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Chapter 1: The Place
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The bags were barely through the door.

Jacqueline Mercer stood in the center of the great room and turned a slow circle, taking in the full sweep of the place. It was even better than the photos. The ceilings soared, all white render and raw timber beams, and the back wall was nothing but glass; a continuous panel of sliding doors thrown wide open to the afternoon. Outside, the pool glittered in the December sun like a cut gemstone.

"Arthur," she said. "Come look at this."

Her husband appeared from the entry hall, phone in hand, reading glasses pushed up into his silver hair. He glanced toward the glass doors, took a brief inventory of the view, and nodded once. "Very nice. Good value for the location."

That was Arthur. Sixty-two years old, worth more money than Jacqueline could truly conceptualize, and his highest praise was good value for the location.

She loved him. She also stopped waiting for him to be impressed by things a long time ago.

She crossed to the open doors and stepped out onto the sandstone paving. The heat was immediate and total, pressing in from all sides. It was a real summer heat, not the dry, apologetic warmth they'd left behind in Los Angeles. This was December in the Southern Hemisphere, and it felt like it. The air smelled of salt and something green and faintly tropical.

The pool stretched out in front of her, long and glassy still, a shade of blue that seemed almost too saturated to be real. At the far end, a cluster of palms rose against the white sky, their fronds shifting lazily in the coastal breeze. Bougainvillea climbed the side wall in an eruption of deep pink. The whole property felt lush and a little excessive, which as far as Jacqueline was concerned was exactly the point of a vacation.

She crouched at the pool's edge and dipped her fingers in. The water was warm from the sun on the surface, cooler underneath.

"The Sydney team needs me on a call in an hour." Arthur had followed her out, but his eyes were on his phone. "I'll take it in the study. There's one off the entry hall."

"Of course there is," Jacqueline said pleasantly. She stood and dried her fingers on the back of her linen trousers.

"Once the Meridian expansion gets settled, I'll have more time." He said it the way he always said it, not as a promise exactly, more as a statement of future fact. And she had learned, in four years of marriage to Arthur Mercer, that he usually meant it. His time was simply a resource allocated elsewhere at the moment. She was patient. She was also thirty-eight years old, on the other side of the world, standing next to a pool in the full blaze of a summer afternoon with nothing in her immediate future but thirty days of this.

She had arrived considerably worse.

"Go take your call," she said. She touched his arm briefly as she passed him back toward the house. "I'm going to find where they put the luggage."

The primary suite was on the upper level, its own private terrace overlooking the water. Jacqueline's bags had been placed neatly at the foot of the bed by the driver, and she moved through the room slowly, opening doors: a walk-in wardrobe, a bathroom with a freestanding tub positioned directly in front of a window, a set of French doors that led onto the terrace. She pushed them open and stepped out.

From up here she could see over the hedge line to the hillside beyond, and past that, a thin stripe of deep blue where the ocean lay. The palms below shifted in the breeze. Down at the pool, the water caught the sun and broke it into pieces.

Jacqueline leaned against the terrace railing and let the heat settle around her like something solid.

A whole month. Arthur had framed it as a gift. “We’ll bring you along, make a holiday of it.” And she had taken it in that spirit, because that was what it was. He would work. She would have the house, the pool, the car, the coastline, and all the unhurried hours she could fill.

She was very good at filling hours. It was, more or less, her area of expertise.

Below, through the open study window, she heard the low murmur of Arthur beginning his call.

Jacqueline pushed off the railing and went back inside to unpack.
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Chapter 2: Business Hours
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She had always been good at mornings alone.

Jacqueline was up before Arthur, which wasn't unusual. She pulled on a light robe and padded downstairs barefoot, found the kitchen already stocked—someone from the property management company must have arranged it—a welcome gesture that included good coffee and a bowl of fruit on the island. She stood at the open glass doors with her cup and watched the light come up over the pool.

The water was mirror-still. The palms threw long shadows across the paving. It was not yet eight and already warm.

By the time Arthur came downstairs, showered and dressed in the pressed shirt he always wore for video calls, his phone was already ringing.

"Morning," she said.

He kissed her cheek, poured himself a coffee, and answered it.

She ate breakfast alone on the terrace.

The thing about their arrangement was that it had always made a certain kind of sense. Arthur was sixty-two; she was thirty-eight. He had built an empire across three decades and two previous marriages, and the honest truth was that his attention, real and sustained, was simply not available in the quantities a woman her age normally desired. They both knew it. Neither of them said it plainly, but they had arrived, somewhere in the second year of their marriage, at an understanding. She could take her appetite elsewhere. Discreetly, with his blessing. She had only needed to ask.

It was a good arrangement. Better than resentment, which she had seen curdle other marriages from the inside. Better than pretending she didn't notice when months passed without him truly looking at her.

She always asked first. That was the rule, the one he had set and she had kept without complaint. It was a small thing to give him. He was a man who liked to feel in control of the variables in his life, and she was, she supposed, one of the variables. She didn't mind. She understood him. Mostly, anyway.

She had been thinking, for most of the long flight from Los Angeles, about the apps. A new city. A new country, technically. A month with empty afternoons and no one she knew within ten thousand miles. It seemed like the right time to ask.

She had planned to do it over breakfast.

Arthur reappeared at the glass doors at half past nine, phone wedged between his ear and shoulder, holding his empty coffee cup toward her in a wordless request. She refilled it. He mouthed thank you and disappeared back into the study.

At eleven, she heard his voice rise slightly: the tone he used when something had gone wrong in a way that required managing. She knew that tone. It meant the morning was no longer available.

She changed into her swimsuit and spent an hour in the pool.

At half past twelve he came out to the terrace looking for her, and for a moment, a brief and ordinary moment, she thought she might have him. He sat down across from her, loosened his collar. She opened her mouth.

His phone rang.

He took it.

She closed her mouth and reached for her water glass. This was becoming exceedingly typical.

The car for him arrived at two. Someone from the Sydney office had arranged it; there was apparently a situation with a local partner that required his physical presence and couldn't be resolved remotely. Arthur came out to the pool to tell her, jacket back on, reading glasses in his breast pocket.

"I'm sorry," he said, and she could tell he meant it. "It probably won't be the whole afternoon."

"It's fine," she said. "Go."

He squeezed her shoulder and left. She listened to the front door close, and then to the quiet that followed, which was not really quiet at all: the cicadas, the breeze in the palms, the faint, distant rhythm of the ocean. The sounds of a beautiful place going about its business without her.

She leaned back in the lounger and looked up at the sky. It was vast and pale and indifferent, the way the Australian sky seemed to be. Too large for the kind of smallness she was currently feeling.

She hadn't even asked.

It wasn't disappointment exactly. She had been here before, in other houses in other countries, waiting for a gap in his schedule that kept not appearing. She knew how to inhabit the waiting. She was practiced at it, fluent in it, in the same way she was fluent in unpacking a suitcase in an unfamiliar room or finding her way around a kitchen that wasn't hers.

She picked up her book and found her page.

The afternoon opened up in front of her, long and warm and entirely her own.
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Chapter 3: The Apps
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Arthur had texted at four: Running late. Don't wait on dinner.

Jacqueline didn't.

She made herself a gin and tonic from the bar cart in the living room, heavy on the gin, light on everything else, and carried it out to the pool. The late afternoon sun was lower now but no less serious, laying itself across the water in long gold panels. She settled onto the lounger, adjusted her sunglasses, and lay back.

She opened the app.

She had downloaded it somewhere over the Pacific, in the dark between one movie and the next, with Arthur asleep beside her and thirty thousand feet of nothing below. She hadn't set up the profile until this morning, during the hour she'd spent around the pool; incremental, doing a lap, climbing out, adding a photo, doing another lap. It had felt appropriately casual. Like she wasn't in any particular hurry.

She was, she now recognized, in something of a hurry.

The app knew she was in Palm Beach. It was working with that information diligently. She swiped her thumb across the screen and the faces came: a surfer with sun-bleached hair and shoulders that deserved their own postcode; a tall, dark-eyed architect from Brisbane who was apparently in town for the week; a chef, thirties, with a jaw she found unreasonably compelling. She paused on him longer than was strictly necessary before moving on.

She took a sip of her drink.

There was a personal trainer next, outdoors, laughing at something off-camera. Then a marine biologist with kind eyes and forearms that made her lose her place entirely. She scrolled back to him. Scrolled forward. Scrolled back again.

She took another sip.

The thing was, she had forgotten. That was the only way to put it. The months had been long and domestic and pleasant in their way, and she had simply forgotten what it felt like to want someone new. The specific, sharpening quality of it. The way it reorganized her attention and made everything feel slightly more vivid: the cold of the glass in her hand, the warmth of the sun across her legs, the sound of the water.

She shifted on the lounger and crossed her ankles.

More faces. A winemaker with a slow smile. A journalist, dark-haired and serious-looking in a way she found interesting rather than off-putting. A man named Tom who had three photos, all outdoors, all suggesting a body she would very much like to have an opinion on.

She hadn't really matched with anyone yet. Hadn't sent a word to anyone. She was just looking, which was its own particular pleasure: the accumulation of possibility, face after face after face, each one a door she hadn't opened yet.

By the time her drink was half gone, she was warm in a way that had nothing to do with the sun.

She set the phone face-down on her stomach for a moment and looked up at the sky, which had begun its slow turn toward evening. The palms moved. The pool settled. Somewhere inside the house, her phone buzzed once against her skin.

Jacqueline picked it up.

She kept scrolling.
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Chapter 4: Ready Up
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She was going to wait for Arthur to return.

She really was going to.

That was, before he’d messaged her again. Somehow with a much more significant delay than either of them had anticipated.

The text read: Hey hun, extremely sorry about this but we’re going to be working into tonight and again early in the morning. The team and I have decided to just get me a hotel in the city, so that I can get this over with and be back to you by tomorrow afternoon. Hopefully early! I’ll call you later tonight.

Jacqueline was nearly stunned. Even for Arthur on his work trips, this was quite unusual. But not impossible, of course.

She knew it wouldn’t be the early afternoon he’d be coming back the next day. It never was. And selfishly, she was disappointed, for more than just one reason.

—
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“HEY JACQUELINE, HOW’D you get so fine?” the message came across. Immediately flirtatious, and immediately cheesy as well.

It still caused her face to light up.

Finally. Attention.

His name was Jermaine, and he had come up in her feed about an hour into her scrolling: six foot three according to his profile, broad-shouldered in a way the photos didn't even do justice to, with a smile that managed to be both easy and deliberate at the same time. Born in Melbourne, currently in Palm Beach for two weeks visiting a friend. The timing was almost irritatingly convenient.

She had swiped right without deliberating.

They had been messaging for the better part of an hour now, and he was funny, which she hadn't fully prepared herself for. Attentive in the way he asked questions and actually waited for the answers. And relentless in a way that was doing considerable damage to her composure; he had a gift for saying something that walked right up to a line without crossing it, leaving her very aware of exactly where the line was.

You're in Palm Beach for a whole month? he'd written. That's either very relaxing or very boring depending on who you're spending it with.

Jacqueline had laughed out loud at that, alone on her terrace in the fading light.

Currently, she'd written back, it’s somewhere in between.

I could fix that, his message read.

She believed him.

When he suggested they meet, she felt the nerves arrive immediately: a flutter low in her stomach that she recognized as equal parts anticipation and caution. She was out of practice. That was the truth of it. It had been a long time since she'd done this, and the distance between wanting something and actually reaching for it felt larger than she remembered.

She almost suggested tomorrow. Almost proposed something safely daytime: coffee, a walk, something with an easy exit.

Then Arthur's text sat there on her screen: hotel in the city...back to you by tomorrow afternoon.

The house was hers. The whole warm, opulent, ridiculous house, with its pool and its palms and its enormous empty bed upstairs. All of it, for the entire night.

What are you doing tonight? she typed.

Nothing I wouldn't cancel for you.

She bit her lip.

I have the place to myself, she wrote. If you wanted to come here instead. Around nine?

She sent it before she could revise it into something more cautious. Her heart was going at a pace she found mildly embarrassing.

The three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Send me the address.

Jacqueline exhaled.

She went inside, climbed the stairs to the primary suite, and stood in front of the bathroom mirror for a moment, taking stock. Then she reached for her makeup bag and got to work. Foundation first, then eyes; she was going to do them properly tonight. In the mirror her reflection looked back at her with an expression she hadn't seen on herself in some time.

She looked, she thought, like a woman with somewhere to be.
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Chapter 5: The New Arrival
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The call with Arthur was brief. As always.

He’d summarized the situation at work, which Jacqueline now understood but didn’t really care about. Her mind was preoccupied with other things tonight.

After hanging up, she continued getting ready, selecting a nice outfit for her date with Jermaine.

She settled on a dress she had packed almost as an afterthought: a deep emerald wrap dress in a silky, lightweight fabric that moved when she moved. It was short without being desperate about it, hitting mid-thigh, with a neckline that crossed low enough to be interesting. She had bought it in Beverly Hills three months ago and hadn't worn it once. It had been waiting, she decided, for exactly this kind of night. She paired it with strappy gold sandals and kept her jewelry minimal; just small gold hoops and the thin bracelet she wore almost every day. Her hair she left down. It fell past her shoulders in loose waves and she knew, from the way it looked in the mirror, that it was the right call.

She was ready by quarter to nine.

She poured herself a small glass of white wine from the bottle she'd opened and set in the kitchen, then took up a position in the living room that was not, she told herself, waiting by the door. She was simply nearby.

He knocked at five past nine.

Jacqueline opened the door and registered, in the space of about one second, that his photos had in fact undersold him. Jermaine was tall in a way that filled the doorframe; dark-skinned, clean-cut, wearing a simple white linen shirt with the sleeves rolled to the elbow and dark jeans that managed to look both casual and deliberate. He smelled like something warm and expensive.

He looked at her for a moment before he said anything.

"Okay," he said. "Hi."

She laughed. "Hi yourself. Come in."

He stepped inside and she watched his face as he took in the entry hall, the soaring ceilings, the view straight through to the lit pool beyond the glass.

"This is the Airbnb," he said. It wasn't quite a question.

"This is the Airbnb, indeed," Jacqueline confirmed.

He turned a slow circle, taking in the full sweep of the room. "And you have this to yourself tonight."

"I do. Or did, I suppose."

He looked at her with an expression that was difficult to read and very easy to like. "Some people have all the luck."

“Sure do,” Jacqueline said with a smile, before leading him through to the living room. "White wine?"

"Please."

She poured him a glass and they settled on the large linen sofa, angled toward each other. The glass doors to the pool were open, letting in the warm night air and the sound of the water. The house felt different with him in it; fuller, somehow. More alive.

They talked easily. He was from Melbourne originally, had moved to Sydney four years ago for work; he was in finance, which she found mildly amusing given Arthur, though she kept that to herself. He had a younger sister he was clearly devoted to and a group of friends who sounded genuinely fun. He asked about Los Angeles, about how she spent her time, and he listened to her answers with the particular quality of attention that she had almost forgotten existed: steady, unhurried, like he had nowhere else to be.

The wine was cold and dry and exactly right.

At some point she realized she had turned toward him on the sofa without noticing, her knee nearly touching his. She noticed now.

When she excused herself to use the bathroom, she rose from the sofa and crossed the room, and she was almost to the hallway when some instinct made her glance back over her shoulder.

He was watching her. With a focus on her lower backside. A slow, unhurried smirk just catching the corner of his mouth, not even slightly apologetic about where his eyes had been.

She turned back around before he could see what it did to her face.

In the bathroom she gripped the edge of the vanity and looked at her reflection. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were bright. The woman looking back at her was not bored, or patient, or pleasantly content with beautiful surroundings.

She was having an extremely good time.

Jacqueline finished up, took a breath, smoothed the front of her dress, and went back out to him.
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Chapter 6: Getting Warmer

[image: ]


Jacqueline came back from the bathroom to find he had refilled both their glasses.

She appreciated that. Small things said a lot about a person. She truly believed that.

"Hope you don’t mind a little more wine," he said, handing her glass over. There was something in his voice that suggested he knew she wouldn’t mind.

"Wow, don’t mind if I do," she said simply, and settled back onto the sofa. Closer than before. Not by accident.

"Good girl. Now drink with me. Cheers," Jermaine said, before reaching out to clink glasses with her.

“Cheers,” Jacqueline responded, reaching out with her own glass.

She gave him a look over the rim of her glass. He gave her one back that was significantly worse for her composure.

"So," she said. "Finance. What does that actually mean? Because my husband is in finance and what he does bears absolutely no resemblance to anything a normal person would recognize as a job."

Jermaine laughed; a real one, low and easy, that did something pleasant to the atmosphere in the room. "What kind of finance?"

"The kind that requires him to fly to Sydney and leave his wife alone in a mansion with a pool."

"Then I owe the man a thank you card."

She laughed despite herself. "He acquires companies. Merges things. Moves them around the board." She waved a hand. "I stopped fully understanding it around year two."

"And you don't work?"

"I run the house," she said, with the particular tone she had developed over the years for that specific question. Not defensive. Not apologetic. Simply stating a fact. "Which sounds simple until you realize we have three properties and Arthur's idea of being home is landing in the same time zone."

"Three properties." He glanced around at the soaring ceilings, the open pool beyond the glass. "And this is the vacation."

"This is the vacation."

He shook his head slowly, but he was smiling. "Must be a very different life from where you started."

She looked at him. "What makes you think I didn't start here?"

"Did you?"

A beat. "No," she said. "Westside Chicago, actually. A long way from Palm Beach."

"Melbourne," he offered. "Footscray, which is a long way from anywhere people consider impressive." He said it without any apparent embarrassment, which she found immediately attractive. "My dad drove a bus. My mum was a nurse. I got a scholarship, studied economics, spent ten years convincing people I belonged in rooms I absolutely did not belong in."

"And now?"

"Now I belong in them." Simple. Certain. No performance in it at all.

She looked at him over her wine glass for a moment. "I like that answer."

"I like your dress," he said. Just as simply. Just as certain.

The air in the room shifted about three degrees.

"I packed it on a whim," she said, keeping her voice steady.

"Must’ve been a good whim. You have good instincts."

"I thought so."

He leaned back against the sofa cushion, completely at ease in a way that should have been irritating but was in fact the opposite. He had one arm resting along the back of the couch, not quite touching her shoulder but close enough that she was very conscious of the distance. Or the lack of it.

"Can I ask you something?" he said.

"You can try."

"How long has it been?"

She raised an eyebrow. "How long has what been?"

"Since someone looked at you like you're worth looking at."

The question landed softly and hit hard. She held his gaze for a moment, considering a deflection, then decided against it.

"Longer than it should be," she said.

He nodded slowly, like that was the answer he'd expected and the one he was least happy about on her behalf. Then he reached over and took her wine glass from her hand and set it on the coffee table next to his, with a deliberateness that made her breath go slightly shallow.

"That's a shame," he said. "Because you are extremely worth looking at, Jacqueline."

She had heard compliments before. Arthur had been generous with them in the beginning, before the work consumed everything and compliments became another resource allocated elsewhere. She knew the difference between something said to fill space and something said because it was meant.

This was meant.

"You're very direct," she said.

"Is that a problem?"

"Not even slightly."

He smiled. And then he closed the remaining distance between them, one hand coming up to her jaw, tilting her face toward his, and kissed her.

It was not a tentative kiss. It was not the kind that asked permission politely and waited nervously for the answer. It was warm and slow and thorough, the kind of kiss that knew exactly what it was doing and was in absolutely no hurry to be done. She felt it from her mouth down to somewhere considerably further south.

She kissed him back with four months of accumulated patience dissolving all at once.

His hand slid from her jaw into her hair. She turned toward him on the sofa, her palm flat against his chest, feeling the warmth of him through the linen. He made a low sound against her mouth that she was fairly certain she would be thinking about for several days.

When they finally broke apart she was aware that her breathing had changed substantially.

He rested his forehead against hers for a moment. His hand was still in her hair.

"That was... very sexy," he said quietly.

"Yeah. Super hot," she managed.

Outside, the pool lights had come on at some point, casting the terrace in a warm blue glow. The palms shifted in the night breeze. The house was very quiet around them.

Neither of them reached for their wine again.
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Chapter 7: The Couch
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The kissing deepened, losing its polite edges and becoming something else entirely. Jacqueline’s world narrowed to the feel of his lips, the taste of wine on his tongue, and the solid warmth of his body so close to hers. The frustrations of playing the part of the perfect, patient wife, were immediately melting away under the heat of his attention. His hand that had been resting on the back of the sofa now slid down, his fingers tracing the line of her shoulder before finding the zipper at the back of her emerald green dress.

The sound of the tiny zipper lowering was somehow quite loud in the quiet room; a long, slow hiss of surrender. The fabric of her dress went slack against her skin, and Jermaine broke the kiss just long enough to pull it over her head. He tossed it onto a nearby armchair, and Jacqueline felt a thrill she hadn’t experienced in years. There was no hesitation in Jermaine’s gaze, just pure, unadulterated appreciation. He looked at her as if she were a masterpiece he’d just uncovered.

Jacqueline reached for the buttons on his white linen shirt, her fingers fumbling slightly with the first one before finding a rhythm. She pushed the fabric aside, her palms flattening against the hard, warm muscle of his chest. He was beautifully defined, a stark contrast to the softer, more familiar body of her husband. This was new. This was dangerous. This was exactly what she wanted.

He kissed her again, one hand moving to the small of her back, pulling her flush against him. The rough denim of his pants against her bare skin was electric. His other hand slid up her ribs, his thumb brushing against the lace of her bra. She arched into his touch, a soft sigh escaping her lips. This was real. This was happening.

Then, a thought sparked in her mind, a delicious, wicked idea. She pulled back slightly, her breathing ragged. "Wait," she whispered.

He stopped immediately, his dark eyes searching hers, a flicker of concern warring with the raw desire still burning there. "You okay?"

She nodded, a slow, confident smile spreading across her face. "I'm more than okay." She reached over to the coffee table and grabbed her phone. "I want you to take pictures."

His eyebrows shot up, and a grin that was pure arousal, pure satisfaction spread across his face. "Yeah?"

"Yeah," she confirmed, her voice husky. "Of me. Of us." She unlocked the phone and handed it to him. "As I suck your cock."

He let out a low whistle, taking the phone from her. "Wow, Jacqueline. Aren’t you full of surprises?"

"Only the good ones," she said, sinking to her knees on the plush rug in front of him. She made sure to angle her body forward, her face tilted down toward the floor. Smart. She figured Arthur would want to catch a glimpse of this. Arthur wouldn't care if her face was in her own photos, but there was no need to be careless. She wanted the memory, the proof, without the risk of a public scandal.

She looked up at him from under her lashes as she reached for his belt. The buckle clinked softly as she undid it, her fingers working to free him. When she finally pulled his hard cock free, she couldn't help the small gasp of appreciation. He was thick and long, his skin a deep, rich brown that stood out in stark, beautiful contrast to her own pale hand. She wrapped her fingers around him, feeling the weight and heat of him.

"Ready?" she murmured, looking up at him one last time.

He was already holding the phone, his thumb poised over the screen. "Born ready," he said, his voice thick with anticipation.

She leaned in and took him into her mouth. The soft tap of his fingernail against the glass screen was the only sound for a moment, followed by another, and another. Jermaine was loving this, she could feel it in the way his hips shifted slightly, in the low groan he let out as she took him deeper. She focused on the task, her tongue swirling, her lips sliding, her own arousal building with every click of the camera. This wasn't just for him; it was for her. A testament to this moment, to this feeling of being utterly, completely alive.

She made sure to ask to get some photos with her wedding ring exposed. She knew Arthur might like that. She continued sucking, while Jermaine happily obliged.

After a dozen or so shots, she pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to him. She looked up at Jermaine, her eyes glazed with desire. "Enough of that," she said, her voice firm. "I need you inside me. Now."

He didn't need to be told twice. He set the phone down on the coffee table and scooped her up, his strength effortless. He laid her back on the couch, her legs falling open in invitation. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance.

"Wait," she said again, her breath catching.

He paused, looking down at her, his expression a mix of confusion and intense need. "Again?"

She laughed, a breathy, sexy sound. "The phone," she said, nodding toward it. "I want pictures of this, too. Of you entering me."

A slow, predatory smile spread across his face. He reached for the phone, his eyes never leaving hers. "You're a fucking dream, you know that?"

Jacqueline giggled with delight as he held the phone up, aiming it down between their bodies. "Ready?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

She nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. "Do it."

He pushed forward slowly, and his finger slowly clicked the screen, capturing the moment the dark head of his cock breached her folds. He sank into her an inch, and another click. Another inch, another click. He took five photos in all, each one showing him deeper inside her, the contrast of their skin a stunning, erotic work of art. She watched his face as he concentrated, his brow furrowed in focus, and felt a surge of power. This man, this powerful, confident man, was completely captivated by her.

Finally, he tossed the phone onto the cushion beside them. "That's enough pictures," he growled, and then he drove into her, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful thrust.

Jacqueline cried out, her back arching off the couch. He didn't give her time to adjust. He set a punishing rhythm, his hips snapping against hers, his cock hitting a spot deep inside her that had been neglected for far too long. This wasn't making love; this was fucking, raw and primal and exactly what she craved. The couch creaked in protest, the sound mingling with their ragged breaths and the slap of skin on skin.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him on. "Don't stop," she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. "Please, don't stop."

He responded by fucking her harder, his movements becoming more erratic, his breathing more ragged. She could feel the tension coiling in his body, the tell-tale sign that he was close. She was right there with him, the pressure building to an unbearable peak.

With a final, guttural groan, he pulled out and stroked himself once, twice, before he came, his hot, white cum spurting across her stomach and breasts. It splashed against her skin in thick, pearly ropes, a visceral, beautiful mess.

Jacqueline lay there, panting, her body humming with a deep, profound satisfaction. She looked down at herself, at the evidence of his passion marking her skin, and a slow, happy smile spread across her face. She felt beautiful. She felt desired. She felt, for the first time in a very long time, completely and utterly sexually fulfilled.

“How was that?” Jermaine smirked down at her, breathing heavily. He knew from her moans, kisses, and other tells, that they were both having fun, so the question was mostly rhetorical.

“Spectacular,” Jacqueline said as she caught her breath. Then, a thought hit her. “Actually... would you mind taking some pictures of me? Just of the mess. Not my face.”

“Sure! Happy to help!” Jermaine laughed, which caused Jacqueline to start to blush.

He snapped a number of additional shots of her. She looked super sexy, covered in his hot, white glaze.

It slowly spread across her body, but not enough to be meaningfully noticeable in any of the pictures.

And Jermaine took far more photos than necessary. He was distracted, still staring at her pussy, as he captured shot after shot after shot.

Jacqueline didn’t mind. In fact, for her, it added an extra layer of thrill.
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Chapter 8: Piping Hot
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The living room felt like a crime scene in the best possible way. The emerald green dress was a discarded memory on the armchair, the wine glasses sat half-full, and the air still thrummed with the energy of what they'd just done. Jacqueline, feeling the pleasant stickiness on her skin, pushed herself up on her elbows and grinned at Jermaine, who was leaning back, his chest heaving.

"I'm not done with you," she said, her voice a low purr.

He laughed, a sound full of genuine surprise and delight. "Is that so?"

She swung her legs off the couch and stood, feeling a powerful confidence in her own nakedness. "That's so." She scooped her phone off the cushion, her fingers curling around it like a prize. "Follow me."

She didn't wait for an answer, just turned and walked toward the master bedroom, her hips swaying with a newfound rhythm. She heard him get up behind her, his footsteps padding across the polished floor. The bedroom was even more luxurious than the living room, a vast space with a king-sized bed that looked like a cloud and floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out onto the moonlit ocean.

She turned at the foot of the bed, holding the phone up. "Just in case," she said with a wink.

He closed the distance between them, his hands immediately going to her waist, pulling her against him. His cock, already hard again, pressed insistently against her stomach. "You are the most incredible woman I have ever met," he murmured, before kissing her. This kiss was different, hungrier, more demanding. He backed her up until her knees hit the edge of the bed, and she fell back onto the soft duvet, pulling him down with her.

He settled between her legs, and without any preamble, he slid inside her. They both groaned at the immediate, deep connection. He started to move, his thrusts slow and powerful at first, building a rhythm that had them both gasping.

"Fuck, you feel so good," she moaned, her hands gripping his biceps.

"You're so fucking tight," he grunted in response, his pace quickening. The headboard began to tap a steady rhythm against the wall. "You like that? You like my cock stretching you out?"

"Yes," she moaned, the word torn from her throat. "I fucking love it!"

Jermaine didn't stop. He sped up. He pounded into her, their bodies slapping together, the room filling with the sounds of their raw, unfiltered pleasure. Just as she felt herself getting closer, teetering on the edge, he pulled out and, with a strength that thrilled her, flipped her over onto her hands and knees.

"Ass up," he commanded, his voice a low growl.

She complied instantly, arching her back and presenting herself to him. The first sharp smack of his hand on her ass made her yelp, but the sting quickly melted into a delicious heat. He did it again, harder, and she groaned, pushing back against him.

"Again," she demanded.

He spanked her once more, his handprint a hot brand on her pale skin. "You like that, huh? You like being treated like a little slut?"

"I love it," she moaned into the pillows. Then, a new idea struck her. "Wait... the phone. Take some pictures from behind."

He didn't hesitate, grabbing the phone she'd left on the nightstand. She heard the click of him tapping the button, and the thought of him capturing this view—her ass red from his hand, her pussy wet and waiting for him—was intoxicating. He lined himself up, and the phone clicked again as the head of his dark cock pressed against her entrance. Click. He pushed in an inch. Click. Deeper. The visual was everything she'd imagined and more. But she’d have to wait to see it.

"You know what?" she panted, looking over her shoulder at him. "Take a video. A short one."

He grunted his assent, switching the phone to video mode. He started recording as he slowly sank his entire length into her. The feeling was exquisite. Once he was fully enveloped in her, he gripped a fistful of her hair, pulling her head back gently. He held the camera with his other hand, aimed down at where their bodies joined.

"Show me," he commanded. "Show me how much you want it."

Jacqueline began to move, rocking her hips back against him, taking him deeper with every thrust. The dual sensations of his grip on her hair and his cock filling her had her seeing stars. They moved together in a perfect, primal rhythm, their moans and words of encouragement, like "Yeah," "Good girl," and "Just like that,” filling the room.

After a minute, he tossed the phone onto the bed. "That's enough," he growled, and then he was fucking her in earnest. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he slammed into her, harder and faster than before. The pressure built inside her, a tidal wave of pleasure that was about to break.

She was closer than he even knew.

"Cum inside me!" Jacqueline cried out, the words ripped from a place of pure, unthinking need.

Jermaine’s rhythm faltered for a fraction of a second. "You sure?" he asked, his voice tight with restraint.

Jacqueline nodded frantically, her face buried in the duvet. "Just do it!" she screamed, her orgasm crashing over her. Her body convulsed, waves of pleasure radiating out from her core as she cried out his name.

He pounded her through it, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release. With a final, guttural shout, he buried himself deep inside her, and she felt the hot pulse of his cum filling her pussy. He continued filling her until he’d let it all drip out of him.

Then, Jermaine collapsed against her back, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat.

For a moment, they just stayed like that, a tangled, satisfied heap. Then, slowly, he pulled out and Jacqueline flipped over onto her back. She looked up at him, her eyes shining.

"Film it," she whispered, her voice hoarse.

He looked at her, a look of utter disbelief on his face, but he picked up the phone again. He aimed it down between her legs as she reached down with her own fingers, spreading herself slightly. A thick, white trickle of his cum began to leak out of her, sliding slowly down her skin. She gently massaged herself, pushing a little more of his seed out, a look of blissful satisfaction on her face.

He lowered the phone, his eyes wide. "I can't believe how hot you are," he said, shaking his head in awe.

A slow, proud smile spread across her face. She looked at him, at the man who had just given her everything she'd been missing, and he grinned back, a wide, triumphant smile of his own. They were two co-conspirators, beaming at each other in the moonlight, proud and unashamed of the beautiful, filthy, perfect thing they had just created.
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Chapter 9: Thanks
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It was past midnight when Jermaine started getting dressed.

Jacqueline lay on her side watching him, the duvet pulled loosely around her, her hair a comfortable disaster. There was something she had always found quietly cinematic about this part: the slow reassembly of a person back into their clothes, the world reconstituting itself around them.

He found his dark jeans first, then his shirt, working the buttons from the bottom up with unhurried fingers.

"You know," he said, without looking up, "I don't think I've ever been to an Airbnb quite like this one."

"Most Airbnbs don't come with this level of entertainment," she said.

He laughed. "No. They really don't." He glanced around for his shoes, then realized they were by the front entrance. He sat on the edge of the mattress so they could continue chatting. "For what it's worth, tonight was genuinely one of the best nights I've had in a long time."

"For what it's worth," she said, "same."

He smiled at that. Then, after a moment had passed: "I've still got another week and a half in Palm Beach. If you ever get bored again..."

She smiled back, warm but settled. "I think my husband would have something to say about that."

He raised an eyebrow. "I thought—"

"One time," she said, gently but clearly. "That's generally how it works for us. I'm still a married woman, Jermaine."

He was quiet for a moment, then nodded slowly. No argument, no wounded pride. Just a clean acceptance that she appreciated more than she said. "Fair enough," he said. "I respect that."

"I know you do." She sat up, wrapping the duvet around her shoulders. "It's part of why tonight was so good."

He stood, glancing around the room one last time, taking it in the way he had taken in the entry hall when he first arrived; with a kind of unhurried appreciation. Then he looked at her.

"Come here," he said.

She got up, duvet and all, and he pulled her into a hug. A proper one; arms fully around her, warm and unrushed. She leaned into it for a moment and let herself just be held, which was its own particular thing after everything else.

He pulled back, his hands on her shoulders, and looked at her in a way that was fond without being complicated.

"I'll never forget you," he said.

She smiled. Wide and genuine and completely meant. "Same."

It didn't land the same way and she knew it. It wasn't designed to. He was a wonderful night and she wanted him to remain exactly that, uncomplicated and perfect and finished. Giving him more than that, even in words, would have been a kindness that wasn't actually kind. One that might make him think there could possibly be more.

He seemed to understand, or at least accept it. He gave her one last easy smile, then turned and walked down the hall. She followed as far as the top of the stairs, listening to his footsteps cross the entry hall below.

He slipped on his shoes, and then the pair of them said their goodbyes.

“Goodnight, Jacqueline.”

“Goodnight, Jermaine.”

The two of them bid each other farewell, right before Jermaine disappeared completely.

The front door opened. Then it closed. She made sure to lock it behind him.

Jacqueline stood in the quiet for a moment, the house settling back into itself around her. Then she turned, walking back to the bedroom, and climbed into the enormous bed.

She was asleep within minutes.
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Chapter 10: The Reveal
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Arthur's car turned onto the street at half past two.

She had called him in the car, just to know how close he was. He'd answered on bluetooth, his voice filling the vehicle with that familiar efficiency: ten minutes, maybe less, traffic was fine. She'd said good, she'd see him soon, and hung up before he could ask why she was calling just for that.

Jacqueline was already on the front steps when the car appeared, her phone in her hand, the gallery open. She had been standing there for about three minutes, which she knew because she had checked twice. The afternoon sun was full and generous on her shoulders. She was wearing a sundress, her hair down, and she felt, in a way she hadn't in longer than she could honestly remember, completely and utterly herself.

She had the photos ready. Twelve of them, selected from the full set with a careful and unsparing eye. Enough to tell the story. Enough to come clean, regardless of the consequences. Enough to make it real rather than theoretical. She and Arthur had always operated better with evidence than with words; it was the language his mind trusted.

She thought he would be pleased. She was fairly certain. There was a particular look he got, rare but unmistakable, when something exceeded his expectations in a way he hadn't anticipated. She was hoping for that look.

She was also aware that she couldn't be completely sure. There was the possibility he might be mad. But more than likely, he’d simply request to be made aware in advance next time.

It was a request she’d be sure to honour. Next time, anyway.

The car slowed at the gate and she raised her hand in a wave, a smile already settled on her face. Through the windshield she could see him, jacket off, one hand on the wheel, his reading glasses still on from whatever he'd been reviewing in the back seat. He lifted two fingers off the wheel in return, the abbreviated wave he used when both hands were technically occupied.

The car rolled up the driveway and stopped.

She stayed on the steps, her weight shifting slightly to one hip, her thumb resting on the screen of her phone. Her heart was going at a pace that was not entirely explained by the heat.

He’ll be excited, she told herself. He will definitely be excited.

Or frustrated.

She watched the car door open.

“Hey sweetie!” Arthur called out to her.

“Hey, hun! Good to see you!” Jacqueline called back.

Or maybe, she thought, the smile pulling wider at the corner of her mouth despite everything: maybe both.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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