
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Unexpected Encounter

Maya Sullivan hadn't planned on becoming a landlady at thirty-five. She'd inherited the twelve-unit apartment building from her uncle six months ago, and the learning curve had been steep. Between maintenance issues, tenant complaints, and endless paperwork, she sometimes wondered if selling the place might be simpler. But something about the old brick building charmed her, and she was determined to make it work.

Today was laundry day. Maya had a perfectly good washer and dryer in her ground-floor apartment, but she made a point of using the building's laundry room occasionally. It gave her an opportunity to check on the facilities and casually interact with tenants. She gathered her basket and headed down the hallway to the basement.

The laundry room was empty when she arrived. Six washing machines lined one wall, with matching dryers opposite. The space was clean but clearly dated—avocado-green machines from the early '90s that somehow kept running despite their age. Maya made a mental note to look into updating them soon.

She was loading her clothes when she heard footsteps on the stairs. A moment later, the door swung open, and in walked the tenant from 3B—the one who had moved in just two weeks ago.

"Oh, sorry," he said, stopping in the doorway. "I didn't realize anyone was down here."

Maya straightened up and offered a smile. "No need to apologize. It's a shared space, after all."

She'd only met him briefly when he signed the lease. Ethan Reynolds, thirty-two, worked in architectural design. What the paperwork hadn't conveyed was his presence—tall with broad shoulders, dark hair that curled slightly at the ends, and eyes that seemed to take in everything.

"You're Ms. Sullivan, right? The landlady?" He stepped into the room with his own laundry basket.

"Maya, please. Ms. Sullivan makes me feel like I should be wearing a cardigan and yelling at kids to get off my lawn." She closed the washing machine door and started the cycle.

He laughed, the sound warming the utilitarian space. "Maya it is. I'm Ethan, 3B."

"I remember." She leaned against the machine. "How are you settling in?"

"Pretty well. The place has good bones, like any older building. I appreciate that you've maintained its character."

His comment surprised her. Most tenants didn't notice such things, or if they did, they didn't express appreciation for architectural integrity.

"Thank you. I'm trying. It's all still new to me."

Ethan nodded as he loaded his clothes. "I heard you inherited it. That must have been quite the lifestyle change."

"You could say that. I went from marketing executive to property manager overnight." She watched as he measured detergent with a precision that suggested he approached most tasks with similar care. "What about you? What brought you here?"

"A fresh start." He didn't elaborate immediately, but after starting his wash cycle, he added, "Divorce. After ten years, we realized we'd become different people."

"I'm sorry."

He shrugged. "Don't be. It was amicable, as these things go. We just... wanted different things."

Maya nodded, understanding more than he might realize. Her own marriage had ended three years ago for similar reasons. They stood in comfortable silence for a moment, the hum of the washing machines filling the space between them.

"The dryer in unit seven isn't heating properly," Ethan said suddenly.

Maya frowned. "Mrs. Abernathy hasn't mentioned anything."

"She wouldn't. She told me she doesn't like to make a fuss. I was helping her carry groceries up last week, and she mentioned it."

"I appreciate the heads-up. I'll take a look at it tomorrow."

Ethan hesitated, then said, "Actually, I could take a look if you want. I'm pretty handy with appliances."

Maya studied him, surprised by the offer. Most tenants avoided additional involvement with building maintenance. "That's very kind, but I wouldn't want to impose."

"It's no imposition. I like fixing things. It's... relaxing, in a way."

Their conversation continued as they waited for their laundry. Maya learned that Ethan had grown up in a small town, the son of a mechanic who'd taught him to repair nearly anything with moving parts. He'd worked his way through college and now designed commercial spaces, with a particular interest in renovating historical buildings.

The washing machines beeped in near-unison. As they transferred clothes to the dryers, Maya found herself noticing the way Ethan moved—efficiently but unhurried, with a confidence that was appealing.

"Would you like to get coffee sometime?" The question surprised her as much as it seemed to surprise him. "I mean, I'd love to hear more about your thoughts on the building. If you have suggestions or notice things that could be improved."

He smiled, and Maya felt a flutter of something she hadn't experienced in quite some time.

"I'd like that," he said. "How about tomorrow? There's a good place around the corner."

"Perfect."

As they waited for their clothes to dry, the conversation flowed easily. Maya found herself laughing more than she had in months. When their laundry was finished, they walked back upstairs together, parting ways at the first floor.

"Until tomorrow," Ethan said, his eyes holding hers a moment longer than necessary.

Maya returned to her apartment with warm clothes and a warmer feeling in her chest. She hadn't expected to find connection in the laundry room, of all places. As she folded her clothes, she realized she was looking forward to coffee more than she'd anticipated anything in quite some time.

Sometimes, beginnings happen in the most unexpected places.


Chapter 2: Tension Rising

Maya woke earlier than usual the next morning, a familiar heat lingering from a dream she couldn't quite remember. She stretched languidly in bed, her body feeling unusually sensitive against the sheets. Coffee with Ethan was scheduled for ten, and despite telling herself it was purely professional, she couldn't ignore the undercurrent of attraction she'd felt in the laundry room.

In the shower, she let hot water cascade over her body, her thoughts drifting to her new tenant—his broad shoulders, the way his jeans had fit as he bent to load the washing machine, the intensity in his eyes when they'd locked with hers. It had been over a year since she'd been with anyone, and her body was reminding her of that fact with annoying persistence.

"Get it together," she muttered to herself as she stepped out of the shower. "He's a tenant. Off-limits."

Still, she found herself selecting a lacy black bra and matching panties before pulling on her tightest jeans and a soft cashmere sweater that clung to her curves. She applied makeup with more care than usual, adding a touch of smoky shadow to her eyes and a lip stain that made her mouth look fuller, more inviting.

At precisely ten o'clock, Maya stepped out of her apartment and nearly collided with Ethan in the hallway, his solid chest just inches from her face.

"Oh!" she exclaimed, instinctively reaching out to steady herself. Her hand landed on his forearm, and she could feel hard muscle beneath the fabric of his shirt. "I was just heading out to meet you."

Ethan smiled, his eyes dropping briefly to her lips before returning to meet her gaze. "I thought I'd save you the trouble and pick you up. I hope that's okay."

The hallway suddenly felt narrower, the air between them charged. "Of course. That's very considerate."

As they walked to the coffee shop, Maya was acutely aware of how their arms occasionally brushed, sending little sparks of electricity through her. Ethan placed his hand lightly on the small of her back as they navigated a crowded sidewalk, and the warmth of his touch lingered even after he removed it.

The coffee shop was busy but not crowded. They found a small table in a secluded corner, their knees nearly touching beneath the intimate space. After ordering—a cappuccino for Maya and an Americano for Ethan—they settled in.

"So," Maya began, wrapping her hands around the warm mug, trying to focus on business rather than how his forearms looked with his sleeves pushed up. "You mentioned you had some thoughts about the building?"

Ethan nodded, taking a sip of his coffee. "It's beautiful—the architecture, the details." His eyes never left hers as he spoke. "But I'm finding myself more interested in the landlady than the building at the moment."

Heat crawled up Maya's neck at his directness. "Is that so? I thought this was a professional meeting."

"Is that what you want it to be?" His voice had dropped lower, a hint of challenge in it.

Maya took a sip of her coffee to hide her smile. "I'm not sure what I want it to be yet."

"Fair enough." He leaned back, giving her space. "Tell me about yourself, then. How does someone like you end up managing an apartment building?"

"Someone like me?" she echoed, raising an eyebrow.

His eyes traveled slowly over her face, lingering on her mouth before meeting her gaze again. "Someone so obviously meant for more exciting things."

The compliment shouldn't have affected her as strongly as it did. "I was in corporate marketing for almost a decade. The building was an inheritance from my uncle. I'm still figuring out if it's a good fit."

"And now?" His fingers brushed against hers as he reached for the sugar, the contact brief but deliberate.

"Now I'm learning as I go." Maya found herself leaning slightly forward. "Some days I feel completely overwhelmed, but others..." She held his gaze. "Others, I enjoy the unexpected elements of the job."

"Like impromptu laundry room meetings?" The corner of his mouth quirked up.

"Perhaps." She matched his smile. "Though I usually maintain more professional boundaries with tenants."

"And yet, here we are." He gestured between them.

Their conversation shifted to their pasts. Maya learned that Ethan's marriage had ended largely due to sexual incompatibility—a detail he shared with surprising candor.

"We wanted different things," he explained, his voice low enough that only she could hear. "She preferred... predictability. I like to explore, to push boundaries."

Maya swallowed hard, images flashing unbidden in her mind. "That's an important compatibility factor."

"What about you?" he asked. "What ended your marriage?"

"Similar issues, in a way. He became comfortable, stopped trying. I still wanted passion, adventure." She surprised herself with her honesty. "Eventually, the frustration outweighed everything else."

Ethan's eyes darkened. "That's a shame. Some men don't understand that maintaining desire takes effort."

"And you do?" The question slipped out before she could censor it.

"I believe in paying attention," he said, voice dropping even lower. "In noticing what makes someone respond, what makes their breath catch. In taking the time to learn all the ways their body can experience pleasure."

Maya felt heat pool low in her belly at his words. She crossed her legs under the table, her thigh brushing against his in the process. Neither of them moved away from the contact.

"That's... an admirable approach," she managed, taking another sip of her now-lukewarm coffee.

"I think so." His confidence was magnetic rather than arrogant. "Life's too short for mediocre connections, don't you think?"

Their coffee cups had long been empty, but neither seemed inclined to leave. Instead, they ordered a second round and continued talking, the conversation becoming increasingly charged with double meanings and lingering glances.

When Ethan excused himself to use the restroom, Maya took a moment to gather herself. This was dangerous territory. He was her tenant—there were power dynamics to consider, practical complications. Yet she couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so intensely drawn to someone, so aware of every movement, every word.

When he returned, he sat closer than before, their thighs definitely touching now. "You know," he said, voice casual despite the heat in his eyes, "I noticed the dryer in the laundry room makes an unusual sound when it starts. I could take a look at it for you."

Maya recognized the pretense for what it was. "That would be helpful. I'm free this afternoon if you are."

"Perfect."

They walked back to the building in charged silence, the casual brushing of their hands between them feeling anything but accidental. In the lobby, they encountered Mrs. Abernathy from apartment seven, and Maya forced herself to make pleasant conversation while acutely aware of Ethan standing close behind her, his presence making her skin tingle.

After Mrs. Abernathy continued to the elevator, Ethan leaned close to Maya's ear. "Laundry room in twenty minutes? I'll bring my tools."

The double entendre wasn't lost on her. "I'll meet you there."

Back in her apartment, Maya paced, questioning her judgment. This was reckless, unprofessional. She should cancel, establish clear boundaries. Instead, she found herself changing into a more flattering top and refreshing her perfume.

The basement laundry room seemed different now—charged with possibility. Maya arrived first, checking that the space was empty, her heart racing with anticipation. When she heard footsteps on the stairs, she took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves.

Ethan appeared in the doorway, a small toolkit in one hand. For a moment, they simply looked at each other, the pretense of the dryer repair hanging thin between them.

"Which one needs attention?" he asked, his voice husky.

Maya gestured to the end machine. "That one's been making noise."

He set down his toolkit and moved to the dryer, opening its door and bending to examine the drum. The position showcased the broad expanse of his back, the way his jeans tightened across his thighs. Maya leaned against a washing machine, watching him work.

"The belt might be loose," he said, straightening up. "I'll need to pull it away from the wall to check."

"Let me help," she offered, moving beside him.

Together they pulled the heavy machine forward, their bodies necessarily close in the confined space. When the dryer was far enough out, Ethan crouched behind it, examining the back panel.

"Can you hand me the Phillips screwdriver from my kit?" he asked.

Maya bent to retrieve it, and when she handed it to him, their fingers lingered together longer than necessary. She remained crouched beside him, watching as he removed the panel with practiced efficiency.

"You really do know what you're doing," she remarked, impressed despite herself.

"I told you," he glanced at her with a half-smile, "I'm good with my hands."

The double meaning hung in the air between them. Maya's breath caught as Ethan reached into the machine, his arm muscles flexing with the movement. He tightened something, made an adjustment, then replaced the panel.

"That should fix it," he said, standing up and wiping his hands on a cloth from his toolkit. "Want to test it?"

Maya nodded, stepping forward to start the dryer. It hummed to life, the previous rattling noise notably absent. "Perfect," she said, turning to face him. "You're very handy to have around."

"Happy to help." He hadn't moved back, leaving them standing close—too close for landlady and tenant, just right for something else entirely.

"I should probably thank you properly," Maya said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"What did you have in mind?" His eyes dropped to her lips.

The laundry room door suddenly swung open as one of the tenants from the second floor entered with a basket of clothes. Maya stepped back quickly, her face flushing.

"Oh, hello Ms. Sullivan," the tenant greeted her. "Is everything alright with the machines?"

"Yes, just some routine maintenance," Maya replied, her voice overly bright. "Ethan was kind enough to help with a repair."

Ethan gathered his tools, his expression neutral but his eyes still dark when they met hers. "All fixed now," he said casually. "I should get going. I have some work to finish up."

"Of course. Thank you again for your help."

They walked upstairs together, maintaining a professional distance until they reached the first floor landing. Before Maya could step into the hallway that led to her apartment, Ethan caught her wrist gently.

"Rain check?" he murmured, his thumb brushing over her pulse point.

Heat flared through her body at the simple touch. "Definitely."

He leaned close, his lips nearly grazing her ear. "I'll look forward to it."

As Maya watched him climb the stairs to the third floor, she knew she was heading into complicated territory. Yet she couldn't bring herself to regret it. For the first time in years, she felt fully alive, every nerve ending singing with anticipation.

Back in her apartment, she ran her fingers over the spot on her wrist where he had touched her, already imagining where those skilled hands might touch her next.


Chapter 3: Breaking Point

Maya couldn't focus for the rest of the day. Every time she tried to concentrate on paperwork or respond to tenant emails, her mind drifted back to Ethan—the intensity in his eyes, the deliberate brush of his fingers against her wrist, the promise in his voice when he'd said "rain check." Her body hummed with a persistent arousal that was becoming increasingly difficult to ignore.

By evening, she'd given up on being productive. She poured herself a glass of wine and sank onto her couch, letting her head fall back as she closed her eyes. The memory of Ethan in the laundry room—the way his muscles flexed as he worked on the dryer, how close he'd stood to her—played vividly in her mind. Her hand drifted unconsciously to her neck, then lower, tracing the outline of her collarbone through her thin shirt.

A sudden knock at her door startled her from her thoughts. Setting down her wine glass, she moved to the peephole and felt her pulse quicken. Ethan stood in the hallway, looking slightly disheveled, as though he'd been running his hands through his hair repeatedly.

She opened the door, acutely aware that she'd changed into thin cotton shorts and a tank top after work. "Ethan. Is something wrong?"

His eyes raked over her, darkening visibly. "No. Yes." He exhaled sharply. "Can I come in? I need to talk to you."

Maya stepped back, allowing him into her apartment. The space suddenly felt much smaller with his presence filling it. She closed the door and turned to face him, leaning back against it.

"I can't stop thinking about you," he said without preamble. "I know this is complicated. You're my landlady. There are a dozen reasons why this is a bad idea. But I haven't been able to focus on anything else since our coffee."

Maya's breath caught. "I've been having the same problem."

They stood there for a moment, the tension between them building until it was almost unbearable. Then, as if responding to some unspoken signal, they moved toward each other simultaneously.

The first kiss was nothing like Maya had imagined. It wasn't tentative or questioning—it was hungry, demanding. Ethan's mouth claimed hers with an urgency that matched the need that had been building inside her all day. His hands gripped her waist, pulling her hard against him as he backed her against the door.

Maya moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair. He tasted faintly of coffee and mint, and she couldn't get enough. When his tongue pushed into her mouth, she met it eagerly with her own, the kiss deepening into something primal and desperate.

Ethan's hands moved from her waist to her ass, squeezing firmly before lifting her. Maya wrapped her legs around his waist, gasping as she felt his hardness press against her core, separated only by the thin fabric of her shorts and his jeans.

"Bedroom?" he murmured against her throat, where he was leaving a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses.

"Down the hall," she managed, her voice barely recognizable to her own ears.

He carried her effortlessly, his mouth never leaving her skin. In the bedroom, he set her down beside the bed, his hands immediately finding the hem of her tank top and pulling it over her head. His eyes darkened as he took in her bare breasts, her nipples already hard and aching for his touch.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," he growled, hands cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples. "I've been imagining this since I first saw you in the laundry room."

Maya reached for his shirt, nearly tearing it in her haste to remove it. She ran her hands over his bare chest, reveling in the feel of hard muscle beneath warm skin. When she scraped her nails lightly down his torso, he hissed in pleasure.

"I need to taste you," he said, voice rough with desire. He backed her toward the bed until her legs hit the edge, then gently pushed her down. Kneeling between her spread thighs, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her shorts and panties, pulling them down in one fluid motion.

Maya should have felt exposed, vulnerable. Instead, she felt powerful as she watched Ethan's expression transform into one of raw hunger as he looked at her naked body. He ran his hands up her thighs, pushing them further apart.

"I've been thinking about this all day," he murmured, his breath hot against her inner thigh. "Wondering how you taste."

His tongue found her center with unerring accuracy, and Maya arched off the bed with a cry. He was relentless, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on her clit, his hands gripping her thighs to keep them spread wide for his assault.

Maya felt herself spiraling quickly toward release, her hands fisting in the sheets as tension built low in her belly. When Ethan slid two fingers inside her while sucking hard on her clit, she shattered, his name a ragged cry on her lips as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

Before she could fully recover, Ethan was standing, unbuttoning his jeans and shoving them down along with his boxer briefs. Maya's eyes widened as she took in the sight of him fully naked, his cock thick and hard against his stomach.

"Condom?" he asked, his voice strained with the effort of restraint.

"Nightstand drawer," she replied, still breathless.

He retrieved one, tearing the packet open with his teeth and rolling it on with practiced efficiency. Then he was over her, positioning himself at her entrance, his eyes locked with hers.

"Tell me you want this," he demanded, the head of his cock teasing her opening.

"I want this," Maya gasped, lifting her hips in invitation. "I want you. Now."

He pushed into her in one powerful thrust, filling her completely. They both groaned at the sensation, holding still for a moment to adjust to the overwhelming feeling of connection. Then Ethan began to move, setting a pace that was just shy of punishing, each thrust driving deeper than the last.

Maya wrapped her legs around his waist, changing the angle so that he hit that perfect spot inside her with every movement. Her nails dug into his back, surely leaving marks, but neither of them cared. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling—skin against skin, breathless moans, whispered demands for more, harder, deeper.

Ethan reached between them, his thumb finding her clit and circling it in time with his thrusts. "Come for me again," he commanded, his rhythm never faltering. "I want to feel you come around my cock."

His words pushed her over the edge. Maya's second orgasm crashed through her with even greater intensity than the first, her inner walls clenching around him as pleasure overwhelmed her senses. Ethan followed almost immediately, his hips jerking against hers as he came with a guttural groan, his face buried in her neck.

They lay tangled together afterwards, catching their breath, sweat cooling on their skin. Ethan pressed lazy kisses along her shoulder, seemingly reluctant to break their connection.

"That was..." Maya trailed off, unable to find adequate words.

"Overdue," Ethan finished for her, rolling to his side and pulling her with him, her back against his chest. "I wanted you the moment I saw you."

Maya smiled, turning to face him. "And here I thought I was being professional."

"There was nothing professional about the way you were looking at me in that laundry room." His hand trailed down her side, resting on her hip. "Or the way I was looking at you."

"What happens now?" she asked, the practical concerns she'd pushed aside earlier beginning to resurface.

Ethan's thumb traced circles on her hip. "Now, I catch my breath. Then I make you come again. Possibly multiple times."

Maya laughed, slapping his chest lightly. "I meant after that. You're still my tenant."

"True." He considered this, his hand never stopping its lazy exploration of her skin. "But I'm an adult. You're an adult. We can manage to have incredible sex without complicating the landlady-tenant relationship, can't we?"

"So what you're proposing is...?"

"Uncomplicated pleasure." His hand dipped between her thighs, making her gasp as his fingers found her still-sensitive flesh. "No strings, no expectations beyond making each other feel good whenever we both want to."

Maya arched into his touch, finding it difficult to concentrate on the conversation as his fingers worked their magic. "That sounds... manageable."

"Good." He shifted down the bed, positioning himself between her thighs again. "Because I'm nowhere near done with you tonight."

His mouth replaced his fingers, and Maya stopped thinking altogether, surrendering to sensation.

Hours later, Maya lay spent and satisfied, her body pleasantly sore in places that hadn't received attention in far too long. Ethan was sprawled beside her, one arm thrown possessively across her waist, his breathing deep and even in sleep.

She studied his face, relaxed in slumber, and wondered if she was making a terrible mistake. Sex with a tenant broke every rule of professional property management. Yet she couldn't bring herself to regret it—not when her body still hummed with the aftershocks of the multiple orgasms he'd expertly coaxed from her.

Uncomplicated pleasure, he'd called it. Maya wasn't convinced anything involving such intense chemistry could remain uncomplicated, but she was willing to find out. As she drifted toward sleep, she acknowledged to herself that their arrangement might be the best of both worlds—the physical satisfaction she'd been missing without the emotional entanglements she wasn't ready for.

What she didn't admit, even to herself, was how dangerously close to entanglement she already felt.



The next morning, Maya woke to the smell of coffee and the sound of movement in her kitchen. She stretched languidly, her body reminding her of the previous night's activities with pleasant twinges and tender spots. Pulling on a robe, she padded barefoot down the hallway.

Ethan stood at her counter, shirtless, a pair of jeans hanging low on his hips as he poured coffee into two mugs. He looked up as she entered, his eyes appreciative as they took in her tousled hair and the way her silk robe clung to her curves.

"Good morning," he said, his voice still rough with sleep. "I hope you don't mind me raiding your kitchen."

"Not at all." She accepted the mug he offered, taking a sip and finding it prepared exactly how she liked it—with just a splash of cream, no sugar. "You were paying attention yesterday."

"I pay attention to everything about you." His statement was matter-of-fact, not romantic, yet it sent a pleasant warmth through her that had nothing to do with the coffee.

They stood in comfortable silence for a moment, drinking their coffee and regarding each other over the rims of their mugs. Daylight should have made things awkward, brought all the reasons this was a bad idea into sharp focus. Instead, Maya found herself admiring the way the morning light highlighted the definition of Ethan's chest and the taut planes of his stomach.

"I have to go to work," he said eventually, setting down his mug. "But I was thinking..."

"Yes?" Maya prompted when he hesitated.

"The dryer in my apartment has been making a strange noise." His eyes held mischief and heat in equal measure. "I might need my landlady to come take a look at it. Perhaps around seven tonight?"

Maya bit her lip, fighting a smile. "That sounds like an emergency that requires immediate attention."

"I was hoping you'd see it that way." He closed the distance between them, taking her coffee mug and setting it on the counter before pulling her against him. His kiss was slow and thorough, a stark contrast to the urgent passion of the night before, but no less affecting.

When he finally released her, Maya was breathless again. "I'll bring my tools," she promised, her voice husky.

Ethan grinned, the expression transforming his face from merely handsome to devastating. "I'm counting on it."

After he left, Maya took her coffee back to bed, curling up among sheets that still smelled faintly of sex and Ethan's cologne. She should be worrying about the complications this could create, the boundary she'd obliterated between professional and personal. Instead, she found herself anticipating the evening, mentally cataloging the lingerie she owned and wondering what would drive him as crazy as he'd driven her.

Uncomplicated pleasure, she reminded herself. Just two adults satisfying a mutual need. She could handle that—perhaps even excel at it.

Maya slipped a hand beneath her robe, her fingers finding the tender flesh between her thighs, still sensitive from Ethan's attentions. As she brought herself to a quick, sharp climax, his name on her lips, a small voice in the back of her mind whispered that she might be lying to herself about just how uncomplicated this arrangement could remain.

She ignored it, focusing instead on the pleasure still rippling through her body and the promise of more to come.


Chapter 4: Building Inspection

Two weeks into their arrangement, Maya and Ethan had developed something of a routine. They would find excuses to meet—fictional maintenance issues, building concerns, or simply texting each other with direct demands. They'd fucked in his apartment, in hers, in the storage room behind the boiler, and once, memorably, in the elevator during a late-night "inspection" that had left Maya's legs trembling so badly she could barely walk back to her apartment afterward.

What had begun as "uncomplicated pleasure" had evolved into an all-consuming obsession. Maya found herself thinking about him constantly—in meetings with contractors, while responding to tenant emails, during her morning shower when her fingers would invariably drift between her legs as she remembered his touch.

On this particular Tuesday morning, Maya was in her office adjacent to her apartment, reviewing applications for a newly vacant unit on the fourth floor. The door opened without a knock, and Ethan walked in, locking it behind him. He was supposed to be at work, but the hunger in his eyes told her exactly why he'd come home early.

"I have a meeting in an hour," she said, not looking up from her paperwork, though her body was already responding to his presence.

"I only need twenty minutes," he replied, moving around her desk and spinning her chair to face him. He dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing her pencil skirt higher. "I couldn't focus. Kept thinking about how wet you get when I use my tongue on you."

Maya's protest died on her lips as his fingers found the edge of her panties, already damp with arousal. "Fuck," she whispered as he dragged them down her legs.

"That's the idea," he murmured, pushing her thighs apart. "Spread wider for me."

She complied, her head falling back as his mouth found her center with unerring accuracy. He devoured her like a man starved, his tongue delving deep before focusing on her clit with maddening precision. Two fingers pushed inside her, curling to hit that perfect spot that made stars explode behind her eyelids.

Her orgasm approached with embarrassing speed, her hips bucking against his face as she came with a strangled cry, her hand fisted in his hair. Before she could recover, Ethan was standing, unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. He hauled her up, bent her over the desk, and entered her in one powerful thrust.

"This what you were thinking about too?" he growled in her ear, his hips slamming against her ass. "My cock filling your tight cunt while you try to work?"

"Yes," she gasped, papers scattering as he pounded into her mercilessly. "Fuck me harder."

He complied, one hand gripping her hip with bruising force while the other tangled in her hair, pulling her head back. The dual sensations of pain and pleasure pushed Maya toward another climax, her inner walls clenching around him as she shattered again.

Ethan followed moments later, driving deep and holding still as he came inside her with a guttural groan. They remained frozen for several heartbeats, both catching their breath, before he slowly withdrew and turned her to face him.

His kiss was surprisingly tender, a stark contrast to the rough fucking they'd just engaged in. "That should help me concentrate for the rest of the day," he said with a satisfied smile.

Maya laughed, straightening her clothing. "Glad I could be of service."

After he left, she cleaned herself up in the small bathroom connected to her office, examining her reflection in the mirror. Her pupils were still dilated, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from his kisses. She looked thoroughly fucked—and utterly satisfied.

She returned to her desk, attempting to reorganize the scattered paperwork, when her phone buzzed with a message. Expecting Ethan, she was surprised to see it was from her uncle's former business partner, Richard Hargrove.

Annual building inspection tomorrow at 10 AM. Will need access to all common areas and selected units. Let's meet in your office first to discuss some concerns.

Maya frowned. She'd forgotten about the inspection, a condition of the trust that had left her the building. Richard, as co-trustee, had the right to ensure the property was being properly maintained, but his visits were usually just a formality. The mention of "concerns" sent a flutter of anxiety through her.

She texted back a confirmation, then checked her calendar. She'd need to notify any tenants whose units might be inspected, and make sure all common areas were immaculate. Her eyes fell on a notepad where she'd been drafting a maintenance schedule—for apartment 3B. Ethan's apartment.

A wicked idea formed in her mind. She picked up her phone and texted him: Building inspection tomorrow. Your unit has been randomly selected for review. I'll need access at approximately 10:30 AM.

His response came quickly: I have a meeting. Can't reschedule. Will leave key with Mrs. Abernathy.

Maya smiled to herself. No need. I have a master key. Just letting you know to expect us.

Us?

Richard Hargrove, my uncle's former partner. Co-trustee of the building. Very straight-laced, very traditional.

There was a pause before his next message: Should I be worried?

Not unless you have contraband. It's just routine.

She could almost sense his relief through the phone, which only made her plan more delicious. She sent one final text: Wear your good suit tomorrow. The charcoal one that makes your ass look spectacular.

Yes, ma'am.

The following morning, Maya dressed with particular care—a conservative navy suit that nevertheless hugged her curves, a silk blouse buttoned just high enough to be professional, and her highest heels. She pulled her hair back into a sleek bun and applied makeup that enhanced without being obvious.

Richard arrived precisely at ten, looking much as he always did—silver-haired, impeccably dressed in an expensive suit, his manner brisk but cordial. They exchanged pleasantries in her office while he reviewed financial statements and maintenance records.

"Everything seems in order," he said finally, closing the folder. "Now, about these units we need to inspect..."

Maya handed him a list of five apartments, strategically including 3B in the middle. "I've notified all tenants. Three will be home during the inspection; the other two have given permission for us to enter without them."

Richard nodded, standing. "Let's start at the top and work our way down."

The first four inspections went smoothly. Richard checked smoke detectors, examined plumbing fixtures, and made notes about minor repairs. He was thorough but not unreasonable, and Maya began to relax.

Then they reached 3B.

"This unit was recently leased, correct?" Richard asked as Maya unlocked the door.

"Yes, about a month ago. The tenant is at work, but he's aware we're coming."

They stepped inside, and Maya was immediately hit with memories of what had happened on virtually every surface of this apartment. The couch where Ethan had bent her over the arm and taken her from behind. The kitchen counter where she'd straddled him, riding him to mutual completion. The hallway wall where he'd pinned her, his hand over her mouth to muffle her screams as he'd made her come three times in rapid succession.

"Nice place," Richard commented, moving through the living room. "Tenant keeps it clean. That's always a good sign."

Maya followed, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. "Yes, Mr. Reynolds is very... meticulous."

As if summoned by the mention of his name, the front door opened, and Ethan walked in. He was wearing the charcoal suit as instructed, the fabric emphasizing his broad shoulders and narrow waist. His eyes widened slightly at seeing them there, but he recovered quickly.

"Ms. Sullivan, I didn't expect you so early," he said, his tone perfectly professional despite the heat in his eyes as they traveled over her body.

"Mr. Reynolds, this is Richard Hargrove, co-trustee of the building," Maya introduced them. "We're conducting the annual inspection."

"Of course." Ethan shook Richard's hand. "I apologize for interrupting. I had to come home for some documents I forgot this morning."

"No interruption at all," Richard assured him. "Actually, it's helpful to have the tenant present. Any issues with the unit you'd like to report?"

While Ethan and Richard discussed a minor issue with the bathroom ventilation fan, Maya moved to the bedroom doorway, ostensibly examining the smoke detector mounted on the wall. She slipped her phone from her pocket and sent a quick text: Join me in the bedroom in 2 minutes. Say you need to get something.

She entered the bedroom, her pulse quickening at the risk they were about to take. The bed was neatly made, the dark blue comforter smooth, pillows arranged precisely—so unlike how they usually left it, sheets tangled and damp with sweat and other fluids.

Maya moved to the window, checking the lock mechanism and making a show of examining the frame for any drafts. She heard footsteps and then Ethan's voice from the doorway.

"Excuse me, I just need to grab those documents from my nightstand."

She turned as he entered, closing the door most of the way behind him—not completely shut, which would be suspicious, but enough to give them a moment of privacy.

"You're playing a dangerous game," he murmured, moving close to her under the pretense of reaching for the nightstand drawer.

"I know," she whispered back, deliberately brushing against him as she stepped aside. "Thinking about fucking you with Richard just outside the door has me soaked."

Ethan's eyes darkened, his hand shooting out to grab her wrist. In one swift movement, he had her pressed against the wall beside the dresser, hidden from the doorway's line of sight. His hand slid under her skirt, fingers finding the evidence of her arousal through her silk panties.

"You weren't kidding," he growled softly, pushing the fabric aside and sliding a finger into her wet heat. "So fucking wet."

Maya bit her lip to keep from moaning as he added a second finger, his thumb circling her clit with practiced precision. "We have about sixty seconds," she breathed against his ear.

"Then I better make it count." He increased his pace, his fingers curling to hit that spot inside her that always made her see stars.

Maya clung to his shoulders, her hips moving subtly against his hand, chasing her release. She could hear Richard moving around in the living room, commenting on the crown molding—he was maybe twenty feet away while Ethan's fingers were buried inside her, driving her rapidly toward climax.

The danger of discovery pushed her over the edge faster than usual. She buried her face against Ethan's neck to muffle her cry as she came, her inner walls pulsing around his fingers. He worked her through it expertly, only withdrawing when she gently pushed his hand away.

"Everything alright in there?" Richard called from the living room.

"Fine," Maya responded, her voice remarkably steady despite her racing heart. "Just checking the window seals. There was a complaint about drafts from another unit on this side of the building."

Ethan stepped back, adjusting his suit jacket to hide the obvious bulge in his pants. He opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a folder, giving Maya a heated look that promised retribution later.

"Found what I needed," he announced as they reentered the living room. "Sorry for the interruption, Mr. Hargrove. Please continue with your inspection."

Richard gave no indication he suspected anything, continuing to make notes on his clipboard as they moved to the kitchen and bathroom. Maya maintained her professional demeanor, though she could still feel the ghost of Ethan's touch between her thighs and the lingering tremors of her orgasm.

When the inspection was complete, they thanked Ethan for his cooperation and continued to the final unit. In the hallway, Richard made a comment about what a respectful tenant Mr. Reynolds seemed to be.

"Yes," Maya agreed, struggling to keep a straight face. "He's very accommodating."

After Richard finally left, paperwork completed and inspection passed with flying colors, Maya returned to her office and collapsed into her chair. Her phone buzzed with a text from Ethan:

That was reckless and irresponsible. I've never been harder in my life. My place, 7 PM. Be prepared for consequences.

Maya smiled, a thrill running through her at the promised retribution. She texted back a simple response:

Yes, sir.

The rest of the day crawled by. Maya tried to focus on work, but her mind kept returning to the afternoon's encounter and anticipating what Ethan might have planned for the evening. By six-thirty, she could wait no longer.

She changed into a dress she knew drove him crazy—a simple black wrap that provided easy access—with nothing underneath. She left her hair down, applied fresh lipstick, and made her way upstairs to 3B.

Ethan opened the door before she could knock, pulling her inside and pinning her against the wall. His kiss was brutal, claiming, his hands already pulling at her dress.

"Do you have any idea how hard it was to sit through my afternoon meetings thinking about how you came on my fingers with Richard fucking Hargrove twenty feet away?" he growled against her throat.

"I have some idea," she replied, gasping as he bit down on her pulse point.

He spun her around, bending her over the entryway table. "You need to be punished for that little stunt." His hand landed on her ass with a sharp smack that made her cry out in surprise and arousal.

"Yes," she moaned, pushing back against him.

"Yes, what?" His hand came down again, harder this time.

"Yes, sir," Maya corrected herself, understanding the game they were playing tonight.

Ethan's hand smoothed over the reddened skin he'd just spanked. "Good girl. Now, I'm going to fuck you right here, where anyone passing by might hear you scream. And you will scream for me."

He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, and thrust into her without preamble. Maya cried out at the sudden fullness, her body already primed and ready for him. He set a punishing pace, one hand gripping her hip while the other tangled in her hair, pulling her head back.

"You like the risk, don't you?" he demanded, his voice rough with exertion. "The chance of getting caught. It makes you even wetter."

"Yes," she gasped, meeting each of his thrusts with backward movements of her own. "God, yes."

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Make yourself come while I fuck this perfect pussy."

Maya reached between her legs, finding her clit and circling it in time with his powerful thrusts. The dual stimulation quickly pushed her toward the edge.

"I'm close," she warned, feeling the familiar tightening low in her belly.

"Not yet," Ethan growled, slowing his pace deliberately. "Not until I say so."

He continued the torturous rhythm, pushing her to the brink then backing off, until Maya was practically sobbing with need. Only when she was begging incoherently did he finally relent.

"Come for me now," he demanded, speeding up again and hitting that perfect angle that made her see stars. "Now, Maya."

She shattered with a scream that surely echoed down the hallway, her inner walls clamping down on his cock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. Ethan followed moments later, driving deep and holding still as he filled her with his release.

They stayed connected for several heartbeats, both panting from exertion. Then Ethan slowly withdrew, turning Maya to face him. His kiss was surprisingly gentle, a stark contrast to the rough fucking they'd just engaged in.

"That was just round one," he promised, his eyes dark with continued desire. "I have plans for you tonight that will make what we just did seem tame by comparison."

Maya smiled, already feeling arousal building again despite her recent climax. "I can't wait."

Later, as they lay tangled in his sheets, both utterly spent after hours of pushing each other's boundaries, Maya had to acknowledge to herself that what had begun as "uncomplicated pleasure" had evolved into something far more complex. The way Ethan held her afterward, the intimate conversations they shared in post-coital bliss, the increasing frequency with which she found excuses to be near him—it all pointed to an attachment forming that went beyond the physical.

But those were concerns for tomorrow. Tonight, she would simply enjoy the feel of his body against hers and the pleasant ache of muscles well-used. Tomorrow was soon enough to worry about the complications of falling for her tenant.

Ethan stirred beside her, his hand sliding possessively over her hip. "You're thinking too loudly," he murmured against her hair.

"Just reflecting on how thoroughly you delivered those promised consequences," she lied, not ready to voice her deeper thoughts.

He chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest where her head rested. "That was just the beginning. I have so many more ways I want to take you, to make you mine."

The possessiveness in his tone should have alarmed her. Instead, it sent a thrill through her body, a renewed spark of desire despite her exhaustion.

"I'm all yours," she whispered, meaning it more than she was ready to admit, even to herself.

"Good," he replied, his hand drifting lower, finding her still-sensitive flesh. "Because I'm nowhere near done with you."

As his fingers began their practiced dance between her thighs, Maya surrendered once more to sensation, pushing thoughts of tomorrow aside in favor of the exquisite now.


Chapter 5: Breaking Every Rule

Two months into their arrangement, Maya and Ethan had stopped pretending there was anything "uncomplicated" about what was happening between them. Their need for each other had only intensified, their encounters growing more frequent, more desperate, and increasingly boundary-pushing. What had begun in the laundry room had evolved into an obsession that consumed them both.

Maya was in the middle of a meeting with a plumbing contractor when her phone vibrated with a text from Ethan.

Roof access unlocked. Now.

She glanced at the time—2:17 PM on a Wednesday—and felt a familiar heat pool between her thighs. The roof was strictly off-limits to tenants, accessible only through a locked door for maintenance purposes. The fact that Ethan had found his way up there was both concerning from a property management perspective and intensely arousing from a lover's viewpoint.

"I need to check something," she told the contractor, rising abruptly. "Continue the inspection of unit twelve. I'll meet you there shortly."

She made her way to the service elevator, her heart racing with anticipation. The roof was exposed, overlooking the surrounding buildings. Anyone with a decent pair of binoculars could potentially see them. The thought sent a thrill of danger through her that made her pussy clench with need.

The access door was indeed unlocked. Maya stepped out onto the roof, the summer heat immediately enveloping her. Ethan stood near the edge, his back to her, looking out over the city. He'd loosened his tie and rolled up the sleeves of his dress shirt, revealing forearms corded with muscle that she knew could pin her down with effortless strength.

"You shouldn't be up here," she called, her voice carrying on the breeze. "This area is restricted."

He turned, and the hunger in his eyes made her breath catch. "Are you going to punish me for breaking the rules, Ms. Sullivan?"

Maya moved toward him slowly, aware of how exposed they were, how reckless this was. "I should. You're becoming quite the problem tenant, Mr. Reynolds."

When she reached him, he grabbed her wrist, pulling her roughly against him. "Then evict me," he growled before claiming her mouth in a bruising kiss that left no doubt about his intentions.

Maya melted into him, her body responding instantly as it always did. His hands were everywhere—gripping her ass, tangling in her hair, sliding under her blouse to cup her breast through her bra. When he pinched her nipple hard, she gasped into his mouth, her hips grinding instinctively against the impressive bulge in his pants.

"I have a meeting," she protested weakly as his mouth moved to her neck, biting and sucking marks that she'd have to cover later.

"Cancel it." His command was punctuated by his hand sliding under her skirt, finding the soaked fabric of her panties. "Christ, you're always so fucking wet for me."

He spun her around suddenly, bending her over a ventilation unit. Cool metal pressed against her heated skin as he flipped her skirt up, exposing her ass to the open air. The knowledge that they were visible from multiple angles, that anyone looking up might see them, should have terrified her. Instead, it only heightened her arousal.

Ethan ripped her panties aside, not bothering to remove them completely. She heard his zipper, then felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. "Tell me what you want," he demanded, teasing her with shallow thrusts that barely penetrated.

"Fuck me," she begged, pushing back against him. "Hard. Now."

He complied with a powerful thrust that seated him fully inside her, drawing a strangled cry from her throat. His pace was punishing from the start, one hand gripping her hip while the other fisted in her hair, pulling her head back.

"Look," he commanded, forcing her to face the building across the street. "Anyone could be watching us right now. Watching me fuck their landlady like the insatiable slut she is."

The crude words sent a shock of pleasure through Maya's body. She'd discovered early in their relationship that Ethan's filthy mouth drove her wild, especially when he combined degradation with worship in the same breath.

"You love it," he continued, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. "Love knowing they might see how desperate you are for my cock. How completely you belong to me."

"Yes," she gasped, meeting each thrust with a backward push of her hips. "Yours. Only yours."

His hand released her hair, snaking around to find her clit. He rubbed it mercilessly as his pace increased, driving her rapidly toward climax. "Come for me," he growled in her ear. "Let them see you fall apart on my cock."

Maya's orgasm crashed through her with blinding intensity, her inner walls clamping down on him as wave after wave of pleasure consumed her. She screamed his name, not caring who might hear, her body convulsing in ecstasy.

Ethan followed moments later, driving deep and holding still as he filled her with hot pulses of his release. They remained frozen for several heartbeats, both panting from exertion, before he slowly withdrew and turned her to face him.

His kiss was surprisingly tender, a stark contrast to the rough fucking they'd just engaged in. "You're incredible," he murmured against her lips.

Maya straightened her clothing, reality beginning to intrude. "That was beyond reckless," she said, though she couldn't keep the smile from her face. "I have a contractor waiting for me."

"Go," Ethan said, giving her ass a playful slap. "But come to my place tonight. I have something special planned."

The rest of the day passed in a blur of wet underwear and anticipation. By the time Maya knocked on Ethan's door that evening, she was practically vibrating with need. He opened it wearing only low-slung jeans, his chest bare and magnificent in the dim lighting of his apartment.

"Come in," he said, stepping aside. The space was transformed—dozens of candles cast flickering shadows across the walls, and a trail of rose petals led toward the bedroom.

Maya raised an eyebrow. "This doesn't look like your usual style."

"Tonight is different." He took her hand, leading her into the candlelit bedroom. On the bed lay an array of items that made her breath catch—silk ropes, a blindfold, various toys she recognized and some she didn't.

"Do you trust me?" Ethan asked, his voice serious as he turned to face her.

Maya looked from the bed to his eyes, seeing both hunger and something deeper there. "Yes," she answered without hesitation. "Completely."

His smile was predatory. "Good. Because tonight, I'm going to push every boundary we haven't already shattered."

What followed was the most intense sexual experience of Maya's life. Ethan bound her wrists to his headboard with expert precision, the silk ropes tight enough to restrain but not hurt. He blindfolded her, heightening every other sense to an almost unbearable degree.

"You're so beautiful like this," he murmured, trailing an ice cube down her throat, between her breasts, circling each nipple until they were painfully hard. "Spread out for me. Unable to move. Completely at my mercy."

The contrast of hot and cold, pain and pleasure, had Maya writhing against her bonds. Ethan alternated between his mouth, his hands, various toys, and implements she couldn't identify. He brought her to the edge of orgasm repeatedly, only to deny her release, building her arousal to heights she hadn't known were possible.

"Please," she begged after what felt like hours of torturous pleasure. "I need to come. Please."

"Not yet," Ethan's voice was strained, evidence of his own restraint. "I want you mindless with need first."

He spread her thighs wider, positioning himself between them. She felt the now-familiar pressure of his cock against her entrance, but instead of thrusting inside as he usually did, he pushed in maddeningly slowly, inch by excruciating inch, until he was fully seated within her.

"I'm going to remove the blindfold now," he said, his voice husky with desire. "I want you to see who you belong to when you come around my cock."

The silk fell away from her eyes, and Maya blinked in the candlelight, focusing on Ethan's face above her. The intensity in his gaze took her breath away—it was hunger, yes, but also something much deeper, something that made her heart race for reasons that had nothing to do with physical pleasure.

"You're mine," he growled, beginning to move inside her with devastating precision. "Say it."

"I'm yours," she gasped, arching up to meet his thrusts.

"Again."

"I'm yours, Ethan. Only yours."

His pace increased, one hand moving between them to circle her clit. "Come for me, Maya. Now."

Her orgasm was cataclysmic, tearing through her body like a force of nature. She screamed his name as pleasure overwhelmed her, wave after wave crashing through her until she thought she might shatter from the intensity.

Ethan followed her over the edge, his release triggering aftershocks that prolonged her pleasure. When he finally collapsed beside her, untying her wrists with gentle hands and gathering her trembling body against his chest, Maya knew with absolute certainty that what had begun as "uncomplicated pleasure" had become the most significant relationship of her life.

They lay tangled together in the aftermath, sweat cooling on their skin, heartbeats gradually slowing to normal. Ethan's fingers traced lazy patterns on her back, while Maya's head rested on his chest, listening to the strong, steady rhythm beneath her ear.

"Move in with me," he said suddenly, breaking the comfortable silence.

Maya lifted her head to look at him, certain she'd misheard. "What?"

"Move in with me," he repeated, his expression serious. "Or I'll move in with you. I don't care which. I just want to wake up with you every morning and fall asleep with you every night."

"That's... a significant step from 'uncomplicated pleasure,'" Maya said carefully, though her heart was racing at his words.

Ethan laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest. "When was the last time anything between us was uncomplicated? I'm in love with you, Maya. Have been since that first day in the laundry room."

The declaration hung in the air between them, momentous and irrevocable. Maya searched his face for any sign of uncertainty and found none. Only openness, vulnerability, and something that looked remarkably like hope.

"This breaks every rule in the property management handbook," she said, trying to focus on practical concerns even as joy bloomed in her chest.

"Fuck the handbook." Ethan cupped her face in his hands. "I love you. Do you love me?"

The answer was simple, honest, and terrifying in its certainty. "Yes. God help me, I do."

His smile was radiant, transforming his face. "Then that's all that matters. The rest is details."

"There are significant complications to consider," Maya pointed out, though she couldn't stop smiling. "The power dynamic between landlord and tenant, for one."

"So I'll move out. Find another apartment in the building next door. Problem solved."

"You'd do that?"

"Maya." His voice was serious again. "I'd do anything to be with you. Move apartments, change jobs, relocate to another city if necessary. Nothing matters more to me than you."

The sincerity in his voice broke something open inside her—the last wall of resistance, the final barrier of professional distance she'd tried to maintain even as she'd given him her body night after night.

"I love you," she whispered, feeling tears prick her eyes at the admission. "And yes, let's live together. But not in this building. Let's find our own place—somewhere that's ours, with no complications or history."

Ethan's kiss was tender, reverent, a promise sealed with the meeting of their lips. "Anywhere," he murmured against her mouth. "As long as I'm with you."

Later, as Maya drifted toward sleep in Ethan's arms, she reflected on the unexpected journey that had brought them here. From that first meeting in the laundry room to this moment of commitment and love—none of it had been planned, none of it had followed the rules she'd set for herself as a professional landlady.

And yet, it felt absolutely right. Sometimes, she realized, the most important connections in life happened when you broke every rule you thought mattered.

Just before sleep claimed her, Ethan whispered in her ear, "I have one condition for our new place."

"Mmm?" she murmured drowsily.

"It needs to have a laundry room. For old times' sake."

Maya laughed softly, snuggling closer into his embrace. "Deal."

Six months later, they stood in the middle of their new apartment—a spacious loft in a converted warehouse with exposed brick walls, hardwood floors, and enormous windows that flooded the space with natural light. Ethan, true to his word, had found a position at an architectural firm specializing in historical renovations just three blocks away. Maya had hired a management company to handle the day-to-day operations of her building, allowing her to focus on property acquisition and development—a career shift that utilized her business acumen while keeping her connected to real estate.

"What do you think?" Ethan asked, coming up behind her and wrapping his arms around her waist.

Maya leaned back against his chest, surveying their new home. "It's perfect."

"Want to christen it properly?" His lips found that sensitive spot beneath her ear that never failed to make her shiver with anticipation.

"We haven't even unpacked yet," she protested weakly, even as she tilted her head to give him better access.

"I know exactly where the bedroom is," he murmured, his hands already working at the buttons of her blouse. "And exactly what I want to do to you in it."

Maya turned in his arms, looping her hands around his neck. "Actually," she said, a mischievous smile playing on her lips, "I was thinking we could start with the laundry room."

Ethan's laugh was cut short by her kiss—hungry and demanding, full of promise for the hours and days and years to come. As he lifted her into his arms and carried her toward the back of the apartment, Maya knew with absolute certainty that sometimes, the best things in life came from breaking all the rules.

And she wouldn't have it any other way.
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