her shoulders, heat soaking into her red hair until it felt like flames licking her scalp, strands sticking to her damp neck where sweat pooled, salty and warm, begging to be licked clean. Below deck, the cabin air was cooler, scented with polished leather and faint citrus polish, the king-sized bed dominating the space—white sheets crisp and inviting, pillows plump like breasts waiting to be squeezed.

Emma trailed her fingers over the comforter, the soft weave dragging under her nails, imagining Jax pinning her there, his tattooed arms caging her, cock nudging her entrance inch by torturous inch. No, stop—Liam's face, his gray eyes trusting... but god, I need to be filled, stretched until I scream. Her clit throbbed harder, an insistent pulse that matched the yacht's gentle rock, her breath coming shallow, nipples aching as they brushed the dress again.

The client—a balding exec in a suit that smelled of expensive cologne, woody and overpowering—droned on about specs, his voice a monotonous buzz like a far-off vibrator, but Emma's mind fixated on Jax's text, her pussy clenching emptily, fluids pooling until she felt a drop escape her thong, sliding down her leg in a warm, viscous path that made her shiver.

She excused herself mid-tour, legs wobbling slightly as she descended to the wharf, the wooden planks creaking underfoot, splintered edges rough against her sandals' soles. The Finger Wharf stretched out like a beckoning arm, lined with upscale restaurants where clinking glasses and murmured conversations floated on the air, scents of grilled seafood—garlic butter, lemon zest—wafting teasingly, making her mouth water, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as hunger mirrored the deeper crave in her core.

Jax waited in the shadows near a piling, his lean frame leaning against the weathered wood, the scent of him hitting her first—sandalwood cologne laced with mountain pine and his own clean sweat, sharp and masculine, cutting through the harbor's brine like a knife through silk.

His blue eyes locked on her approach, darkening with hunger as they traced her body—the sway of her hips, the bounce of her braless breasts, nipples now visibly tenting the dress in the cooling shade. "Emma," he greeted, voice low and gravelly, not scripted but rough like he'd been thinking filthy thoughts too, his Melbourne accent thickening the word into something intimate, dirty.

He pushed off the piling, closing the distance slowly, each step of his boots thudding softly on the wharf, his jeans hugging his thighs, the bulge at his crotch more pronounced now, veined outline pressing against the denim as if straining toward her.

"You came," he murmured, stopping close—too close—the heat of his body radiating through the thin space between them, his breath fanning her face, warm and minty from gum he'd been chewing, a faint pop as he swallowed.

Emma's pulse hammered in her throat, her skin prickling where his gaze lingered on her freckled cleavage, sweat trickling down between her breasts now, pooling salty and warm. "What's urgent?" she asked, voice breathy, and edged with nerves, her hands fidgeting at her sides, nails digging into her palms to ground herself as her pussy spasmed, another wave of slickness coating her inner lips, the thong now sodden, chafing her swollen clit with exquisite torture.

Jax's hand rose slowly, fingers calloused from climbing brushing her arm—light at first, a feather-touch that raised hairs, then firmer, tracing up to her shoulder, the texture rough against her smooth skin, heat seeping in like branding. "I need your help, Emma," he said, eyes boring into hers, blue depths swirling with intent, his other hand gesturing vaguely toward the harbor, but his body leaned in, chest nearly brushing her tits.

The contrast hit her—his hardness against her softness, the forbidden thrill making her nipples throb, hard as pebbles, begging for his mouth. Liam's ring on my finger feels like a shackle now, heavy and cold, but fuck, Jax's touch—it's fire, making my cunt weep for more. Guilt roiled in her gut, raw and twisting like a fist, but lust overpowered it, her thighs pressing together instinctively, squeezing her clit between slick folds, a soft whimper escaping as pleasure spiked.

He led her to a quieter spot on the wharf, away from prying eyes, the wood groaning under their weight, waves slapping below in wet, rhythmic smacks that mirrored the pulse in her core.

“I wasn’t planning on saying this… but your husband’s name came up in something ugly,” Jax whispered, his face inches from hers, breath hot on her cheek, stubble close enough she could feel its prickle if she leaned in.

His hand slid to her waist, fingers splaying possessively, thumb pressing into the soft flesh just above her hipbone, heat burning through the dress.

Emma gasped, the sound soft and needy, her body arching slightly toward him, pussy clenching hard, fluids dripping steadily now, a warm trail snaking down her thigh, cooling in the air to leave sticky residue.

“Liam? No way,” she breathed, voice cracking on the lie.

He’s lying. Has to be.

Her wedding ring bit into her palm where she’d clenched her fist, the metal cold and accusing against hot skin.

His thumb circled slower—deliberate, hypnotic—each lazy stroke sending electric jolts straight to her clit, like live wire dancing under her dress.

God… his hand, right there. So fucking close. What the hell is he doing? Shit—

“Stop—what are you doing?” The words formed on her tongue, ready to spill, but they died in her throat as another rush of wetness flooded her, warm and unstoppable, snaking down the inside of her thigh in a slow, sticky trail that cooled against the harbor breeze.

Liam would never touch me like this in public… never risk it, never make me feel this exposed, this filthy.

The comparison twisted—shame and craving knotting tight—and her hips twitched forward half an inch before she caught herself.

But fuck, I want it now.

I could just… shift. One tiny grind. Press against his palm. Soak his fingers. Let him feel exactly how drenched he’s got me.

The thought slammed into her like a physical slap—cheeks blazing, another hot rush slicking her thighs—and for one dizzy, endless second she almost did it.

Almost rocked forward.
Almost pressed her soaked cunt against his waiting palm and let him feel exactly how ruined she already was.
Her hips trembled with the nearness of it.

Then every muscle locked in horror, breath snagged raw in her throat, and she stayed perfectly still—shaking, dripping, ashamed.

“Ugly? What do you mean?” Emma asked, her voice tightening despite the calm she tried to project.

Shock mixed with desire, her mind reeling—If Liam's corrupt, what does that make me, cheating in my thoughts?—but her body betrayed her, nipples straining, sweat beading on her upper lip, salty when she licked it away. Jax's eyes dropped to her mouth, his own parting slightly, tongue visible for a moment, wet and pink. "The Phantom's real, Emma. Artifacts smuggling—Liam's name's come up in my circles."

His fingers tightened on her waist, pulling her closer, their bodies almost touching, his cock's heat palpable through his jeans against her belly, hard and thick, making her imagine it splitting her open, veined length stretching her walls until she screamed. Her breath hitched, clit swelling unbearably, the guilt-lust war raging—I love Liam, his strong hands, his cum filling me... but Jax, this danger, it's addicting, making me so fucking wet I could slide right onto him here.

She pulled back a fraction, but his grip held, thumb dipping lower, brushing the curve of her ass through the dress, the fabric whispering against her skin. "You're more than this, Emma," he murmured, voice husky, not rehearsed but raw, like he was holding back from devouring her. "More than a cop's wife waiting at home, pussy untouched." The words hit like a slap, filthy and true, her core flooding with fresh arousal, thong drenched, pussy lips parting slightly under the pressure, begging for penetration.

Emotions crashed—guilt for Liam's trust, lust for Jax's dominance, tears pricking her eyes as she whispered, "Don't say that," but her hips tilted forward involuntarily, brushing his bulge, the denim rough against her dress, his hardness jumping at the contact, a low groan escaping him that vibrated through her.

The moment stretched, agonizing, his hand sliding up her side now, thumb grazing the underside of her breast, not quite touching the nipple but close enough to make it ache, throb with need, sweat trickling down her back in hot rivulets, pooling at her ass crack. Just one touch, one finger inside me—Liam would never know, but I would, the slut in me craving it.

She stepped back finally, breath ragged, body trembling, pussy pulsing emptily, fluids coating her thighs in glossy sheen. "I have to go," she muttered, voice shaky, turning away, but his voice followed: "Think about it, Emma. I'll be waiting." The wharf's end loomed, but the tension clung, her body on fire, guilt and desire entwined like lovers fucking raw.

Home that evening, the apartment's cool air kissed her overheated skin like a betrayal, the harbor lights twinkling mockingly outside. Liam arrived unexpectedly, his key turning in the lock with a click that made her jump, pussy still slick from the encounter. He looked exhausted, stubble darker, eyes heavy, but he pulled her into a hug, his body hard and familiar, cock semi-erect against her from the mere sight.

"Missed you, love," he grumbled, hands roaming her back, squeezing her ass firmly, fingers digging in through the dress.  Liam watched her for a second longer than usual, his detective instincts flickering behind tired eyes, but whatever he saw there he pushed aside. The case had eaten too much of his attention already.

The contrast hit—Jax's teasing touch versus Liam's possessive grip—and lust surged anew, her thong ruined, arousal dripping as they kissed, his tongue invading her mouth, tasting of coffee and him, salty-sweet.

They tumbled to the bed, sheets cool and crisp against her back, Liam's weight pinning her, his cock grinding against her thigh through his pants, hard and insistent. But as he stripped her dress, exposing her flushed skin, freckles stark, nipples begging, her mind strayed to Jax—his blue eyes, his forbidden words—guilt flooding as Liam's mouth latched on her breast, sucking hard, teeth grazing until the nipple swelled red and throbbing.

This is Liam, my husband, but fuck, I wish it was Jax biting harder, making me bleed with need. She came that night under Liam's thrusts, his cock filling her deep, stretching her walls with familiar girth, cum hot and thick inside her, but the orgasm felt hollow, laced with addiction to the edge Jax promised.

As Liam slept, snoring softly, his cum leaking from her pussy in warm dribbles, mixing with her own fluids on the sheets, Emma lay awake, fingers dipping between her legs, circling her clit slowly, building again to thoughts of betrayal, the temptation's edge sharpening to a blade of raw, filthy desire.


Chapter 5: Entangled Secrets

The neon lights of Kings Cross bled into the night like fresh wounds, pulsing reds and blues flickering across rain-slicked pavements that reflected the chaos above in distorted, shimmering pools—each puddle a mirror to the underbelly's filth, rippling with every drop from the intermittent drizzle that pattered softly, cool and insistent, against the awnings of strip clubs and dive bars.

The air hung thick with the mingled scents of cheap perfume—musky vanilla wafting from doorways where women in skimpy outfits touted their wares—fried food from kebab vans, greasy and onion-laced, and the underlying rot of garbage piled in alleys, damp and fermenting under the humidity. Horns blared sporadically from taxis crawling through the throng, their engines rumbling low like suppressed growls, while bass-heavy music thumped from clubs, vibrating through the ground into

Emma's heels as she navigated the crowded sidewalks, her black trench coat flapping open slightly with each step, exposing flashes of her thigh-high stockings beneath a short black dress that clung to her curves like a lover's desperate grasp.

Sweat beaded on her lower back despite the evening chill, warm and sticky from the press of bodies around her—strangers brushing past, their fabrics whispering against hers, a drunk bloke's arm grazing her hip accidentally, sending an unwelcome spark that mixed with her already simmering arousal.

Her pussy throbbed faintly from the day's buildup, lips swollen and slick under her lace panties, every stride rubbing the seam against her clit in torturous friction, the wetness seeping out to coat her inner thighs in a glossy sheen that cooled in the night air, making her shiver. Why the fuck am I here? her mind raced, guilt clawing at her chest like nails on skin, raw and bloody—Liam thinks I'm at a late client dinner, but I'm chasing shadows for Jax, my cunt dripping just thinking about his eyes on me. Lust countered the guilt, a hot flush creeping up her neck, freckles darkening against the heat, her nipples hardening under the dress's thin fabric, no bra to hide them, peaking visibly as a gust of wind teased them erect.

She'd followed Jax's lead—a cryptic text earlier: "Pub called The Crimson Fox. Back booth. Got proof on Liam. Come alone." Her fingers had trembled replying, thumbs slick with nervous sweat as she typed "On my way," her core clenching at the danger, arousal flooding her like a dam breaking, panties dampening instantly.

Now, pushing through the pub's heavy wooden door—creaking on rusty hinges, the sound grating like teeth on bone—the interior assaulted her senses: dim yellow lighting from hanging bulbs casting long shadows, the air thick with cigarette smoke despite the bans, acrid and clinging, mixing with the yeasty tang of spilled beer on sticky floors that squelched under her heels. Laughter erupted from a group at the bar, rough and boisterous, glasses clinking like challenges, while a jukebox in the corner warbled an old rock tune, guitar riffs scratching through static speakers.

Jax sat in the back booth as promised, his lean frame sprawled casually, but his blue eyes snapped to her like magnets, piercing through the haze, raking over her body from head to toe—lingering on the coat's open front, the dress's low neckline where her cleavage swelled with each breath, freckles dotting the creamy skin like invitations.

His tattooed arms rested on the scarred wooden table, veins bulging slightly under the ink, fingers drumming a slow rhythm that echoed her heartbeat. The scent of him reached her as she slid into the booth opposite—pine from his cologne, faint sweat from whatever he'd been doing, and a hint of whiskey on his breath, sharp and burning. "You made it," he said, voice low, not polished but gravelly, like he'd been waiting with his own tensions building, his knee already nudging hers under the table, denim rough against her stocking-clad leg, heat seeping through.

"Yeah, couldn't stay away," Emma replied, her tone breathy, real with the edge of sarcasm masking her nerves, sliding her coat off her shoulders, the fabric whispering down her arms, exposing more skin—shoulders freckled and flushed, the dress hugging her tits so tightly her nipples poked through, hard and aching from the cool pub air contrasting her inner heat.

She ordered a gin and tonic from a passing waitress, her voice husky, the woman’s perfume lingering—floral and cheap. Then she leaned in, her breasts pressing against the table’s edge, the wood cool and splintered beneath her forearms. She slid a strand of hair behind her ear and lowered her voice.

“Do you have any proof?”

Jax slid a manila envelope across the table slowly, his fingers brushing hers—callouses rough, warm, lingering a second too long. A spark ran straight through her, heat pooling low in her belly as she shifted slightly in her chair, suddenly aware of the damp warmth gathering beneath her thong.

The envelope's paper was crinkled, textured like aged skin, and as she opened it, photos spilled out—grainy black-and-whites of Liam in shadowed meetings, timestamps glowing faintly, his chiseled jaw set in determination, but the figures around him blurry, sinister. "See? Your hubby's tangled with the Phantom's crew," Jax murmured, his foot now sliding up her calf under the table, boot toe tracing the curve, pressure firm but teasing, making her gasp inwardly, clit throbbing as if he'd touched it directly.

The pub's noise faded to a hum, her focus narrowing to his touch—leather boot smooth yet gritty with street dirt, inching higher, the temperature rising as it neared her knee.

Her breath hitched, fingers trembling on the photos, the glossy surfaces sticking to her sweaty palms, the images blurring as tears of conflict pricked her eyes—Liam, my love, corrupt? Or is Jax lying to get between my legs? 

Heat coiled low in her body, her nipples tingling as sweat gathered between her breasts, warm and salty, trickling slowly down her sternum. The path of it made her imagine his tongue following it, lapping greedily. “This could be anything,” she whispered back, her voice cracking as she pushed the photos away but didn’t pull her leg back. Instead, she parted her thighs slightly under the table, the dress riding up as cool air kissed her damp inner thighs.

She glanced down at the photos again despite herself, forcing her eyes to focus. Liam’s face was unmistakable, but the men around him were little more than shadows. Her stomach tightened.

“Where did you even get these?” she asked quietly.
 

Jax watched her for a moment, then tapped one of the photos with a finger.
“People talk,” he said lightly. “Ports, auctions, collectors… you hear things if you move in the right circles.”

Beneath the table, his foot slid toward hers. The toe of his shoe brushed the underside of her knee, circling slowly in a lazy, teasing motion that made her shift in her seat, a quiet warmth beginning to unfurl low in her body.

Conversation deepened as their drinks arrived—the gin sharp on her tongue, the icy fizz of tonic bubbling against her lips, a cool contrast to the warmth building slowly in her belly. Jax shared pieces of his past, his voice dropping lower.

“Grew up rough,” he said with a faint smirk. “Foster homes and a lot of bad neighborhoods. Climbing rocks was the only escape. These days I just handle things my own way.”

His words wrapped around her like smoke, intimate, his hand reaching across to trace her wrist—fingers light at first, pads rough on her pulse point, feeling it race, then pressing firmer, thumb stroking the vein in slow circles that mimicked what she craved on her clit.

Emma shared back, haltingly: "Liam's absences... they leave me hollow, aching for something real." Her voice was raw, unfiltered, guilt surging as she admitted it, but his touch ignited sparks, her free hand clenching the tablecloth—rough linen bunching under her nails—as his foot slid higher, now midway up her thigh, boot toe nudging the stocking's edge, the garter's lace rasping against leather.

The attraction intensified, agonizingly slow—his eyes locking on her mouth as she sipped, lips wet with gin, glistening, him licking his own subconsciously, stubble framing them rough and inviting. Sweat trickled down his neck, a single drop disappearing into his shirt collar, the fabric clinging to his chest, outlining pecs honed from climbing.

Emma's pussy spasmed, a gush of arousal escaping, hot and viscous,  spreading warm against the thin thong beneath her dress.

God… stop.
Go home. Let Liam deal with this.

But Jax’s touch was electric, sending sharp pulses through her that made her clit throb helplessly.

Her knee shifted beneath the table, brushing his crotch—accidentally? Deliberately?

She felt him twitch, hard through his jeans, the cool metal of the zipper grazing her skin for a brief, shocking second.

Jax’s jaw tightened, a faint exhale slipping past his lips as the firmness beneath the denim pressed more insistently against her knee, the reaction slow and unmistakable.

“Careful,” he murmured under his breath.

Emma didn’t pull her knee away. Instead she felt the steady, insistent pressure there—thick, solid, throbbing faintly through the denim. God… he’s big, the thought slipped through her mind before she could stop it.

By the time they finally left the pub hours later—bodies pressed close in the exiting crowd, his hand warm at the small of her back—the rain had stopped.

Back home, the apartment door clicked shut behind her with a sharp, hollow sound that seemed to echo through the quiet rooms like a gunshot.

Liam was already there.

He stood in the dim living-room light, shoulders rigid beneath his work shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbow where the dark ink of his tattoo curled along his forearm. His gray eyes were narrowed, fixed on her with an intensity that made Emma’s pulse jump.

“Where the hell were you really, Em?”

His voice was low and rough, not loud—but edged with something sharp and dangerous.

Emma’s heart slammed against her ribs.

Guilt rose through her in a dizzying rush. Her body still hummed faintly from the evening, nerves alive and oversensitive in a way that made Liam’s gaze feel almost like a touch.

“Client dinner with a developer,” she said quickly. “He’s got properties up in the Blue Mountains he wants me to look at.”

Her coat slipped from her shoulders and dropped to the floor behind her with a soft thud. Her dress was slightly rumpled from the night, her hair loose and tangled around her face.

Liam didn’t look convinced.

He stepped closer.

The air between them filled instantly with his scent—sandalwood aftershave, a faint metallic trace of gun oil from the range, the warm, familiar smell of his skin after a long day.

His hand closed around her waist.

Not gently.

His fingers dug in as he pulled her against him, the sudden closeness making her breath hitch.

“Who’s Jax Harlan?” he growled.

The name hit her like ice water.

Emma froze.

How does he know that name?

Her mind spun frantically. Had someone seen them at the pub? Had Liam been watching her? Or was this connected to the investigation he’d been obsessing over all week?

Liam’s breath brushed the side of her neck, hot and uneven as he leaned closer.

“Answer me.”

But before she could form a reply, he kissed her.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t questioning.

It was fierce.

Frustration and possession poured through the kiss, his mouth demanding, urgent, as if he needed to prove something—to himself as much as to her. His hands moved restlessly over her sides, gripping her as though he was trying to anchor her there.

Emma tasted beer on his breath.

Anger.

Something darker beneath it.

Her thoughts fractured under the intensity of it.

He knows something.

Or thinks he does.

“Tell me the truth,” Liam murmured against her shoulder, his voice rougher now.

Tears stung Emma’s eyes.

Her heart hammered as panic and guilt tangled together in her chest. She opened her mouth to speak—

—and a violent crash shattered the moment.

Glass exploded somewhere down the hallway.

Both of them froze.

Liam pulled away instantly.

The shift in him was immediate—every muscle going rigid, every trace of intimacy replaced by sharp, focused alertness.

“What the—”

Another faint noise came from the bedroom.

Emma’s stomach dropped.

“The Phantom…” she whispered under her breath.

Jax’s warning flashed through her mind like lightning.

Liam moved in one swift motion toward the kitchen counter, pulling open the drawer and grabbing his gun. His expression had gone cold, controlled.

“Stay here,” Liam said, his voice suddenly all business as he stepped toward the hallway

Emma didn’t listen.

Her bare feet made no sound on the hardwood as she followed him down the hallway, each careful step tightening the knot of dread coiling in her stomach.

The bedroom door hung slightly open.

Cold night air drifted through the gap, carrying the faint scent of rain and city asphalt.

Liam pushed the door wider with the barrel of his gun.

Emma’s breath caught.

The window had been smashed inward.

Shards of glass glittered across the floor like scattered ice, catching the weak glow of the bedside lamp. A thin curtain stirred restlessly in the breeze, brushing against the broken frame with a soft, whispering sound.

Papers were everywhere.

Liam’s desk had been ripped apart—files split open, folders overturned, documents scattered across the carpet in messy drifts. Some pages had been crumpled, others torn halfway through as if whoever had searched them had been moving quickly… or growing impatient.

Drawers hung open.

The desk chair lay tipped on its side.

But nothing looked taken.

Emma scanned the room again, her pulse pounding louder in her ears.

Just destruction.

Just chaos.

The kind left behind by someone who hadn’t come to steal—

but to find something.

A chill crawled slowly up her spine.

Someone had been here.

Searching.

Watching.

And somehow… they had known exactly where to look.

Outside, the wind stirred again, rattling the broken glass softly in the window frame.

Chapter 6: Forbidden Flames

The early morning fog clung to the winding roads leading out of Sydney, pale ribbons of mist curling through the hills in the cool gray light. The air smelled faintly of wet eucalyptus, the sharp, earthy scent rising from leaves crushed under tires during the night.

Emma gripped the steering wheel of her sleek black SUV, her knuckles whitening against the smooth leather. The faint stitching pressed into her palms as the road curved again.

The engine hummed steadily beneath her, the vibration traveling through the seat and up her legs. It was a low, constant thrum that seemed to echo the restless tension still coiled inside her after the chaos of the night before.

Her fiery red hair was twisted into a loose bun, stray curls escaping to cling to the back of her neck. Sweat had already begun to bead there, warm drops sliding slowly down her spine and soaking into the thin cotton of her sports tank.

The fabric clung to her as she drove, shifting slightly with every bump in the road.

The air conditioning blew steadily across her freckled skin, raising goosebumps along her arms. It should have cooled her down, but heat still burned in her cheeks as the memory of the break-in replayed in her mind.

Shattered glass crunching beneath Liam’s boots.
His gun raised.
His body tense, protective.

And beneath all of it—one question he hadn’t stopped circling back to.

Jax Harlan

Liam was probably at the station by now, piecing together the mess from the break-in.

And trusting her.

Trusting the story, she’d given him about this “work trip” to scout properties in the Blue Mountains.

The thought twisted uncomfortably in her stomach. She shifted slightly in the driver’s seat, trying to focus on the road ahead instead of the knot of guilt tightening in her chest.

The radio droned softly through the speakers, a talk show host’s voice crackling as the signal faded in and out between the hills. He was talking about weekend escapes to the Blue Mountains—boutique cabins, hiking trails, misty lookouts. Emma almost laughed at the timing.

Her mind kept circling back to the envelope Jax had slid across the table the night before. The photographs inside. Liam’s face caught in shadow, the strong line of his jaw she had kissed a thousand times, now edged with doubt.

A restless heat stirred low in her stomach.

She shifted slightly in the driver’s seat, the leather warm beneath her as the SUV rolled over a rough patch of road. The steering wheel vibrated faintly in her hands, the engine’s steady hum filling the quiet space of the car.

Outside, fog curled across the winding mountain road like pale smoke, swallowing the trees in soft gray layers. Eucalyptus trunks appeared and vanished again as she drove, their wet bark dark against the mist.

Jax’s voice lingered in her mind.

Calm. Certain. Too observant.

The way he had looked at her—like he already knew she would come.

God… I’m a mess, she thought.

Lying to Liam.

Driving deeper into the mountains on a story that was already beginning to feel thin.

Guilt twisted inside her chest, tightening her throat. Her eyes burned suddenly, and she blinked hard, but a tear slipped free anyway, tracing slowly down her cheek before falling against the warm skin of her collarbone.

Ahead, the road curved sharply again.

The fog thickened, swallowing the next stretch of asphalt until it seemed like she was driving straight into nothing.

The Blue Mountains emerged slowly through the fog.

Jagged cliffs rose out of the mist, ancient and silent, their edges softened by drifting gray cloud. The deep greens of the gum trees were muted in the haze, their leaves stirring gently in the morning breeze.

Emma turned into the gravel lookout at Echo Point.

Her tires crunched across the loose stones as she pulled into an empty space, the sharp gravel pinging lightly against the SUV’s undercarriage.

Jax’s message from dawn flashed through her mind.

Meet me at Echo Point. Wear something comfortable. We’ve got hiking to do.

Stepping out of the SUV, the cool mountain air hit her like a sudden shock. It nipped at her exposed legs and slipped beneath the thin cotton of her tank top, the temperature a sharp drop from Sydney’s heavy humidity.

Emma drew a slow breath as she adjusted the backpack on her shoulders, the straps pulling snug across her chest. The movement pressed the soft fabric against her breasts, the chill tightening her nipples into visible peaks beneath the cotton. A scatter of freckles dusted the curve of her cleavage, warm against the cool morning air.

The mountains smelled different from the city. Damp soil, eucalyptus, and the faint sharpness of pine drifted through the fog.

She inhaled deeply, letting the crisp air fill her lungs.

For a moment she just stood there, the mist moving slowly across the lookout, the cliffs beyond hidden somewhere inside the gray.

Jax should be here.

Emma shifted her weight beside the SUV, scanning the mist that drifted slowly across the lookout. The fog moved in pale ribbons over the trailhead, swallowing the trees and revealing them again a moment later.

For a second she wondered if he’d already seen her.

Then a figure emerged from the trail.

Jax stepped out of the fog, his lean body cutting through the mist like a phantom. He wore fitted hiking pants that outlined powerful thighs, the muscles flexing easily with each stride. A lightweight jacket hung open over a tight T-shirt stretched across his climber’s torso, the dark edge of a tattoo visible at the collar like ink waiting to be uncovered.

His blue eyes locked on her immediately.

Emma felt the weight of his gaze move slowly over her—her loose tank top, the low neckline dipping between her breasts, the fitted hiking shorts hugging the curve of her hips and ass. The cool mountain air brushed her bare legs as she shifted slightly under his attention.

Sweat already glistened on his forehead from an early climb. A single drop slid down his temple and disappeared into the rough stubble along his jaw as a crooked smile spread across his face.

“You showed,” he said.

His voice was rough, unpolished, edged with something that sounded dangerously close to satisfaction.

He stepped closer until the faint scent of pine and clean mountain air clung to him. Leaning in, he brushed a quick kiss against her cheek. His lips lingered a fraction longer than necessary, the scrape of stubble against her skin sending a small, electric shiver down her spine.

“Couldn’t resist,” Emma murmured, her voice husky with nerves.

Her hand moved instinctively to his arm. The muscle beneath his jacket sleeve felt hard and warm, shifting under her fingers as he adjusted the strap of his pack.

A flicker of guilt cut through her.

Liam was probably at the station by now, still trying to make sense of the break-in… and she was here in the mountains with the man who had shown her those photographs.

The thought should have made her step back.

Instead she felt the restless heat coiled low in her stomach tighten again.

Emma shifted her weight slightly, forcing her attention back to the trail.

“Ready?” Jax asked.

She nodded.

They started down the path together.

The trail wound through the trees in a narrow ribbon of damp earth, soft and dark from the night’s rain. Their boots pressed into the mud as they walked—hers light and quick, his heavier, thudding steadily behind her.

Branches brushed against their arms as the trail tightened between stands of eucalyptus. Leaves still wet from the fog grazed her skin, scattering cold droplets down her forearms.

The mountain air was cool, but the climb warmed her quickly. By the time they rounded the next bend, the thin fabric of her tank top had begun to cling lightly at her back, damp with sweat and mist.

Ahead of her, Jax strode up the trail with easy confidence, boots finding every secure spot. His fitted hiking pants hugged his hips and thighs, stretching taut over the hard, rounded flex of his ass with each powerful step— muscle shifting beneath the fabric, strong and impossible to ignore.

Emma trailed just behind, eyes locked shamelessly on the view. Heat crept up her neck as she watched those cheeks tighten and release, the slow roll of his glutes making her bite her lip.

Then he glanced back over his shoulder, catching her mid-stare.

She flashed a quick, unapologetic smile—half guilty, half wicked—and closed the gap, stepping up beside him without a word.

The forest closed in around them as they walked, the quiet broken only by the rustle of leaves, the soft crunch of boots on damp earth, and somewhere beyond the fog, the distant call of a bird echoing through the cliffs.

As they climbed higher, the air thinned and cooled, the temperature dropping just enough to raise goosebumps along Emma’s arms. The breeze carried the faint scent of wildflowers now—soft, honeyed sweetness weaving through the sharper resin of pine and eucalyptus. Somewhere high in the canopy, birds called in quick, bright trills that pierced the quiet.

The trail steepened.

Their breathing grew heavier with the climb, chests rising and falling in slow, steady rhythm. Emma could feel the heat building beneath her tank top despite the cool mountain air, the fabric clinging lightly to the curves of her body as she moved.

Ahead of her, Jax stepped easily over rocks and exposed roots, his movements fluid and sure. His shoulders rolled beneath the thin fabric of his T-shirt, muscles shifting with each step as if the mountain itself barely slowed him.

On a narrow stretch of trail, where the rock sloped sharply downward, his hand brushed hers.

For balance.

At least that’s what he said.

His fingers closed briefly around her hand as they navigated the incline, rough callouses pressing warmly against her skin. The grip was steady, confident—strong enough that she felt the strength in his forearm all the way up through his shoulder.

Emma felt a quick pulse of heat travel through her.

She let go a second later, clearing her throat as they reached the next bend in the trail.

They climbed another few minutes before the trees opened suddenly.

A rocky outcrop jutted from the mountainside, overlooking a vast valley that stretched endlessly into layers of misty green. Fog drifted slowly across the cliffs below, the distant ridges fading into pale blue silhouettes.

Emma stepped forward, catching her breath as the wind swept across the overlook.

The gust tugged at her loose curls, pulling them free from the bun until strands whipped lightly against her cheeks. Cool air slipped beneath the hem of her tank top, brushing across her skin and making her shiver.

Jax stepped up beside her.

Even after the climb, he seemed barely winded. A faint sheen of sweat glistened along his temple and the edge of his jaw. When he lifted a hand to wipe it away, Emma noticed the strong line of his forearm again, the faint ink of a tattoo disappearing beneath his sleeve.

“This place…” he said quietly, glancing out across the valley.

His voice was lower now, almost thoughtful.

“It’s freedom, Emma.”

He turned toward her slightly, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body despite the cool air.

“No crowds,” he added softly. “No city noise. No one watching.”

As he spoke, he reached up and tucked a loose curl behind her ear.

His fingers brushed the side of her neck, lingering just long enough for her pulse to jump beneath the touch.

Emma swallowed.

The wind moved across the cliffs again, carrying the distant cry of a bird far below them.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

She leaned in just a fraction, the space between them narrowing until their breaths mingled in the cool mountain air. His carried a faint hint of mint from gum, sharp and clean, while hers still held the lingering warmth of last night’s gin. The wind moved around them, tugging softly at her loose curls as their faces hovered inches apart.

For a moment neither of them moved.

The tension between them coiled tight, humming in the silence. Emma could hear the distant rustle of leaves below the overlook, the soft whistle of wind threading through the cliffs.

Jax’s gaze lingered on her mouth, dark and steady, as though he were giving her one last chance to step back.

Liam’s face flickered briefly through her mind.

She didn’t step back.

Their lips met.

At first it was tentative—a soft brush that barely lingered, warm against the chill of the mountain air. The touch sent a quiet shiver through her, delicate and electric all at once. Jax paused there for a heartbeat, his breath ghosting across her cheek, before the kiss deepened.

His mouth moved more confidently now, slow and deliberate. The warmth of him contrasted with the cool wind swirling around them, the faint scrape of his stubble grazing her skin as he shifted closer. His hand settled lightly at her waist, steadying her against the gusts that swept across the overlook.

Emma felt the strength in that touch, firm and grounding.

The scent of pine and damp earth drifted through the air as the fog curled across the valley below them, softening the distant cliffs into pale green shadows. Somewhere far beneath them, a bird cried out, its call echoing faintly through the open space.

But up on the rocky ledge, the world seemed to narrow to just the two of them—breath, warmth, and the quiet pull drawing them closer.

The kiss deepened into something raw and consuming. His hands slid down to her waist, fingers digging firmly through the thin fabric of her tank top, the heat of his palms searing straight into her skin. He pulled her hard against him until their bodies locked together, his erection thick and unyielding beneath his pants, pressing insistently against her lower belly. She felt every pulsing vein, every subtle grind as he rocked forward just enough to make her gasp into his mouth.

Her nipples tightened to painful points, scraping deliciously against his chest with each shared breath. Sweat bloomed between them, warm and slick, mingling as their bodies pressed closer. Emma moaned softly, the sound needy and unrestrained, her tongue curling around his in slow, wet strokes. She sucked gently on the tip of his tongue, mind flashing traitorously to how it would feel wrapped around his cock instead. Guilt rose sharp and bitter in her throat, but the flood of lust drowned it instantly.

Her hands fisted the front of his jacket, nails biting into the fabric as though she could anchor herself against the wave crashing through her. Her pussy clenched hard, spasming once, twice—then a sudden, hot spurt of arousal escaped her, soaking through her shorts in a rush. The wetness dripped down the inside of her thigh in slow, sticky trails, cooling against her overheated skin.

They finally broke apart, both breathing hard, foreheads pressed together. His chest heaved against hers.

“Fuck, Emma,” he rasped, voice rough and unguarded, “I’ve wanted that for so long.”

His hand drifted lower without hesitation, palming the curve of her ass through her shorts. He squeezed the firm flesh possessively, fingers spreading wide before his thumb slipped teasingly toward the cleft, pressing just enough to make her shiver and arch into his touch.

The thin fabric was drenched now, clinging to her swollen folds like a second skin. His thumb dipped deeper into the cleft, sliding along the tight seam between her cheeks with slow, deliberate pressure, the cotton bunching and stretching as he traced the sensitive line straight to her puckered hole. Every firm nudge sent a sharp, illicit spark racing through her, her breath catching in short, ragged bursts.

She could feel herself leaking—slow, warm trickles slipping down her inner thighs, cooling in the mountain breeze. 

“Jax…” Her voice cracked on his name, low and needy, almost lost in the wind.

He backed her against the granite without a word, the rock rough and sun-warmed against her spine, biting through the damp tank top. His thigh shoved between hers, spreading her wide, forcing the seam of her shorts to grind right against her clit. She rolled her hips forward on instinct, a soft, broken whimper slipping out as the pressure sparked white-hot behind her eyes.

“Tell me to stop,” he rasped against her ear, breath hot and uneven, stubble scraping her jaw. “Say the word, Emma. I’ll walk away right now.”

She answered by grabbing his jacket zipper and ripping it down, nails scraping over his chest, feeling muscle jump under the thin T-shirt. She hooked her leg around his, pulling him in until the thick, heavy length of his cock pressed hard against her stomach through his pants. “Don’t,” she breathed, voice trembling with want. “Don’t you fucking dare stop.”

He spun her in one rough motion. Her palms slapped against the rock ledge, fingers curling over the edge, stone cool and gritty under her skin. The valley yawned below—fog drifting in slow white ribbons—but she couldn’t focus on anything except the metallic clink of his belt, the fast rasp of his zipper, the soft thud as his pants dropped to mid-thigh.

He hooked fingers into her waistband and yanked her shorts and panties down together, the elastic snapping against her knees. Cool air rushed over her soaked pussy, making her gasp and clench hard on nothing. She felt exposed, dripping, the breeze teasing every slick inch, raising goosebumps along her thighs while fresh arousal leaked out in slow, sticky threads.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he muttered, voice thick and wrecked. One hand fisted gently in her hair, tugging her head back to bare her neck; his mouth followed—hot, open-mouthed kisses turning to teeth grazing skin. With his other hand he freed himself. She twisted just enough to look.

His cock sprang free into the open air, thick and heavy in his fist, the shaft veined like twisted ropes under taut, flushed skin that gleamed with a slick sheen of his own arousal. The head was broad and swollen, a deep, angry plum color where a fat bead of precum welled at the slit and slowly dripped down the underside in a lazy silver thread, the scent of it—salty, musky—hitting her nose faintly on the breeze.

It curved upward in a gentle, insistent arc, promising to press right against that perfect spot inside her the moment he sank in deep. The sheer size of it stole her breath—humongous, far bigger than she’d imagined in her masturbatory escapades—longer and way thicker than Liam’s, the girth alone making her inner walls flutter with a mix of nerves and raw hunger, her pussy clenching so hard she felt a fresh warm trickle slide down her thigh.

Every prominent vein stood out in sharp relief, pulsing faintly under the skin, mapping paths she already craved to feel dragging slow and hot against her sensitive walls; the flared head looked obscene, blunt and demanding, swollen with the promise of stretching her wide open and filling her until she couldn’t think straight, until every inch was claimed.

The sight made her mouth go dry, her nipples tighten painfully against her tank, and her clit throb in time with her racing pulse, because this wasn’t just big—it was the kind of cock that would ruin her in the best, most devastating way, leaving her sore and dripping and desperate for more.

“So big…” she whispered, the words slipping out hoarse and reverent, almost a moan. Her pussy fluttered at the thought of taking all of it.

Jax groaned low in his throat, raw approval rumbling through his chest. “Yeah?” He dragged the blunt head through her folds, coating himself in her slick, nudging her clit on every slow pass until her hips jerked and a needy whine tore from her throat. “You want this fat cock stretching you wide open right here?”

“Please—fuck, yes—” She shoved back, desperate, voice cracking. “Give it to me.”

He lined up and thrust in one long, deep slide—no pause, no mercy. The stretch burned sweet and fierce, her walls parting around every thick inch, fluttering wildly as he sank to the hilt. His hips slammed flush against her ass; she felt him everywhere—deep in her belly, pressing against places that made her eyes roll back.

“Fuuuck—” she cried out, loud and raw, the sound echoing off the cliffs. Her whole body arched, trembling, pussy clamping down hard around him like it never wanted to let go.

He held still a second—letting her feel the full, heavy throb of him buried inside—then dragged out slow, torturously slow, every ridge and vein scraping her sensitive walls. She whimpered at the drag, then moaned brokenly when he slammed back in, balls slapping wetly against her clit.

The rhythm turned wild fast. Hard, punishing thrusts that rocked her forward onto her toes, palms scraping rock, nails digging in until they ached. Sweat poured down her spine, mixing with clinging mist; the air smelled sharp—pine, earth, sex, their combined musk thick and heady. Each snap of his hips drove him deeper, the curved head grinding relentlessly against that swollen front wall until her legs shook and her moans turned into high, desperate sobs.

“Harder—Jax—fuck me harder—” she gasped, her voice splintering into desperate fragments, each word punched out on the end of his thrust.

He growled low against the side of her neck, teeth grazing then sinking lightly into the soft skin of her shoulder—not hard enough to break, just enough to sting and mark. “Like this?” he rasped, voice thick and wrecked. He slammed in deeper, faster, hips snapping with brutal precision, the wet, filthy slap of skin on skin echoing sharp in the misty quiet. “You love it—taking every thick fucking inch like the sexy little slut you are, don’t you?”

She moaned brokenly in answer, head tipping back against his shoulder as he drove into her again and again, relentless. “Yes—fuck—yes—” The word dissolved into a high, needy whine as he angled just right, the curved head of his cock grinding hard against that swollen spot inside her with every punishing stroke.

He kept pushing in and pulling out in long, deep drags, letting her feel the full length of him stretching her wide before slamming home again, balls slapping wetly against her clit. “That’s it—fuck, squeeze me tighter,” he grunted, breath hot and ragged against her ear. “Let me hear how much you need this cock ruining you.”

Her nails scraped rock, thighs quivering, every brutal thrust forcing another raw, pleading sound from her throat—half moan, half sob—as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter. “You need this cock, don’t you, Emma?, Fuck Emma..”

“Yes—god yes—” She pushed back to meet him, ass jiggling with every brutal thrust, pussy clenching greedily around his length. Guilt flashed hot and sharp—Liam’s face, his soft goodnight kiss—but it only made her wetter, tighter, the shame twisting into pure, filthy fuel. She squeezed him deliberately, milking him from base to tip, drawing a ragged “Fuck—Emma—do that again—” from deep in his chest.

His fingers found her clit—rough, frantic circles over the slick, swollen nub, matching the punishing snap of his hips. The wind whipped her hair across her face, cooling sweat on her neck, but everywhere he touched she burned—callused fingertips rubbing her clit, chest plastered to her back, cock splitting her wide open over and over.

“I’m—shit—I’m so close—” Her voice pitched high, frantic, body tensing like a wire about to snap.

“Come on my cock,” he snarled, teeth grazing her ear. “Soak me—let me feel that tight pussy gush all over me—”

It hit her like a storm breaking. Her orgasm ripped through her with a scream—“Jax—fuck—yes—yes—” pussy clamping down in violent, rhythmic spasms, gushing hot and wet around him, drenching his shaft and splashing against her thighs in messy, pulsing waves. Her legs buckled; she sobbed his name over and over—“Jax—oh god—Jax—” vision blurring, body shaking so hard the rock seemed to tremble with her.

He fucked her through it—short, brutal strokes that dragged every aftershock out longer—until his rhythm stuttered. “Fuck—Emma—” he groaned, voice breaking as he buried himself deep one last time. His cock throbbed hard inside her, thick ropes of cum flooding her in hot, heavy spurts. She whimpered at each pulse, feeling him fill her completely, warmth leaking out around his base with every twitch.

They stayed locked together, panting harshly into the misty air, chests heaving in sync. Slowly he eased out—the wet slide making her hiss softly at the sudden emptiness—and turned her in his arms.

She sagged against him, boneless, forehead dropping to his shoulder.

Jax caught her easily.

One arm slid around her waist, pulling her close enough that she could feel the steady rise and fall of his breathing beneath her cheek. His other hand moved slowly up the damp curve of her back, fingers spreading across the thin cotton of her tank top, tracing slow circles that grounded her again.

“Easy,” he murmured quietly.

The word was barely louder than the wind.

Emma let herself lean into him for a few seconds longer, breathing in the scent of him — salt from sweat, clean pine from the forest, the faint warmth of skin still heated from exertion.

The mountain air swept across the overlook in cool gusts, brushing her flushed cheeks and drying the damp strands of hair that clung to the back of her neck. Somewhere far below, a bird cried out, its call echoing faintly through the vast green valley.

For several long moments neither of them spoke.

They simply stood there, bodies close, the silence settling gently around them as their breathing slowed.

Gradually Emma lifted her head.

Her curls had come loose from the bun entirely now, strands drifting across her face in the wind. Jax’s hands remained steady on her, still half-supporting her weight as if he expected her legs to give out again.

Her voice, when it came, was soft.

Almost thoughtful.

“It was a mistake,” she said.

The words hung there for a moment.

A crooked smile tugged faintly at the corner of her mouth, though there was something uncertain in her eyes.

“We shouldn’t do that mistake again.”

She made no move to step away.

Jax looked at her for a long second, his expression unreadable at first.

Then one eyebrow lifted slightly.

A slow, amused smile began to form.

“Actually,” he said, tilting his head slightly as though considering the idea, “I think we should.”

Emma blinked.

“To correct the mistake,” he added, his voice warm with quiet amusement.

A small breath of laughter escaped her before she could stop it.

“Careful,” she murmured, though her fingers had curled instinctively into the back of his jacket.

Jax glanced down at her hand gripping the fabric and then back at her face.

His smile deepened.

“You didn’t drive all the way up here for careful.”

The wind swept across the overlook again, tugging at their clothes and lifting strands of her hair into the air.

For a moment Emma felt the same dangerous spark return — a flicker of warmth low in her stomach that had nothing to do with the cool mountain air.

But something in Jax’s expression changed.

The teasing faded.

His eyes shifted briefly past her shoulder toward the narrow trail they had climbed.

He looked down the path, scanning the mist that drifted lazily between the eucalyptus trees. The forest remained quiet, empty except for the whisper of leaves moving in the breeze.

Only when he seemed satisfied they were alone did his gaze return to her.

When he spoke again, his voice had lowered.

“You deserve to know something.”

Emma felt the shift immediately.

The warmth between them cooled, replaced by a small knot of tension tightening in her chest.

“What?” she asked.

Jax hesitated.

His thumb brushed slowly once along the center of her back — a brief, almost apologetic gesture.

“About Liam.”

The name landed between them with surprising weight.

Emma straightened slightly.

“What about him?” she asked, the softness in her voice tightening.

Jax studied her face carefully, as if measuring how much to say.

“The men in those photos,” he said finally. “They’re not random.”

The breeze across the overlook felt colder now.

Emma felt the warmth from moments earlier drain away, replaced by a faint unease creeping slowly up her spine.

“They’re connected,” Jax continued quietly, “to the same people who broke into your apartment.”

Emma stepped back a half step, searching his face.

The question came out sharper this time.

“How do you know about that?”

Jax didn’t answer immediately.

For a few seconds he simply held her gaze.

“I’m saying,” he replied carefully, “your husband isn’t telling you everything.”

The wind rose again across the cliffs, carrying the distant sound of the valley below.

And suddenly the quiet mountain morning no longer felt peaceful at all.

Back in Sydney that night, the apartment felt strangely tight around her.

The harbor lights shimmered beyond the tall windows, reflections trembling across the black water of the bay, but inside the rooms the air felt thick and unmoving, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath.

Emma pushed the door shut behind her and dropped her keys onto the kitchen counter.

The small metallic clatter echoed louder than it should have in the quiet apartment.

Liam was already home.

He stood at the kitchen island making toast, spreading Vegemite slowly across the bread with the careful patience of someone lost in thought. The faint scrape of the knife against the ceramic plate carried across the room, sharp in the silence.

“How was the hike?” he asked without looking up.

Emma slipped off her jacket, draping it over the back of a chair.

“Cold,” she said. “Fog everywhere.”

Liam nodded faintly.

“Mountains can be like that.”

He finally glanced up.

His gray eyes lingered on her face a little longer than usual, studying her in that quiet, observant way that always made her feel slightly exposed.

“You look tired.”

Emma brushed a stray curl back from her forehead.

“Long drive,” she replied.

Liam took a bite of toast and chewed slowly, the crunch loud in the still kitchen.

For a moment the only sounds were the faint hum of the refrigerator and the distant wash of harbor traffic outside.

Then he said, almost casually—

“I went back through the apartment again today.”

Emma felt something tighten low in her stomach.

“The break-in,” he added.

She nodded, forcing herself to sound calm.

“Did you find anything?”

“Not really.”

He wiped a crumb from his fingers with the side of his thumb, brushing it off onto the plate.

“But whoever came in knew exactly where to look.”

Emma said nothing.

Liam leaned one shoulder against the counter, folding his arms loosely across his chest as he watched her.

“They went straight for my desk.”

Her pulse quickened.

“Files everywhere,” he continued, his voice measured. “Drawers pulled out.”

His gaze drifted back to her again, sharp now, almost searching.

“Like they were looking for something specific.”

Emma felt Jax’s words echo in her head.

The men in those photos… they’re not random.

Liam studied her for another long moment, his expression unreadable.

Then he said quietly—

“Funny thing is…”

He paused, as if choosing his words carefully.

“I have a feeling whoever’s behind this already knows a lot more about us than we realize.”

For a moment neither of them moved.

Beyond the windows the harbor lights flickered across the dark water, and Emma felt the uneasy sense that something inside her life had shifted — something she couldn’t quite see yet, but that was already beginning to close in around them.


Chapter 7: Shadows Deepen

The Harbour Bridge loomed over the twilight water like a colossal iron beast, its steel girders groaning softly in the evening wind. Metallic creaks echoed across the bay, faint and distant, while the bridge’s shadow stretched long over the rippling harbour below. Waves lapped against the pylons with slow, rhythmic slaps, each curl breaking into foamy whispers. The air carried the sharp scent of salt, mingled with the faint diesel exhaust of passing ferries. Their engines rumbled low and steady, the vibration drifting through the evening air and settling deep in Emma’s bones as she stood at the railing of the pedestrian walkway.

The cool metal pressed into her palms, chilled and unyielding. It contrasted with the warmth spreading slowly up her freckled arms. Goosebumps prickled across her skin beneath the thin sleeves of her flowy blouse. The silk fabric brushed softly against her body whenever the wind stirred, the hem lifting just enough to tease the tops of her thighs. Beneath the skirt, sheer stockings hugged her sun-kissed legs, ending mid-thigh where hidden garters tugged lightly each time she shifted her weight.

Despite the cooling evening, sweat gathered at the nape of her neck. Warm droplets formed slowly and slid down her spine in lazy trails, soaking into the waistband of her skirt. The fabric clung damply to her lower back, the sensation sticky and intimate.

Emma's heart pounded erratically, each beat echoing in her ears like a drum in the quiet dusk, the city lights beginning to flicker on across the water—twinkling yellows and whites reflecting in shattered fragments on the waves, mocking the shattered trust building in her mind. Jax's text had burned on her phone screen earlier: "Under the Bridge. Now. Got more on Liam—can't text it."

Her fingers had hovered, trembling, nails painted deep scarlet digging into her palm as she replied, "Coming," her pussy clenching involuntarily at the double meaning, a faint throb starting low in her core, wetness seeping into her lace panties—thin and black, the kind that rode up slightly between her ass cheeks, rubbing her sensitive folds with every step she took toward this clandestine meeting.

Liam’s at home right now, probably bent over a desk lamp and a stack of case files. The image slid into Emma’s mind without warning. His broad shoulders would be slightly hunched, dark hair falling forward as he concentrated, those same strong hands that once pinned her wrists now sliding over the laptop’s trackpad.

God, I miss that. I wish I could go down on him, tease his soft cock until it hardens under my tongue.

But another memory rose before she could push it away.

Jax.

The mountains came back to her in flashes. Cold air biting at her cheeks. Pine and stone and damp earth in her lungs. Her bare palms pressed against rough rock while the wind whipped strands of hair across her face.

Behind her, Jax’s body had been heat and muscle in the freezing air. His chest against her back. His breath warm against the side of her neck.

He had been a furnace of heavy muscle and relentless, driving heat. The memory of his thick cock stretching her wide—longer, much thicker than Liam’s—slamming deep with every brutal thrust sent a fresh shockwave up her spine. She could still feel the bruising grip of his hands on her waist, yanking her back flush against him, the heavy slap of his balls against her clit, and hear the harsh, ragged sound of his breathing hot against the nape of her neck as he fucked her right there in the open air. It had been desperate. Reckless.

Even now, remembering it made her shoulders tense slightly.

A fresh rush of heat flooded between her thighs—her pussy soaking through her panties again, traitorous and insistent, clenching around nothing as it ached for the thick stretch of his cock to fill her once more. The memory alone made her inner walls flutter, slick and greedy, the damp fabric clinging uncomfortably to her swollen folds while a slow, shameful pulse throbbed low in her belly.

Emma pressed her thighs together on instinct, trying to ease the empty ache, but it only made her clit throb harder against the seam of her jeans. She bit her lip, tasting the faint salt of her own skin, and forced her gaze back to the water—anything to stop the images from looping.

Jax’s hips snapping forward, that heavy, veined length dragging out then slamming deep, the wet slap of their bodies echoing off the cliffs. God, she hated how much she wanted it again. Hated how wet it made her just thinking about it.

And then she saw him.

Jax leaned against one of the massive bridge pylons, half hidden in shadow. The fading twilight carved sharp lines across his body, outlining his lean frame against the glow of the harbor.

His tattooed arms were crossed loosely over his chest. The ink curled over his forearms in dark patterns that followed the shape of muscle and bone. When he shifted slightly, the muscles in his shoulders rolled beneath his shirt like coiled rope.

His black shirt clung lightly to his torso, the collar open just enough to reveal the upper curve of his chest. The exposed skin was tanned and faintly dusted with dark hair. Tiny beads of sweat glimmered there in the bridge lights.

Even from several meters away, Emma could see the intensity in his eyes.

And the moment those eyes found her, the air around her seemed to tighten.

His blue eyes locked on her approach, piercing and hungry, raking down her body inch by inch—lingering on the sway of her full breasts, the curve of her hips in the skirt, her legs parting slightly with each heel click on the concrete walkway, the sound sharp and echoing like anticipation building.

The air between them thickened as she neared, his cologne wafting—sandalwood and pine, warm and woody, cutting through the harbor's salt, making her inhale deeply, her chest rising, nipples brushing the silk again, sending sparks to her core where wetness gathered, hot and slick, a single drop escaping her swollen lips to trickle down her inner thigh, cooling in the wind, leaving a sticky trail that made her thighs glide sensually as she walked.

“Emma,” he breathed.

His voice was gravelly and low. It didn’t sound like a greeting so much as a slow caress.

He stepped forward, closing the gap between them. His boot scuffed against the concrete, the rough surface gritty beneath it. Salt crystals embedded in the pavement crunched faintly under his weight.

His hand lifted toward her.

Calloused fingers brushed her arm first—light as a feather. The touch raised tiny hairs along her skin. Then his grip tightened gently around her elbow, warm and firm as he guided her back into the shadow of the pylon.

The cool stone pressed against her back through the thin fabric of her blouse. It was chilled and unyielding, a sharp contrast to the heat in her skin.

Jax stood close now.

A faint sheen of sweat glimmered on his upper lip. His breath brushed across her face, warm and minty from fresh gum, carrying a darker note of his natural scent beneath it.

The smell made her mouth go dry.

Emma’s tongue slipped out to wet her lips, tasting the faint salt of sweat on her skin as she looked up at him.

“Got evidence,” he murmured.

His free hand slid into his pocket and drew out a folded sheet of paper. The page was creased and slightly wrinkled, as if it had been carried around all day. He opened it slowly, smoothing the fold with his thumb before holding it up between them.

Under the dim bridge lights, lines of printed emails came into view. Timestamps. Shipment references. Liam’s name appearing again and again in bold text beside details that made Emma’s stomach tighten.

The paper felt coarse beneath her fingertips when she reached for it, the surface faintly warm and slightly damp from being pressed inside his pocket. Jax steadied the page, his knuckles brushing lightly against the back of her hand.

The contact made her inhale sharply.

Her fingers curled instinctively around the edge of the sheet. She could feel the rough pad of his thumb just inches away, his hand large and steady while hers trembled.

Emma forced her eyes back to the page.

The words swam for a moment before settling into focus. Shipment codes. Coordinates. Transfers linked to the Phantom’s operations.

And Liam’s name tied to it all.

A tight ache spread through her chest.

Her shoulders tensed, breath catching halfway in her lungs as disbelief and anger tangled inside her. The man she’d trusted, the man she’d shared a bed with only hours before, suddenly felt distant and unfamiliar.

“Emma,” Jax said quietly.

The sound of her name pulled her attention back to him.

He was standing close now. Close enough that she could see the faint sheen of sweat along his temple, the bridge lights catching in the damp strands of dark hair near his forehead. His jaw was rough with evening stubble, and when he exhaled she caught the clean scent of mint gum beneath the darker warmth of his skin.

A tear slipped down her cheek before she realized it.

It dropped onto the page, leaving a small dark stain where the ink began to blur.

“I didn’t want to believe it either,” Jax said quietly.
“But I’ve checked these shipments three times. His name keeps showing up.”

His thumb brushed across her cheek, wiping the tear away. The pad of his finger was warm and slightly rough as it lingered there, tracing slowly along the curve of her jaw.

Down to her neck.

Emma felt her pulse hammering beneath the thin skin there, quick and unsteady.

“He’s in deep, love,” Jax whispered.

His voice was softer now, the accent heavier around the edges.

He shifted half a step closer.

The movement closed the remaining space between them until his chest brushed lightly against hers. The cotton of his shirt dragged faintly against the silk of her blouse, the fabric catching for a moment before sliding free again.

Emma’s breath faltered.

Heat radiated from his body in the cool air beneath the bridge, and she could feel the steady rise and fall of his chest against her as he stood there, watching her reaction.

Around them, the harbor murmured quietly—water slapping against the pylons, wind humming through the steel above.

But in the narrow shadow where they stood, everything else seemed to fall away except the paper in her hands, the truth written across it, and the man standing impossibly close in front of her.

The wind rose in fierce, sudden bursts, howling through the steel cables of the bridge with a low, mournful wail that seemed to resonate deep inside her chest. Each gust carried the sharp, briny scent of the harbor and slipped beneath the hem of her skirt like cool, deliberate fingers. The fabric lifted in teasing waves, exposing the already slick skin of her inner thighs to the night air. The chill hit the sticky strands of arousal that still clung between her swollen folds, turning warm wetness into cold, tacky threads that stretched and snapped with every tiny shift of her hips.

She pressed her ass harder against the rough concrete pylon for balance. The pitted surface bit through the thin material of her skirt in gritty, unyielding friction—a dull, grounding ache that only made the liquid heat throbbing between her legs feel more insistent, more alive.

Jax’s hand moved with slow, predatory patience. His broad palm settled over the fragile hollow of her collarbone, fingers spreading wide until the heat of his skin soaked through hers like slow-spreading fire. He slid downward, tracing the deep plunge of her blouse. The rough pads of his fingertips grazed the freckled upper curves of her breasts, following the soft, heavy swell where warm flesh met cool silk. His thumb began lazy, deliberate circles along the scalloped lace edge of her bra—close enough that she could feel the ghost of contact, but never quite touching the aching peak.

Her nipple stiffened instantly anyway. It swelled into a tight, dark-pink bud that strained visibly against the sheer black lace, flushed and throbbing with every heartbeat, silently pleading for the touch he continued to deny.

Emma’s breath hitched sharply in her throat. A low, throaty moan escaped her—raw, unguarded, edged with desperation. Her hands clutched the front of his shirt, nails digging through the cotton until she could feel the frantic, heavy thud of his heart pounding beneath her palms. The rhythm matched the thick, insistent pulse she imagined surging through his cock where it pressed hot and rigid against the soft flesh of her thigh.

He leaned in with excruciating slowness. His lips hovered a mere breath from hers; his exhale washed over her mouth in hot, uneven waves scented with mint and the faint salt of his skin. The coarse rasp of his stubble scraped lightly against her chin as he tilted his head to align their mouths perfectly. Their first contact was feather-light—dry brushes of lips that sent electricity racing across her skin. Then their mouths opened on a shared breath. Tongues met in slow, wet slides. The taste of her own dried tears mingled with the fresh salt on her lower lip; he drew that plump flesh gently between his teeth and bit down just hard enough to make it swell and sting. The quick, bright pain melted into liquid heat that poured straight down her spine and settled throbbing deep in her core.

Her hands slid upward along his arms. Her fingers traced the smooth, raised lines of his tattoos, feeling thick veins bulge and flex beneath taut muscle as he tensed under her touch. Heat radiated from him in waves, soaking into her palms and traveling up her arms like slow-moving current. She arched toward him instinctively, pressing the full weight of her breasts against his chest. Her swollen nipples dragged across the textured weave of his shirt in slow, teasing circles with every ragged breath she took. The friction built steadily—sharp, delicious sparks that raced downward until they concentrated in her clit, making it swell thicker, pulse harder, perfectly synced to the frantic rhythm hammering in her chest.

Jax’s hand continued its patient descent. He worked the buttons of her blouse open one by one. Each quiet pop of thread slipping through fabric sounded unnaturally loud in the shadowed space beneath the bridge. Silk parted in slow, liquid waves, revealing more and more freckled skin to the cool night air. A thin rivulet of sweat gathered in the deep valley between her breasts and slid downward in a warm, glistening trail that caught the faint glow of distant bridge lights. His eyes darkened as he followed its path; a low, primal growl rumbled deep in his throat.

The blouse fell completely open. The black lace bra gleamed in the dim light—sheer enough that her dark-pink nipples showed clearly through the delicate fabric, erect and flushed, tightening further under the weight of his hungry stare. His finger traced the scalloped edge of one cup, then slipped beneath the lace just far enough for the rough pad of his fingertip to graze the soft, sensitive areola. He circled slowly—agonizingly—never quite reaching the straining peak itself.

Tension coiled tighter and tighter inside her until her whole body shivered violently and a sharp, needy gasp tore from her lips. Her inner walls clenched hard in response; a sudden, hot spurt of arousal escaped her, soaking through the thin fabric of her skirt and dripping down the inside of her thigh in thick, warm ropes that cooled quickly against her skin, leaving sticky, glistening trails.

In one fluid motion he spun her around and pressed her front flush against the pylon. The cold, pitted concrete met the sensitive skin of her breasts through the open blouse. Her nipples scraped against the rough surface with every shallow, trembling inhale, sending jolts of raw sensation straight to her core. Jax gathered her skirt in both hands and hiked it all the way up to her waist, leaving the bunched fabric trapped there like a belt. Her thong tangled uselessly around her ankles.

He freed his cock with a low hiss of zipper teeth; it sprang thick and heavy into the cool night air, the broad head already weeping a steady bead of pre-cum that glistened in the faint bridge lights. The sight of it now felt both familiar and devastatingly superior.  The view of this beautiful specimen of manhood proud and ready for her sent a fresh wave of heat rushing through her loins.

Jax smeared the slick pre-cum along the cleft of her ass, teasing her drenched entrance for a moment longer before pressing forward. She smiled through the haze of need, a small, breathless curve of her lips that turned into a deep, throaty moan as the blunt head nudged her swollen lips apart.

He sank inside with deliberate slowness, letting her feel every thick, pulsing vein drag against her sensitive inner walls. Inch by burning inch, he filled her completely until he was buried to the hilt. The stretch was intense—bordering on the edge of pain while flooding her with overwhelming pleasure—and she gasped softly at the exquisite fullness, her body yielding and clenching around him in eager welcome.

His thrusts began measured and deep. He ground his hips in slow, deliberate circles, finding new angles inside her with every stroke. She moaned with each slow withdrawal and punishing slide back in; the wet, filthy sound of their bodies meeting echoed softly beneath the bridge like a secret rhythm. From behind, he cupped the soft weight of her breasts, squeezing firmly before capturing her nipples between his fingers and pinching until they throbbed a deep, red-hot ache. The line between pain and pleasure blurred and shattered. Her climax tore through her in violent, unstoppable waves.

Her pussy spasmed wildly around his thickness, squirting hot and forceful against his balls in rhythmic, pulsing gushes as she cried his name into the night wind—voice raw, broken, and utterly surrendered.

They came apart slowly. His cock slipped free with a wet, obscene suck that made her inner walls flutter and clench one final time around nothing. Emma leaned heavily against the pylon, chest heaving as she fought to pull air into her lungs. Each ragged inhale carried the sharp, mingled taste of salt, sex, and the faint metallic bite of the bridge girders. The steady lap of harbor water against the pylons returned to her ears—indifferent, rhythmic—layered beneath the distant hum of traffic crossing overhead and the low, rolling rumble of a ferry gliding past in the dark. Ordinary night sounds that now felt strangely distant and unreal after the storm of sensation that had just consumed her.

The emotional weight settled heavily in her chest. First came the sharp, cutting sting of betraying Liam. Then the dizzying intoxication of how completely she had surrendered to Jax.

There was no stepping back from this moment.

The line she had guarded so carefully for so long had finally been crossed. Whatever restraint had once held her in place had dissolved beneath his hands, leaving behind something far more dangerous—an addictive pull she could no longer pretend not to feel.

Guilt twisted through her, but it came tangled with something darker. Something thrilling.

And that terrified her almost as much as it excited her.

Jax stayed close for several long heartbeats longer. His forehead rested gently against hers; his breath was still uneven and warm against her lips. His hand cradled the back of her neck with surprising tenderness, thumb stroking once along the sensitive skin at her nape. Neither of them spoke. The silence between them was thick and heavy, saturated with the intimate scent of their joining—musk, salt, raw arousal.

When he finally pulled away, he paused for a long moment, allowing her one last, unhurried view of him. His cock remained thick and proud, still glistening with the combined evidence of their release. A heavy, pearlescent bead of semen clung to the swollen, flushed tip, trembling faintly with the aftershocks of his orgasm. It caught the dim glow of the distant bridge lights and shimmered as it slowly gathered at the slit before beginning its lazy descent.

Although it had started to soften just slightly, the impressive length and girth were still unmistakable—defiant in their lingering hardness, with thick veins pulsing subtly beneath the slick, reddened skin.

Emma stared without shame. Her gaze locked onto his cock with open, hungry fascination, absorbing every intimate detail: the dark, engorged flare of the broad head, the slow, viscous trail of cum that slid down the underside in a glistening path, the faint, involuntary twitch the shaft gave each time a breath of cool night air passed over the wet surface. A fresh, guilty wave of arousal curled low in her belly at the sight—knowing she had drawn that evidence from him, that visible mark of how completely he had taken her. Her lips parted on a quiet, unsteady breath. Warmth flooded her cheeks, yet she made no effort to look away.

Jax watched her watching him. A slow, knowing smile curved his mouth as he reached down and wrapped his fingers around the base of his shaft once more. He gave himself one deliberate, leisurely stroke—spreading the lingering semen along his length in a final, possessive glide that left the skin gleaming—before tucking himself back into his pants with careful patience.

The zipper rose in the same measured cadence he had used throughout the night, each metallic tooth locking into place with a soft, final click that felt like the sealing of their shared secret. His eyes never strayed from her face during the entire motion. He studied her closely: the way her lips stayed swollen and reddened from his kisses, the faint silvery trails where tears had dried across her freckled cheeks, the uncontrollable tremor that still ran through her limbs, and the rhythmic rise and fall of her full breasts beneath the open blouse, her nipples stiff and clearly outlined through the sheer black lace of her bra.

Only after he was fully tucked away and zipped did he permit himself one last, lingering appraisal. He drank in the complete picture of her disheveled, post-climax state—the flushed heat of her skin, the parted softness of her lips, the steady heaving of her breasts, the silvery streaks of dried tears, the subtle quiver in her thighs—as though etching every detail into memory. Then he leaned in close once more. His hand settled gently at the back of her neck as he pressed a soft, almost reverent kiss to her forehead.

The touch was brief yet achingly tender, a quiet counterpoint to the raw intensity that had preceded it. Without speaking, he stepped back into the deeper shadows beneath the bridge and vanished toward the walkway stairs, his footsteps gradually swallowed by the steady, indifferent hum of the city night.

Emma remained pressed against the pylon until her legs felt steady enough to hold her weight. She smoothed her skirt down with trembling hands. The thin fabric was hopelessly wrinkled and bore dark, irregular stains she could not conceal. Her thong still hung tangled around one ankle, the lace darkened and sticky.

She bent slowly to draw it back up her legs. The cool, tacky evidence of their encounter slid against her oversensitive skin as she settled the fabric into place. She winced at the faint wet sound it made, then bit her lip when a weak aftershock made her inner walls flutter. Every small movement echoed what had happened: his taste clung faintly to her tongue, his scent refused to fade from her blouse and skin, and the deep, delicious soreness between her thighs throbbed steadily with her heartbeat—a private, persistent reminder she would carry for days.

Emma straightened and tried to tidy the rest. Her blouse hung open, silk clinging damply where sweat and saliva had dried. The black lace bra sat crooked—one strap fallen to her shoulder, cups pushed low so the flushed edges of her areolas showed above the trim. Her nipples stayed stiff and aching, outlined clearly through the sheer fabric. She adjusted the bra with careful hands, cupping each breast briefly; even that light touch sent another faint spark through her core. She exhaled unevenly and fastened the buttons, though a few gaps remained, revealing freckled skin beneath. Jax was watching her as a blush crept across her cheeks.

She looked down at herself. The skirt hung crooked, the blouse rumpled and half-tucked, faint silvery tear-tracks still visible on her cheeks. Her lips felt swollen, tender, tasting of him. Between her thighs the sticky warmth lingered, a slow seep against the lace that made her press her legs together. She was a walking testament to what had just occurred—the flush on her chest and throat, the unsteady legs, the disarray of her clothes. There was no quick way to erase it.

Emma drew one last steadying breath, tasting night air laced with the musk of their joining. Then she stepped away from the pylon and out from under the bridge, legs shaky but moving forward, carrying every vivid, irreversible detail of the night with her into the darkness.

More encounters followed, each one pulling her deeper into the spiral, each meeting more reckless, more consuming, until the boundaries between guilt and craving dissolved completely.

The first came on a rain-soaked afternoon near the docks, in the back stairwell of an abandoned warehouse that smelled of rust and old salt. The sky had opened without warning, fat drops hammering the tin roof overhead like impatient fingers, drowning out the distant horns of cargo ships. Jax had texted her coordinates, nothing else—no explanation, just three words “I need you.”

She arrived drenched, blouse clinging transparently to her breasts, nipples already peaked from the cold and anticipation. He didn’t speak at first; he simply backed her against the rough concrete wall, rain dripping from the eaves onto their skin in cold rivulets. His hands caught her wrists, lifting them high above her head, pinning them with one calloused palm while the other yanked her skirt up in a single rough motion. No preamble, no teasing—he freed himself and thrust into her standing, slow and punishing, each deep stroke deliberate, grinding against her clit with every withdrawal.

The wet slap of their bodies echoed in the narrow space, mingling with the relentless drumming rain. His mouth found her ear, breath hot and ragged. “Liam ever fuck you like this?” he whispered, the name a curse, a blade. “I could live in this cunt, in this ass.”  She came undone then, thighs shaking, tears mixing with rainwater on her cheeks, her cries muffled against his shoulder as her pussy clenched around him in violent spasms, milking every last drop while guilt burned hotter than the pleasure.

Days later, under the cover of a moonless night, they met again in the empty multi-storey car park beneath Circular Quay. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting sickly yellow pools across the concrete, the air thick with the smell of exhaust and sea. Jax’s ute was parked in the farthest shadowed corner, windows already fogging from their breathing before she even climbed inside. She straddled him in the passenger seat without a word, skirt shoved to her waist, panties pushed aside. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises she’d have to hide under high-waisted skirts for days. She rode him with desperate rhythm, thighs burning from the effort, breasts bouncing free from her unbuttoned blouse as she arched back against the steering wheel.

The car rocked faintly with each downward grind, springs creaking in protest. Their mouths crashed together between gasps—curses spilling from both of them, filthy and breathless: “Fuck… harder… don’t stop… you’re ruining me…” His fingers dug into her ass, guiding her faster until she shattered again, inner walls fluttering wildly, slick heat soaking his lap, his own release following in thick, pulsing jets that filled her completely. When it was over they stayed locked together for long minutes, foreheads pressed, breathing in sync, the windows so fogged no one could have seen the betrayal written across her flushed face.

Then came the stolen hour in a cheap motel room in Kings Cross, the kind of place where the neon sign outside flickered “VACANCY” in red and blue, bleeding through thin blinds in erratic pulses. The room smelled of cigarette smoke and cheap air freshener, the mattress sagging in the middle like it had borne witness to too many sins. Jax locked the door, turned off the overhead light, left only the bathroom bulb spilling weak yellow across the bed. He didn’t undress her fully—just bent her over the edge of the mattress, skirt rucked up around her waist, thong yanked to the side. One hand fisted in her red hair, pulling her head back so she had to arch, throat exposed, while the other slipped between her legs, fingers circling her clit with cruel precision. He entered her from behind in one long, slow push, stretching her open until she whimpered “Beg,” he growled against her neck. “Beg for it like you never begged him.” She did—voice broken, words tumbling out between gasps: “Please… fuck me harder… deeper… make me forget everything else.”

Her eyes stayed locked on her wedding ring where it glinted on the nightstand, gold catching the dim light with every thrust, every punishing stroke that drove her closer to the edge. The contrast seared her: the symbol of vows on one side, Jax’s thick cock claiming her on the other. When she came it was violent, body convulsing, a sob tearing from her throat as wetness flooded down her thighs. He followed moments later, spilling deep inside her with a guttural groan, holding her there until every last pulse had emptied into her, marking her in a way Liam never would again.

Each time she left these places—stairwell, car park, motel—she walked away a little less steady, a little more hollowed out, yet burning brighter with the addiction. The guilt never faded; it only sharpened, turning every secret into fuel, every betrayal into craving. And still she answered his next text, heels clicking faster toward whatever shadowed corner waited next.

Once, while they were lying together afterward, Emma shifted slightly on the mattress. A sudden, unmistakable fart slipped out in the quiet room.

She froze instantly, eyes widening as heat rushed to her cheeks.

“Oh my god,” she groaned, burying her face in her hands.

But Jax only laughed—a deep, easy sound that rumbled through his chest. He pulled her closer, brushing a loose strand of hair away from her face.

“I love how comfortable you are with me,” he said with a crooked smile.

Emma peeked at him, still blushing, then huffed out a small laugh.
“Well,” she said, shrugging lightly, “I just let you know.”

Jax chuckled again and leaned in, pressing a quick, warm kiss to her lips. Emma kissed him back, the embarrassment melting into laughter as they settled together against the sagging mattress.

The sound of his laughter broke the tension, and she found herself laughing too, the absurdity of the moment cutting through the intensity, making her feel strangely comfortable in a way she hadn’t expected. In that shared, silly instant, she realized how much time she was spending with him now—stolen afternoons turning into hours, texts threading through her days—and she was surprised, almost hurt, that Liam didn’t seem to notice or care.

Each time the guilt arrived sharper, hotter, twisting into something she craved more than air—until the line between shame and ecstasy blurred completely, until every secret touch, every whispered promise of more evidence, every brutal, perfect orgasm only tightened the addiction between her ears and between her thighs to reach out to her lover.

Emma told Liam she was handling property deals—late viewings, client meetings, paperwork that kept her out for hours—excuses that rolled off her tongue easier each time, backed by her real estate job that often did require odd hours.

Liam barely questioned it.

Most nights he was already buried in work—laptop open, files scattered across the kitchen table, chasing promotions and deadlines that seemed to swallow him whole. Sometimes he fell asleep there, still dressed, glasses sliding down his nose as the screen glowed in the dim apartment.

At first his indifference had hurt.

Then it became freedom.

If he didn’t care enough to notice she was slipping away piece by piece, why should she hold herself back?

One night, Emma let herself into the apartment quietly, easing the door shut behind her as softly as she could. The living room was dark except for the faint amber glow of Liam’s desk lamp spilling out from the study.

For a moment she stood just inside the doorway, listening.

The apartment felt still. Safe. Ordinary.

Her heart was still beating too fast.

The cool air of the apartment brushed against her flushed skin as she smoothed her skirt with nervous fingers, trying to calm the restless energy still humming through her body. A faint scent of Liam’s cologne lingered in the air, mixing with the familiar warmth of home.

From down the hallway came the quiet sound of keys tapping.

“Hey,” Liam called from the study.

His voice sounded normal. Calm. Distracted.

Emma stepped into the doorway.

Liam sat at his desk, shoulders slightly hunched beneath the pool of lamplight. Papers and case files were scattered across the desk, and his laptop screen cast a pale glow across his face. His dark hair had fallen forward across his forehead the way it always did when he was absorbed in work.

“Long showing?” he asked, still looking at the screen.

“Yeah,” Emma replied quickly. “Client kept asking questions.”

Liam nodded absently and continued scrolling through something on the laptop. After a moment he leaned back slightly and glanced up at her.

His eyes moved over her face.

Then her clothes.

Then back to her face again.

The look lasted only a second, but something about it made Emma’s pulse skip.

She forced a small smile.

“I’m going to shower.”

“Okay,” he said quietly.

Emma turned and walked down the hallway, closing the bathroom door behind her.

A moment later the sound of running water filled the apartment.

Steam began to rise in the small room as she stepped under the spray, letting the hot water run down her back.

For the first time that night, she let herself breathe.

After a minute she reached for her phone, which she had left on the bathroom counter.

Her thumb hovered over the screen.

Then she opened her messages.

Jax’s name sat near the top of the conversation thread.

Emma hesitated only a moment before typing.

Reached home.

She stared at the words for a second.

Then, suddenly uneasy, she deleted the message.

The blank screen stared back at her.

Emma set the phone down and closed her eyes beneath the hot water, trying to quiet the strange tension creeping through her chest.

Down the hallway, Liam remained seated at his desk.

He didn’t move for several seconds.

Then he reached forward and tapped a key.

The laptop screen changed.

The open document disappeared, replaced by a secure message window with a dark background and encrypted text.

At the top of the conversation thread was a single name.

Phantom.

Liam studied the screen for a moment, his expression unreadable.

Then he began typing.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

Shipment confirmed.

He paused, fingers hovering over the keyboard.

A faint, humorless smile touched the corner of his mouth as he added another line.

And she’s exactly where we want her.

He hit send.

Outside, somewhere across the harbor, the low horn of a passing ferry echoed through the night.

In the bathroom down the hall, Emma stood beneath the hot spray of the shower, completely unaware.


Chapter 8: The Web Tightens

The relentless crash of Bondi waves thundered against the shore like a heartbeat gone wild. Each curling breaker exploded into white foam that hissed across the golden sand, salty spray drifting through the air in a fine, cool haze that clung to Emma's skin as she sat at the outdoor café table. The wooden slats were warm beneath her forearms, rough with faint grains of salt blown in from the sea.

The sun beat down mercilessly, its rays filtering through the striped umbrella above and casting dappled shadows across her freckled cleavage, exposed just enough by the low-cut sundress. The light cotton fluttered against her thighs in the ocean breeze, the hem riding up slightly whenever she shifted, teasing the air with glimpses of her smooth, sun-warmed legs.

Sweat beaded along her hairline. Warm droplets formed slowly, slipping down her temples in lazy rivulets that tickled her skin before cooling in the breeze. She tasted the faint salt on her upper lip when she licked it absentmindedly, the briny flavor mingling with the creamy froth of her flat white. The coffee’s bitterness lingered on her tongue like a reminder of the darker secrets festering inside her.

Across the table, her friend Sophie—blonde and bright, with a laugh that sliced through the café’s chatter like a seagull’s cry—lifted her mimosa to her lips. Condensation slid slowly down the chilled glass and dripped onto her fingers, making her shake her hand with a soft laugh. The sharp citrus scent of orange rose into the warm air, tangy and fresh, cutting through the heavier aromas drifting from nearby tables—sizzling bacon, toasted sourdough, and the buttery richness of eggs frying on hot pans.

Emma barely noticed the food. Her stomach twisted anyway.

Sophie tilted her head, oversized sunglasses slipping slightly down the bridge of her nose as she studied Emma more closely. Even through the tinted lenses, Emma could feel the weight of that curious gaze.

“Alright,” Sophie said lightly, drawing the word out. “What’s going on with you today?”

Emma forced a small smile and wrapped both hands around her coffee cup, the ceramic warm against her palms. The breeze off the ocean lifted the loose strands of her hair and brushed them across her cheeks. Her sundress shifted with the movement, the thin cotton clinging briefly to the curve of her waist before fluttering again against her thighs.

“Liam’s been… distant,” she said finally, keeping her voice low. “Work’s eating him alive lately.”

She paused, eyes dropping to the swirl of foam in her flat white.

“And I found some emails on his laptop,” she added. “Strange ones. Something about corruption. This Phantom bloke smuggling things through the ports.”

The lie tasted bitter even as she said it.

Sophie leaned forward immediately, interest sparking across her face. Her sunglasses slid further down her nose now, revealing wide blue eyes sharpened by curiosity.

“Bloody hell, Em,” she said. “That sounds dodgy. You think he’s mixed up in it?”

She reached across the small café table, her fingers cool as they wrapped around Emma’s hand. Her nails—painted a glossy pale pink—pressed lightly into Emma’s skin in a reassuring squeeze.

The touch grounded her for a moment.

Emma nodded slowly, though the movement felt strangely distant from her own body.

A bead of sweat slipped down from her hairline, tracing slowly along her temple before disappearing into the curve of her jaw. The afternoon heat clung to her skin despite the ocean breeze, and she shifted slightly in her chair, the wooden slats warm beneath her legs.

“Maybe,” she murmured.

The word came out thin.

Her chest rose and fell slowly as she tried to steady herself. Somewhere nearby a fork clinked against a plate, laughter burst from another table, and the steady roar of the ocean rolled endlessly behind it all.

Emma blinked hard as tears pricked the corners of her eyes. One escaped anyway, sliding down her cheek before cooling against her skin and dropping softly onto her collarbone.

Sophie’s grip tightened.

“Hey,” she said gently now, the teasing tone gone. “It’ll be alright.”

Emma nodded again, though the weight in her chest only grew heavier.

The confession stopped short. Beneath the table, her free hand pressed her thighs together, a soft gasp escaping as the sudden rush of sensation made her breath hitch. Warmth spread through her body, soaking deeper into the cotton of her panties. The chair beneath her remained dry enough to escape notice, but the intimate heat and the faint musky scent rising from between her legs made her flush even deeper, freckles standing out against the pink warmth of her skin.

Brunch dragged on. The sun climbed higher, baking the sand beyond the café into a shimmering heat haze. Waves crashed louder now, foam hissing closer to the shore. The air thickened with the scent of sunscreen—coconut and zinc, sweet and metallic—mingling with the briny sea breeze.

But Emma’s mind had already leapt ahead to the phone in her bag.

It vibrated once.

The buzz traveled faintly through the canvas, brushing against her thigh like a teasing whisper. She didn’t need to check. She knew it was Jax.

Across the table, Sophie continued chatting about her own relationship troubles, stirring her drink absently as ice clinked against the glass. Emma nodded when expected, murmuring distracted responses, though her thoughts were nowhere near the conversation.

Her body hummed with restless tension.

Finally, brunch ended with quick air kisses—Sophie’s lips cool and glossy against Emma’s cheek, carrying a faint hint of orange from the mimosa. Emma slipped away toward the parking lot, her heels sinking slightly into the soft sand as she walked. Each step shifted the warm grit beneath her feet, the heat of the afternoon pressing against her skin.

By the time she reached her car, her breathing had grown uneven, the sun glinting off the windshield as sweat gathered at the base of her throat and slid slowly downward in warm rivulets.

The leather seat of the car was scorching from the afternoon sun, the heat burning through the thin cotton of Emma’s dress as she slid behind the wheel. She sucked in a breath, shifting slightly as the warmth spread beneath her, the seatbelt clicking across her chest.

Her phone buzzed in her hand.

She glanced down.

Emma, I’m horny. Where are you?

A slow smile tugged at the corner of her mouth despite the heat rushing through her body. Her pulse kicked higher, fingers trembling slightly as she typed back.

Not as much as me. On my way. Don’t jerk off.

She hit send.

I will just edge. Don’t make me wait.

For a moment she just sat there, the engine humming softly beneath the dashboard as the air-conditioning struggled to push cool air through the vents. Outside, Bondi shimmered in the midday glare, sunlight flashing off windscreens and shop windows.

Inside the car, her body still felt overheated.

Her nipples tightened beneath the thin fabric of her dress, sensitive where the seatbelt strap brushed across them each time she shifted in the seat. She exhaled slowly, trying to steady her breathing, but the memory of his messages lingered in her mind like a spark catching dry tinder.

Traffic thickened as she pulled onto the street, engines idling and horns sounding in short impatient bursts. The smell of exhaust drifted faintly through the vents, sharp and metallic against the salt still lingering on her skin from the beach air.

Emma barely noticed.

Her thoughts kept drifting back to Jax. The anticipation curled low in her stomach, spreading warmth through her body as she drove. Between her legs, the thin cotton of her panties felt damp now, clinging softly to her skin with each shift in the seat, a quiet reminder of how worked up she had become.

Her hand tightened briefly on the steering wheel, knuckles paling before she forced herself to relax and focus on the road ahead.

The city blurred past in bright flashes of glass, steel, and summer heat.

The luxury hotel lobby gleamed beneath crystal chandeliers, their light scattering across polished marble floors that felt cool and slick under Emma’s heels. Each step echoed softly through the vast space, the sound rising toward high ceilings where the chandeliers twinkled like distant stars. The air was chilled by powerful air-conditioning and faintly scented with lavender from discreet diffusers—calm, floral, and soothing, a stark contrast to the restless heat still simmering beneath her skin.

She rode the elevator alone.

Mirrored walls reflected her from every angle: flushed cheeks dusted with freckles, lips slightly parted from nervous biting, strands of hair clinging to the damp warmth at her temples. She drew a steady breath as the elevator climbed, trying to compose herself, though her pulse still hammered against her ribs.

When the doors opened onto the quiet hallway, the thick carpet swallowed the sound of her steps.

Room 1204.

The door loomed before her, dark wood polished to a warm sheen beneath the corridor lights. Emma lifted her hand and knocked softly, the muted sound barely louder than the pounding in her chest.

A second later the door opened.

Jax filled the doorway.

He was shirtless, his broad frame catching the cool glow of the room behind him. Tanned skin stretched across defined muscle, faint sweat still glistening along his chest and shoulders as if he’d been pacing. Dark tattoos curled across his torso in intricate patterns—waves, lines, and symbols that shifted subtly each time he breathed.   His hiking pants rode low on his hips, the fabric worn and casual against the powerful build of his body.

Cool air drifted from the room behind him, carrying the scent of pine cologne and something sharper beneath it—tension, anticipation.

Beyond him, the massive window framed Sydney Harbour in evening light. The white sails of the Opera House gleamed against the deepening sky while reflections from the city shimmered across the water below.

Emma leaned lightly against the doorframe, a slow smile touching her lips as her eyes moved over his bare chest.

Jax watched her with that same steady look she knew too well.

The tension wasn’t new anymore—just stronger each time they met.

“Get in here,” he muttered, his voice rough and low.

His hand closed around her wrist and pulled her inside. The grip was hot and firm, the scrape of callouses dragging lightly across her skin as the door shut behind them with a soft click, the lock sliding into place with a quiet finality that sent a ripple of heat through her stomach.

Jax backed her slowly against the wall.
He stopped inches away, close enough that she could feel the warmth of him without their skin quite meeting.
The space between them hummed with heat.

His blue eyes locked onto hers first—dark, focused, pupils blown wide—but they didn’t stay there long. His gaze drifted downward, slow and deliberate, tracing the line of her throat before settling lower.

Emma’s breath caught.

The neckline of her sundress dipped just enough to reveal the soft swell of her cleavage. A scatter of freckles dusted the pale skin there, tiny golden marks that stood out against the warm flush spreading across her chest. The thin cotton of the dress clung lightly to her curves, shifting each time her breathing deepened.

Jax noticed.

His eyes lingered there, moving slowly across the curve of her breasts as though memorizing the sight. The intensity of that gaze alone made her skin prickle.

Emma felt the heat rise all the way to her collarbones.

She had always loved the way he looked at her like that—openly, hungrily, without apology. As if the sight of her body alone was enough to undo him.

Another bead of sweat slid down the center of his chest, glistening briefly against the hard lines of muscle before disappearing along the ridges of his stomach.

Emma’s back pressed against the wallpaper behind her, the textured surface cool through the thin fabric of her dress. The faint floral pattern brushed against her shoulder blades as she shifted slightly, the movement lifting her chest with a slow inhale.

His eyes followed the motion instantly.

Her nipples tightened beneath the cotton, visible through the thin material as the fabric stretched across the front of the dress.

Jax exhaled slowly.

Then his hand rose.

Agonizingly slow.

His fingers brushed along her jaw first, rough skin against softness, before his thumb settled against her lower lip. He pressed gently, parting it slightly, watching the way her mouth opened under the pressure.

Emma inhaled sharply.

Her tongue flicked out without thinking, tasting the faint salt on his skin.

For a moment neither of them moved.

They simply stood there, the charged air between them growing tighter with every breath.

Tension coiled tight between them.

Jax’s other hand slid down to her hip, fingers spreading wide as they gripped the soft cotton of her dress. Heat radiated through his palm. His thumb slipped beneath the hem and lifted it slowly,

The fabric dragged upward with a faint whisper.

Stocking tops appeared first, the delicate bands hugging her thighs, the garter clips giving a soft snap as the dress shifted higher. Cool air rushed against her exposed skin, sending a shiver through her as it brushed her damp inner thighs.

Emma sucked in a breath.

Her arousal had already soaked through the thin cotton of her panties, warmth spreading as she pressed her legs together instinctively. The sensation made her pulse jump harder.

Jax noticed.

His eyes flicked downward briefly before returning to her face, darker now, hunger sharpening his expression.

“You didn’t waste time getting here,” he murmured, voice low and rough.

Emma let out a shaky breath.

“You told me not to make you wait.”

Her hand moved to his chest almost without thinking. Her fingers traced the dark ink curling across his skin, the lines of the tattoo warm and smooth beneath her touch. Heat pulsed under her palm with every beat of his heart.

Her nail dragged lightly across one of his nipples.

It tightened instantly.

Jax’s breath hitched sharply, his shoulders tensing as the small spark of sensation rippled through him. His head dipped closer to hers, their foreheads nearly touching now.

“Careful,” he muttered, though the warning carried no real weight.

Emma’s lips parted slightly as she looked up at him, her chest rising with a slow, uneven breath.

He pulled her toward the bed with deliberate slowness. The room’s carpet felt soft and plush beneath their bare feet, yielding gently with each step like warm flesh giving way. Behind them, the massive floor-to-ceiling window framed their silhouettes against the glittering Sydney skyline. The Opera House lights twinkled in the distance like silent voyeurs, casting shifting patterns of white and gold across the dark harbor water.

Jax undressed her inch by inch. His fingers worked the small buttons of her dress one at a time; each quiet pop sounded unnaturally loud in the hushed room, silk parting in slow waves to reveal the black lace bra beneath. Her breasts spilled slightly over the cups as the fabric fell away, freckles scattering across the soft upper swells like tiny constellations. Her nipples pressed visibly against the sheer lace—dark pink, already erect, swelling further under the weight of his hungry gaze.

He cupped one breast gently in his hot palm, fingers kneading the yielding flesh with slow, firm pressure. His thumb circled the areola through the delicate lace in lazy, deliberate rotations, building delicious friction until the peak throbbed visibly beneath the fabric, hardening into a tight, aching point that strained against the sheer material. He caressed her mango-shaped breast with a soft, reverent touch, tracing the full curve from beneath to the sensitive underside, savoring the weight and warmth of it in his hand.

A low, throaty moan escaped her lips—raw and involuntary—as her pussy clenched hard in response. “Oh Jax… squeeze them,” she whispered, voice husky with need, the words slipping out before she could stop them.

A thick rush of arousal surged from her core, flooding her folds in one heavy, molten wave that drenched the white cotton instantly. The fabric turned clingy and obscene, molding tight to her swollen lips as the warmth spread, soaking upward and seeping past the leg openings in slow, slippery beads.

She shifted restlessly, hips twitching. The soaked cotton dragged over her throbbing clit with every subtle grind, sparking sharp, electric jolts straight through her. Her thighs clamped together hard, pressing the drenched material deeper against her pulsing folds—not to stop it, but because the raw, slippery friction felt too fucking good, stoking the deep, desperate ache hotter and tighter between her legs.

He squeezed harder now, fingers tightening around the soft mound until the pressure bordered on pain, then pinched the nipple through the lace—sharp enough to make her gasp sharply, back arching off the bed. The sting bloomed into liquid heat that poured straight to her core, making her inner walls flutter emptily.

His mouth descended next. He started at her collarbone, lips brushing warm and wet, tongue lapping up the thin rivulet of sweat that had gathered there. The taste of salt bloomed on his tongue as his stubble scraped lightly over her skin, leaving it faintly raw and tingling. He trailed lower, nose nuzzling into the deep valley between her breasts, inhaling deeply—her floral perfume mingling with the richer, muskier scent of her arousal.

Hot breath fanned across her nipples through the lace, making them swell even more, throbbing in time with her racing pulse. He peeled the bra down strap by strap. The lace dragged slowly over her shoulders, cool night air kissing the newly exposed skin. Her nipples popped free—hard, pebbled, dark and swollen—jutting upward as if begging for his mouth. He latched onto one immediately, lips sealing hot and wet around the peak. His tongue flicked the tip in slow, deliberate strokes before he sucked gently, drawing it deeper into the warmth of his mouth.

The suction pulled rhythmically; teeth grazed the sensitive flesh lightly, sending a sharp sting through her that contrasted deliciously with the pleasure. Her back arched off the mattress, hands fisting the crisp cotton sheets until her nails dug in and the fabric bunched beneath her palms. A sheen of sweat broke across his chest and dripped onto her belly in warm drops that pooled in her navel before cooling slowly. He sucked harder, the nipple swelling red-hot under the relentless attention, and her pussy pulsed in perfect sync—walls stretching around nothing, wetness flooding out in hot waves that soaked the sheets beneath her hips. The musky scent of her arousal thickened the air between them.

On his knees now, he spread her thighs wide apart. The stark contrast of his tanned hands against her pale, freckled skin sent a fresh shiver through her; his fingers dug firmly into the soft flesh of her inner thighs, heat radiating from his palms and searing straight into her core. His thumbs traced slow paths upward along the sensitive skin, gathering her abundant wetness on the pads—slippery, warm, and thick. He lifted them to his mouth and sucked them clean with a low, appreciative groan, savoring the salty-sweet taste of her on his tongue as if it were something rare and addictive.

His tongue finally descended with deliberate slowness. Flat and scorching hot, he dragged it along her outer lip from bottom to top in one long, languid stroke, relishing the velvety texture of every slick fold. Her flavor flooded his mouth instantly—rich, musky, intoxicating. He sucked the plump lip gently between his lips, tugging until it swelled fuller under the gentle pressure, then released it with a wet, obscene pop before shifting to the other side. He nipped lightly at the tender flesh—sharp enough to draw a quick gasp from her and make her hips buck faintly upward—then circled the entrance of her pussy with the tip of his tongue, tracing the rim in slow, teasing loops.

Her inner walls clenched greedily around the shallow intrusion, fluttering with eager need. He thrust his tongue gently deeper, curling it to lap at the sensitive inner flesh, stroking the spots that made her tremble. A sudden, forceful gush of hot arousal squirted from her, splashing against his chin and running in warm rivers down his neck, cooling against his skin as it dripped lower. His thumb found her clit without hesitation—the rough pad circling slowly at first, then increasing the pressure steadily until the small bundle swelled thicker beneath his touch, throbbing like a frantic heartbeat under his relentless attention.

Her moans grew louder and more ragged, turning into broken whimpers that spilled from her lips with every breath. Shivers racked her entire body; sweat beaded on her brow and flew off in tiny droplets as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside her, winding her closer to the edge with every slow lick and deliberate circle.

She reached for him then, her fingers trembling slightly as they fumbled with the button of his pants. It popped open with a quiet snap, and she drew the zipper down slowly, tooth by tooth, the metallic rasp loud in the quiet room as it exposed the thick bulge straining against his boxers. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and peeled the fabric downward; his cock sprang free, thick and heavily veined, the swollen head flushed a deep purple and already glistening with arousal. A bead of pre-cum welled at the slit and dripped in a long, slow, viscous string. She caught it on her fingertip and lifted it to her mouth, sucking the digit clean with deliberate slowness. The taste was salty, thick, and unmistakably masculine on her tongue, sending a fresh pulse of heat straight to her core.

She wrapped her hand around the base, fingers barely meeting around his girth, and stroked slowly from root to tip. She felt the shaft throb powerfully in her grip, swelling even thicker as more pre-cum oozed warmly over her knuckles, coating her skin in slick heat. The size difference from her husband struck her again—longer, curved gently upward in a way that promised it would press against every hidden spot inside her, the base noticeably thicker, veins pulsing hot and alive beneath her palm.

She knew his cock intimately now—every detail etched into her memory: the rich, musky scent that clung to her fingers long after she touched him, the thick, raised veins that pulsed hot under her palm, the subtle twitches it gave when she teased the underside, the proud way it stood rigid and flushed just for her. It was so big, so beautifully thick and perfectly shaped, filling her like it was made for her body, sliding in deep and snug like a custom glove every time. Yet even after all the times she had taken him, the sight of it in her hand and the heavy, velvety weight resting against her palm still stole her breath. Her throat tightened with a sharp hitch of pure want.

Her pulse hammered wildly in her ears as she gave another slow, reverent stroke from base to tip, fingers gliding smoothly over the slick skin. She watched, transfixed, as a fresh bead of pre-cum welled at the slit and swelled into a glistening pearl before slowly spilling over. The drop caught the low light and shimmered as it coated her knuckles in warm stickiness. She was mesmerized by how flawlessly it fit her grip—thick enough to stretch her fingers wide, long enough to fill her hand completely—and by how desperately her body already ached for it. Her pussy clenched emptily at the thought, a fresh rush of wetness seeping out to remind her how perfectly he would stretch her open again, claim every inch inside her until she was trembling and gasping his name.

She shifted her attention lower, her gaze drawn irresistibly to the firm, rounded curve of his ass. The muscles flexed subtly as he knelt above her, the skin smooth and taut, a faint sheen of sweat catching the dim light from the window. A new wave of heat curled through her belly at the sight—she had never allowed herself to linger on this part of a man's body before, never felt this bold curiosity with Liam. With Jax, though, every boundary seemed to dissolve.

She reached up and cupped both cheeks in her hands, lifting them slightly to spread him open. The motion surprised him; he glanced back over his shoulder, brows raised. “What are you doing?” he asked, voice low and rough with amusement and curiosity.

She smiled slowly, wickedly, her eyes locked on the shadowed cleft between his cheeks. “Looking at the place you fart from,” she murmured, then winked, the playful filth of the words making her own pulse spike. Before he could respond, she leaned in and dragged her tongue flat along the sensitive skin just behind his balls, then higher, circling the tight ring of his asshole with slow, deliberate licks. He sucked in a sharp breath, body tensing, then relaxing into a low groan as she pressed the tip of her tongue against the puckered entrance, teasing it open with wet, insistent circles.

She moved lower again, taking one of his heavy balls into her mouth and sucking gently, rolling it against her tongue while her hand wrapped around his thick cock. She stroked him in long, firm pulls, thumb swirling over the slick head on every upstroke. His shaft throbbed harder in her grip, pre-cum leaking steadily now, coating her fingers in warm stickiness. She switched to the other ball, sucking it deeper, tongue lapping at the seam beneath while her free hand slid back up to tease his ass again.

This was something she had never done with Liam—never felt the urge, never dared to explore so shamelessly. With Jax, the taboo only fueled her. She wet two fingers in her mouth, then pressed them slowly against his hole, circling the rim until it softened under the pressure. When she eased one finger inside, he groaned deeply, hips jerking forward into her stroking hand. The tight heat gripped her knuckle; she curled the digit gently, stroking the sensitive spot inside him while her other hand pumped his cock faster.

His breathing turned ragged. A low, broken moan tore from his throat as his body shuddered. Suddenly, a few small drops of cum seeped from the tip of his cock—clear and thick, not a full release but a slow, involuntary leak that dribbled over her fingers and down the shaft. She watched it happen, mesmerized, feeling the tiny pulses inside him as her finger pressed deeper.

The sight sent a fresh gush of wetness between her own legs; she moaned softly against his skin, the raw intimacy of making him leak like this pushing her own arousal to a fever pitch.

She withdrew her finger slowly, then licked a long stripe from his balls to the base of his cock, tasting the salty mix of pre-cum and his skin. “You like that?” she whispered, voice husky, already knowing the answer from the way his hips rocked helplessly into her touch.

“Damn, you Emma, such a ball drainer, aren’t you?” he growled low against her ear, voice rough with lust and dark amusement. The filthy praise hit her like a spark, making her pussy clench hard and flood with fresh heat.

He pulled her up from the bed with firm hands on her hips and spun her around, guiding her to stand facing the massive window. The cool glass pressed against her flushed back, a sharp shock that made her gasp softly. Her nipples dragged across the smooth surface with every shallow, ragged breath, sending tiny electric jolts straight down to her core. Beyond the pane, the harbor lights twinkled like distant, voyeuristic eyes—silent witnesses to their every move as the city glittered below.

Jax stepped in close behind her, his chest brushing her shoulders, cock heavy and slick between them. He gripped her hips tighter, fingers digging into soft flesh, then dragged the swollen head of his cock along her dripping slit from behind. He coated himself slowly, sliding the broad tip up and down her folds until he glistened with her arousal, the obscene shine catching the low light from the room. She whimpered, hips rocking back instinctively, desperate for more.

Then he thrust in inch by burning inch. The stretch was intense, almost overwhelming—her walls yielding hot and tight around his thick girth, fluttering and throbbing in eager welcome as he sank deeper. She gasped sharply when the head popped past her entrance, then let out a long, broken moan as he filled her completely, stretching her so full she could feel every pulsing vein pressed against her sensitive inner flesh.

When he was fully seated, his heavy balls rested softly against her ass with a gentle, wet slap, the sound filthy and intimate in the quiet room.

He stayed buried to the hilt for a long heartbeat, letting her feel the full weight and heat of him inside her. His hands slid up her sides, cupping her breasts from behind and pinching her nipples hard enough to make her cry out. “Feel that?” he murmured, voice gravel-rough against her neck. “That’s all for you—all of Jax inside Emma,” He rolled his hips once, grinding deep, making her walls flutter wildly around him as another rush of slickness coated his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” Emma gasped, her voice breaking into a needy whimper as her inner walls fluttered and clenched greedily around his thick length, “so deep, baby.”

She braced her palms against the glass, forehead resting on the cool surface, breath fogging the pane in short, desperate bursts. The city lights blurred through the haze of her arousal; she felt exposed, claimed, utterly owned—and the thought only made her wetter, tighter, more desperate for him to move.

His thrusts began ultra-slow, each one deep and deliberate. He rolled his hips in languid circles, grinding the thick base of his cock against her clit while the head dragged along different sensitive spots inside her, pressing and teasing in turn. Her pussy responded instinctively, clenching rhythmically around his girth with every slow withdrawal, milking him greedily as if trying to pull him deeper. Fresh waves of slick heat squirted out in hot, messy spurts that coated his shaft and dripped in warm rivulets down her trembling thighs and his.

He squeezed her ass hard, fingers sinking deep into the soft flesh until faint bruises would bloom later. He spread her cheeks wide, exposing the heat radiating from her core, the cool air kissing her skin and making her shiver. His thumb circled her puckered hole teasingly—slow, firm pressure that never quite breached her, but the sharp sting of sensation blended with the fullness inside her, pushing her pleasure higher, tighter, closer to breaking.

The climax built slowly, torturously, every grind and withdrawal winding her tighter. Her moans fractured into desperate, gasping cries—“Oh god… yes… right there… fuck, don’t stop…”—shivers cascading down her spine like electric currents. When she finally shattered, it was explosive: her pussy spasmed wildly around his thickness, walls convulsing in powerful ripples as she squirted in forceful, rhythmic waves. The hot gush soaked his thighs, splashed against his hips, and dripped in thick puddles onto the carpet below.

He followed seconds later, a low, guttural groan tearing from his throat as thick ropes of cum erupted deep inside her. He held himself buried to the hilt, pulsing again and again, filling her until the excess overflowed in warm, slow dribbles that slid down her crack and inner thighs, mixing with her own release in sticky trails.

Later, as the afterglow settled over them like heavy silk and their breathing slowed into uneven, satisfied pants, her phone vibrated sharply on the nightstand.

Jax was asleep.

The sudden buzz shattered the quiet.

Emma reached for the phone, her hand trembling slightly as she fumbled across the wood. The screen glowed pale in the dim room.

Unknown Number.

She answered.

For a moment there was only static.

Then a distorted voice rasped through the speaker, cold and mechanical.

“Jax is next if you don’t stop.”

The line went dead.

Emma stayed frozen, the phone still pressed to her ear as the silence rushed back into the room.

Emma stayed frozen, the phone still pressed to her ear as the words echoed through her skull. Her pulse began to hammer violently, drowning out the lingering rhythm of their breathing.

Beside her, Jax’s body was still warm against hers.

Too warm.

Too exposed.

The heat that had filled the room moments earlier seemed to drain away, leaving a cold knot tightening in her chest. Her gaze dropped slowly to the dark screen in her hand, the silence suddenly thick with something far heavier than the afterglow.

Fear.

Real, sharp, and creeping in fast enough to make her stomach twist.

And the words kept repeating in her mind.

Jax is next.

Later, long after the raw urgency between them had finally burned itself out, Emma slipped quietly from the hotel bed.

The room was dim now, lit only by the enormous window overlooking the harbour. Outside, Sydney shimmered in scattered gold and white reflections, the sails of the Opera House glowing softly against the dark water like a sleeping giant.

Jax slept deeply beside her.

One arm lay thrown across the pillow where her head had been minutes earlier, his breathing slow and heavy. The exhaustion of the day—and of her—had pulled him under completely. A faint sheen of sweat still glistened across his chest in the city light, the dark curves of his tattoos rising and falling with every steady breath.

Emma watched him for a long moment.

A small, wicked smile tugged at her lips.

“Poor man.

I have drained him bad.”

Carefully, she gathered her clothes from the floor. Before she slipped her white cotton panties back on, she paused. The fabric was still damp and heavy with the evidence of how many times she had come undone—her arousal, his cum, the mingled scent of them both. Instead of putting them on, she folded them neatly and placed them on the nightstand beside his phone. A little souvenir. Something to find when he woke up alone.

She dressed quickly, moving silently so she wouldn’t wake him. The room still carried the warm, thick scent of sweat, cologne, tangled sheets, and sex—musky and intimate, clinging to the air like a lingering touch.

At the door she paused once more and glanced back.

Jax hadn’t stirred. He lay sprawled on his stomach now, the sheet kicked low around his hips, exposing the firm, rounded curve of his ass. The muscles looked relaxed in sleep, smooth and taut, a faint tan line marking where his shorts usually sat. In the soft glow from the harbor lights, the skin gleamed subtly, inviting.

A sudden, wicked urge surged through her.

She wanted to bite it.

Just once. Softly. A secret mark no one else would see.

Emma stepped back toward the bed on bare feet, heart picking up speed. She knelt beside him, careful not to jostle the mattress too much. Leaning in, she pressed her lips to the warm swell of one cheek, then parted them and sank her teeth gently into the firm flesh—not hard enough to hurt, just enough to feel the give under her bite, the faint salt of his skin on her tongue.

Jax let out a low, sleepy grunt, shifting slightly in his sleep, but his eyes stayed closed. A small, satisfied thrill raced through her at the sound. She soothed the spot with a slow lick, tasting him one last time, then pulled away.

She smiled to herself in the dim light.

Her little secret souvenir for him, just like the panties she’d left behind.

Emma straightened, slipped out the door without another sound, and let it close softly behind her. The hallway air felt cooler on her flushed skin as she walked toward the elevator, the faint ache between her thighs and the taste of him still lingering on her lips.

Out in the hallway the cool air wrapped around her bare skin beneath the dress—no panties now, just the lingering slickness between her thighs and the faint ache of being so thoroughly used. She slipped her phone from her purse, thumbs hovering over the screen for a moment before she typed.

On my way home. Don’t miss me too much. Left you a souvenir by the bedside Send me a pic tonight.

She stared at the message, a dark thrill curling low in her belly at the thought of him waking up to her used, cum-soaked panties and the filthy little note.

Then she hit send.

The elevator chimed softly as the doors opened. As she stepped inside, she opened the thread again and deleted the message from her end.

No trail.

The elevator hummed downward.

And as the floors ticked past, the distorted voice from the earlier call crept back into her mind.

Jax is next if you don’t stop.

The words settled cold and heavy in her chest.

For a moment she considered calling him back. Warning him. Telling him everything.

But instinct held her back.

If Liam was involved the way she feared… confronting either of them without knowing the truth could make things worse.

She needed answers first.

Back home that evening the house felt strangely quiet.

Emma stepped inside and closed the door softly behind her. The familiar scent of the house—polish, laundry detergent, the lingering warmth of the day—settled around her like a lie she no longer believed.

The bedroom light was off.

She stood in the doorway for a moment before crossing the room.

Liam’s bedside drawer.

The thought came suddenly and refused to leave.

Emma slid the drawer open.

There it was.

The hidden phone.

Still tucked neatly beneath folded socks exactly where she had seen it before.

Her fingers trembled as she powered it on.

The screen lit instantly — no passcode, no lock. A cheap burner.

The bluish glow spilled across the room.

Call logs filled the display.

Numbers she didn’t recognize.

Most of them late at night.

Her pulse quickened.

One voicemail.

Emma tapped it.

Static crackled through the speaker before a low voice emerged, distant and muffled.

Coordinates.

Then a single word.

Phantom.

Her breath caught.

Below the voicemail sat a message attachment.

A photo.

She opened it.

The image was grainy, clearly taken in haste, but the details were unmistakable.

A tattooed arm holding a shipping manifest against the side of a container.

Emma leaned closer.

The tattoo twisted across the forearm in dark, intricate lines.

A wave pattern.

Her stomach tightened into a hard knot.

She zoomed in further.

Container numbers.

Dates.

And scrawled across the corner in red ink:

Phantom – clearance guaranteed. Lt. Hartley.

At the bottom sat an official NSW Police stamp, dated two weeks earlier.

Emma stared at the screen.

Liam’s name. His rank. His signature line.

Emma stared at the screen.

Jax’s tattoo.

Liam’s name.

The shipments.

For weeks she had been pulled between them—trusting Jax, defending Liam, convincing herself none of it was real.

Now the pieces sat in her hands.

And for the first time, anger began to push through the fear.

Had they both been playing her?

Using her?

Dragging her into something filthy while she stood in the middle believing their lies?

The thought made her jaw tighten.

Fine.

If they wanted secrets…

She could play that game too.

Emma moved quickly to her laptop. The anonymous Internal Affairs reporting page she had bookmarked days earlier loaded slowly on the screen.

For a moment she hesitated.

If this came back to her—

She forced the thought away.

Too late now.

She attached the photo.

No message.

No explanation.

Just the evidence.

Then she hit send.

The email disappeared into the void.

Emma sat back in the dim room, listening to the quiet hum of the house around her.

Somewhere across the city, Jax was sleeping peacefully.

Completely unaware of the soaked panties on his nightstand or the storm she had just set in motion.

And somewhere else, the name Phantom was about to learn exactly what Emma Hartley was capable of when the lies finally cracked open.
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