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Chapter 1: The MILF
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The first, long sip of chilled Pinot Grigio was the true start of Judy’s day. It wasn’t the 7:00 a.m. alarm, nor the gentle hum of the automated coffee maker that had brewed her a perfect dark roast. It wasn’t even the satisfying, sun-drenched stretch after her morning yoga session. It was this moment, around 1:30 in the afternoon, when the hot summer sun—filtered through the delicate leaves of the Japanese maple in the backyard—dappled the pages of her novel and warmed the skin of her bare shoulders. This was when the silence of the large bungalow shifted from something lonely to something luxurious, a blanket of her own choosing.

She let out a soft, contented sigh, her toes curling against the smooth, warm stone of the patio. Their home was a masterpiece of West Coast modernism, a sprawling single-storey structure of glass, bleached cedar, and pale stone that seemed to grow organically from the lush landscape of Kelowna’s Upper Mission. From her lounger, she had a perfect, cinematic view back into the heart of the house: the great room with its vaulted ceiling, the minimalist fireplace, and the artwork Harold had insisted on—large, abstract pieces that were more investment than passion.

Harold. The name, even in her thoughts, sounded solid, respectable, and slightly dusty, like a leather-bound law book. Harold was at the firm, of course. He was always at the firm. For a man of sixty-two who had more than enough money to retire ten times over, his dedication to corporate law bordered on the monastic. Their conversations had become a series of polite, passing memos: “Dinner with the Fitzgeralds on Friday, don’t forget.” “The landscapers are coming Tuesday.” “Transfer went through for the AmEx.”

He was a good man, a provider in the most exhaustive sense of the word, but he was more a presence in the house—a favourite chair he sat in, the faint scent of his cologne in the ensuite—than a person she truly shared it with.

So, the house and its sprawling backyard had become Judy’s domain, her gilded cage and her sanctuary all at once.

She took another sip of wine, the crisp acidity a perfect counterpoint to the day’s warmth. At forty-five, Judy knew she was the subject of envious whispers at the country club charity events—"God, has Judy Naughtee even heard of ageing?"—and the not-so-subtle glances from Harold’s younger partners. She’d worked for it. Her days were a carefully curated regimen of maintenance and leisure. Mornings were for reformer pilates in the home gym, lengthening and strengthening the muscles that life, and gravity, constantly conspired against. Afternoons, like this one, were for tanning.

She wore a simple but devastatingly effective navy-blue bikini, the cut classic enough to be elegant but sharp enough to highlight the fact that two decades of yoga had kept her stomach flat and her posture regal. Her skin, thanks to a disciplined rotation of high-SPF tanning oils, was a smooth, golden honey, a shade she knew complemented the rich, chestnut brown of her hair, which fell in loose, beachy waves around her shoulders. She was, as her best friend Sarah had declared after three mimosas last week, “a total MILF, and not the suburban minivan kind. The real kind. The kind any man, or even teenager, would want.”

Judy smiled at the memory, a faint blush warming her cheeks. It was ridiculous, of course. But in the quiet solitude of her beautiful backyard, she could admit it was also a little thrilling.

Her gaze drifted from her book, over the shimmering turquoise surface of the pool. It was a masterpiece in its own right, a lagoon-style pool with a vanishing edge that made it seem to pour into the lush, green canopy of the forested slope below. Water lapped gently against the quartzite coping, a soothing, rhythmic sound. The air smelled of chlorine, sun-warmed cedar, and the faint, sweet perfume of the star jasmine climbing the back fence.

This was the height of summer, and the pool was the centrepiece of the property. It was also the source of a minor domestic crisis. Their previous pool maintenance fellow, a reliable, grandfatherly man named Bob, had retired to Vancouver Island at the season's start. The company had sent a revolving door of replacements, none of whom could get the chemical balance quite right or remember to trim the water-feature orchids. Harold, in a rare moment of domestic intervention, had finally called the company owner directly and demanded they send their "best guy," permanently, or he'd take his business elsewhere.

The new—and hopefully permanent—pool boy was starting today. Judy hadn't paid much attention to the email confirmation; it was Harold’s department, like the cars and the investments. She assumed he’d be another Bob, perhaps with a younger back but the same general aura of quiet competence.

But unbeknownst to Judy, he’d be much younger. And fitter, too. And he’d be taking her on a ride that was wilder than she could ever imagine.

Or perhaps it was the other way around.
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Chapter 2: The Pool Boy
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The gym at 5:30 a.m. was a temple, and Brayden Mitchell was its most devoted parishioner. The air thrummed with the sound of clanging iron, whirring treadmills, and the low grunts of effort. It smelled of sweat, disinfectant, and pure, unadulterated ambition.

For Brayden, this was meditation. His world narrowed to the grip of his hands on the barbell, the fire in his muscles, and the relentless count in his head. At twenty, his body was his project, his hobby, and his pride. He moved through his routine with a fluid, practiced grace that belied the heavy weight he was deadlifting. Each pull was a study in power: the tension in his thickly corded forearms, the defined sweep of his back flaring into wide shoulders, the solid drive of his quadriceps. A fine sheen of sweat already glistened on his tanned skin, highlighting the cuts and contours he worked so hard to sculpt.

He finished his set, racking the weight with a controlled exhale. Catching his reflection in the mirror, he gave a slight, critical nod. He was getting there. His phone, propped against his water bottle, buzzed. A text from his boss came in, Rick, at AquaGlade Pools.

Rick: Big job today, Mitchell. The Hollingsworth residence in Upper Mission. 284 Crestview Drive. Client is... particular. Just got off the phone with the husband. Don’t be late, and just don’t mess it up. Their last guy retired, and they haven’t liked anyone we’ve sent there since.

Brayden typed back quickly, letting Rick know he was on it. He wasn’t worried. Pools were simple enough. They were all chemistry and mechanics, a different kind of discipline than the gym, but one he understood just as well.

An hour later, showered and dressed in his uniform—a grey AquaGlade t-shirt and a pair of jeans that had seen more chlorine than a swim team—he climbed into his beat-up but reliable Ford Ranger. The truck was a stark contrast to the gleaming Audis and Teslas he was about to share the road with in Kelowna’s most exclusive neighbourhoods.

As he navigated the winding, tree-lined streets of the Upper Mission, his mind drifted. He’d looked up the address on his phone last night. The property value made him whistle. This was serious money. He pictured a stern, older man in a suit, maybe working from a home office, watching him like a hawk. Or a fussy, pearl-clutching society wife who would complain about a single leaf floating in the skimmer.

He found the house, a stunning low-slung bungalow of wood and glass. Yeah, serious money. He parked on the street, not wanting his old truck to stain the pristine, cobbled driveway. Grabbing his tool belt and the heavy filter tank, he found the side gate and let himself in.

The backyard hit him like a physical blow. It wasn't just the size or the obvious expense of the vanishing-edge pool; it was the sheer, curated beauty of it. The sun was high now, making the turquoise water sparkle, and the air was thick with the scent of jasmine. It was peaceful. A world away from the noisy, shared apartment he lived in with two other guys downtown.

And then he saw her.

A woman, lounging on a chair by the pool, a vision of sun-kissed leisure. She was wearing a simple blue bikini that showed off a body that was... incredible. Toned, golden, and utterly relaxed. For a split second, he was thrown. This wasn't a fussy, pearl-clutching wife. This was a goddess tanning in her private temple.

His professional demeanour snapped back into place. Don't be an idiot, Brayden. You're here to work.

He set the filter tank down by the equipment shed, the soft thud announcing his presence. He ran a hand through his hair, took a breath, and turned. His gaze swept the pool area, assessing the equipment, the water clarity, and the overall setup. It was a professional habit. Then his eyes landed on her again.

She was watching him, her expression hidden behind large sunglasses. He could feel the weight of her gaze. He gave a short, respectful nod, the one he used for all clients.

"Afternoon, ma'am. I'm Brayden. From AquaGlade Pools."

His voice was calm, steady. Ma'am. The word felt both necessary and ridiculously formal. She was old enough to be his... well, she was definitely older than him. But she didn't look like anyone's mother he'd ever seen.

She lifted a hand in a casual wave. "Hello," she called back, her voice cool and composed. "Judy Hollingsworth. The... um... the pool's all yours."

Judy Hollingsworth. So, this was the wife. A faint, almost involuntary smile touched his lips. She was... interesting. "I'll try not to disturb you, Ms. Hollingsworth," he said, opting for the slightly less antiquated title.

He turned his back to her, focusing on the task at hand. He could feel her presence like a spot of heat on his skin. He unlatched the pump basket, his mind already running through the chemical readings he’d need to take. But a part of him, the part that was a twenty-year-old man, was acutely aware of the attractive woman lying just a few metres away. This job, he realized as he began his work, was going to be a lot different from the others.
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Chapter 3: Restless
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The low, electronic hum of the garage door opener was the day’s final memo from Harold. Judy heard it from the great room, where she was idly flipping through a design magazine, the words a blur. She’d been trying to read for the last hour, but her mind kept drifting back to the pool deck, to the sight of lean, corded forearms and the low timbre of a voice saying, “I’ll try not to disturb you, Ms. Hollingsworth.”

She smoothed the silk of her pyjama pants and went to greet him.

Harold looked exactly as he always did at 8 p.m. Weary but wired, his suit jacket slung over his arm, his tie loosened, a leather briefcase in his hand that seemed permanently fused to his grip. He smelled faintly of courtrooms, expensive cologne, and the long day.

“Long one,” he said by way of greeting, placing a perfunctory kiss on her cheek.

“I’ll bet. Hungry?” Judy asked, though she already knew the answer.

“Starved. I’ll just take a tray into the office, though. Need to prep for a deposition first thing.” He was already moving down the hall towards his sanctum, a room she rarely entered. “The Fitzgeralds for Friday—you made the reservation?”

“Yes, Harold. Seven o’clock at Quail’s Gate.”

“Good, good.”

And that was that. She plated the salmon and salad she’d kept warm for him, carried it to his office door, and set it on the small table outside. She could hear him already on a call, his voice a low, professional murmur. She didn’t knock.

An hour later, she was in bed, the lights off, the house silent except for the gentle hum of the central air conditioning. She heard his door open and close, the sound of him getting ready for bed in his ensuite—a familiar, muffled routine of brushing and flushing. Then the bed dipped with his weight, and he settled in with a heavy, exhausted sigh. Within minutes, the rhythm of his breathing deepened into the steady, slightly congested pattern of sleep.

For Judy, sleep was a distant country.

The darkness behind her eyelids wasn’t dark at all. It was bright, sun-drenched, and filled with the image of a young man standing by her pool. Brayden. The name felt illicit, a secret on her tongue.

She replayed the afternoon in minute, excruciating detail. The way he’d moved, not with a boy’s gawky energy, but with a man’s controlled, economical grace. The way his grey t-shirt had clung to his shoulders and back as he’d lifted the heavy equipment. The faint sheen of sweat on his temples in the afternoon heat. He was so... vital. A raw, unpolished energy that was the absolute antithesis of the lacquered, predictable world she inhabited.

A flush of heat, entirely separate from the bedroom’s temperature, washed over her. She kicked the duvet down to her waist, the fine Egyptian cotton suddenly feeling restrictive.

It was ridiculous. It was juvenile. She was a forty-five-year-old woman, a wife, a socialite, lying in her multi-million-dollar home in the Upper Mission, fantasizing about the pool boy. It was the plot of a cheap paperback. Judy’s friend Sarah would howl with laughter, then demand every single detail.

But the thought wouldn’t release its grip. The memory of his gaze, even hidden behind her sunglasses, had felt tangible. There was a flicker of something in his sexy brown eyes—not disrespect, but a spark of assessment, of recognition—that had short-circuited her usual cool composure. It was the reason for that stupid, flustered “um.”

Beside her, Harold snorted in his sleep and rolled onto his side, his back to her. The distance between them in the king-sized bed felt vast, an uncrossable ocean.

Her mind, traitorously, conjured a different scenario. What if it wasn’t Harold’s steady, somnolent breathing she heard in the dark? What if the weight on the other side of the mattress was younger, warmer? The thought was so vivid, so startlingly specific, that her heart hammered against her ribs. She pictured a calloused hand, rougher than Harold’s soft lawyer’s hands, brushing the hair from her neck. She imagined the scent of chlorine and fresh air instead of cologne and paperwork.

A restless, aching thrum settled deep within her. This was more than just a physical attraction; it was a yearning for a connection that felt real, for a presence that saw her, not just the carefully maintained facade of Judy Hollingsworth.

She lay there for what felt like hours, the silent house pressing in on her. Outside, the world was quiet. But inside Judy, a storm had begun to brew, and at the centre of it all was the image of a young man with sun-streaked hair and a voice that promised a disturbance she now desperately craved. Sleep, when it finally came, was fitful and filled with dreams of turquoise water and a pair of unsettling brown eyes.
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Chapter 4: Encounter Two
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The heat in Kelowna was a physical presence. By 11:00 a.m., it had already settled over the city, thick and heavy, making the air over the asphalt shimmer. Inside her air-conditioned SUV, Judy felt a trickle of sweat trace a path down her spine. Her errands—the boutique grocer, the dry cleaner—had felt interminable. All she could think about was the cool, cerulean embrace of her pool.

And, if she was being ruthlessly honest with herself, the possibility of who might be there tending to it.

It was Wednesday. Brayden’s day. The thought had been a humming undercurrent to her entire morning, a secret thrill that made the mundane task of selecting heirloom tomatoes feel strangely clandestine. She’d chosen her outfit with a care that was beyond her usual standard for a quick grocery run: a simple but elegant emerald green tank top and a pair of crisp white shorts that showed off her legs. Just in case.

As she turned onto Crestview Drive, her heart gave a little stutter. There it was, parked with a familiar, humble defiance on the street outside her house: a beat-up Ford Ranger. He was already here.

A flutter of panic and anticipation mixed in her chest. She pulled into the driveway, the tires crunching on the hot cobblestones. The house was quiet. Had he already finished up? Or was he locked out, waiting? The thought of finding him there, perhaps needing her help, sent another, more potent, thrill through her.

She killed the engine and, leaving the groceries to bake momentarily in the climate-controlled vehicle, decided a quick, casual check of the backyard was justified. She pushed through the side gate, the scent of jasmine and hot stone enveloping her.

And then she stopped dead.

He was there. But he wasn’t just there. He was shirtless.

Brayden was at the far end of the pool, his back to her, guiding the automatic vacuum hose with one hand. Her visions at night hadn’t lied. In fact, they hadn’t even done him justice. His back was a sculpted masterpiece of tanned, gleaming muscle—the powerful deltoids, the deep groove of his spine cutting through the dense terrain of his lats, all tapering down to a narrow waist. His swim trunks sat low on his hips, and every shift of his body, every reach with the long-handled skimmer net, made the muscles in his back and shoulders ripple and clench with a raw, unthinking power. The sun glinted off the sweat beading on his skin, making him look like he’d been oiled and polished.

Judy felt her mouth go dry. The heat of the day became a furnace burning from the inside out. She must have made a sound, a sharp intake of breath, because he turned.

For a moment, they just stared. His chest was just as defined, a hard, sculpted plane with a light dusting of hair, his abdominals a clear, ridged six-pack. He seemed larger, more real, more potent without the simple barrier of a t-shirt.

“Ms. Hollingsworth,” he said, his voice even, though a slight, knowing smile played on his lips. He made no move to cover up. “Hot one today.”

Judy’s brain scrambled for a coherent response. “I... yes. Brutal.” She gestured vaguely, her eyes helplessly tracing the line of his collarbone. “I saw your truck. Wanted to make sure you hadn’t been locked out or anything.”

His smile widened a fraction. “Appreciate that. Got here about twenty minutes ago. Just finishing up the cleaning before I test the chemicals.”

“Right. Of course.” She was babbling. She forced herself to meet his eyes, which were a startling, deep brown that reflected nicely with his tan. “Don’t let me stop you. I just... I’m desperate for a swim.”

“Water’s perfect,” he said, his gaze holding hers. It was a direct, appraising look that made her feel utterly transparent. He knew. He absolutely knew the effect he was having on her, and he wasn’t flustered by it in the slightest. If anything, he seemed quietly amused. “I’ll be out of your way in less than fifteen minutes.”

“No rush,” she said, her voice a bit too breathy. “Take your time.”

An awkward, charged silence hung between them, filled only by the hum of the pool pump and the distant buzz of a lawnmower. Judy knew she should turn and leave, but her feet felt rooted to the spot.

It was Brayden who broke the spell, his tone shifting back to the professional. “The alkalinity was a bit high last week. I’ve got it balanced now. Should feel better on your skin.”

“Oh! Thank you.” The mundane comment about pool chemistry felt intensely intimate. He was talking about her skin.

The moment stretched, thrumming with unspoken things. Finally, Judy’s sense of responsibility—or perhaps self-preservation—kicked in. “I... I should bring the groceries in. Before the ice cream melts.”

Brayden nodded, that faint, infuriatingly attractive smile still touching his lips. “Wouldn’t want that.”

“No, of course not. Right. Well. Carry on!”

She forced herself to turn and walk back towards the gate, her spine tingling with the awareness of his eyes on her. She didn’t look back. As she stepped her way over to the now-warming car, the image of his shirtless, sun-glossed body was burned onto the back of her eyelids. The cool air of the house did nothing to douse the heat he had ignited within her. Bringing in the groceries was a robotic task, her mind a thousand miles—or just a few metres—away, lost in the backyard.
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Chapter 5: Third Time’s The Charm
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The digital clock on the oven read 11:47 a.m. Thirteen minutes. In thirteen minutes, his truck would pull up, and the quiet, sprawling house would hum with a different kind of energy.

Judy adjusted the tie of her bikini, the fabric a bold, fire-engine red and sinfully form-fitting. It was a statement, one she’d bought on a whim months ago and never had the nerve to wear. Today, she had the nerve. She checked her reflection in the glass of the patio door—the cut accentuated every curve, the colour a vibrant shock against her golden tan. Perfect.

On the kitchen island, beading with condensation, stood a tall pitcher of fresh-squeezed lemonade, a silent accomplice to her intentions. The day was hot, but not the oppressive, shirt-shedding heat of the previous week. It was a warm, inviting heat, and she had a plan.

The familiar rumble of the Ford Ranger’s engine was her cue. Her heart performed its now-familiar, anticipatory stutter. She waited, listening to the gate click open and shut, before she made her move.

She stepped out onto the patio as if by chance, a glass of lemonade already in her hand. “Right on time,” she said, her voice a picture of casual welcome.

Brayden turned, skimmer net in hand. His eyes, those warm, assessing brown eyes, did a slow, deliberate sweep from her face, down the length of the red bikini, and back up again. The look was anything but casual. A slow, appreciative smile spread across his face.

“Ms. Hollingsworth. You’re looking... refreshed.”

“It’s the only way to survive this heat,” she said, gesturing with her glass towards the pitcher inside. “I made extra lemonade. And the offer stands for the pool, if you’d like to cool off after you’re done. It’s the least I can do.”

He leaned the skimmer against the wall and took a few steps closer, closing the distance between them. The air crackled.

“The lemonade I won’t turn down,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “But as for the pool... probably not a good idea for me to be swimming on the clock.” His eyes locked with hers, the meaning clear. It wasn’t the swimming that was the bad idea.

“Who’s going to tell your boss?” Judy teased, raising an eyebrow. “Harold’s at the firm. It’s just us.”

Brayden’s smile turned into a wolfish grin. “Exactly.”

The single word hung between them, heavy with implication. The playful tension of the past two weeks snapped, replaced by something far more direct, far more dangerous.

“Well then,” Judy said, her own voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Let’s get you that lemonade.”

She turned, acutely aware of his gaze on her back as she led the way into the cool, spacious kitchen. The click of her sandals on the polished concrete floor echoed in the silent house. She reached for the pitcher, her hands not quite steady.

“Thirsty work,” he said from behind her, so close she could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

She turned to hand him the full glass, their fingers brushing. The contact was electric. He took a long, slow drink, his eyes never leaving hers over the rim of the glass. He set it down on the island with a definitive click.

“Judy,” he said, dropping the ‘Ms. Hollingsworth’ entirely. The sound of her name in his mouth was a confession and a command all at once.

That was all the permission she needed. The last of her hesitation evaporated.

With a confidence that came from weeks of pent-up fantasy, she closed the small space between them. She placed a hand on his firm chest, feeling the powerful beat of his heart beneath her palm. She looked up at him, her gaze unwavering, and then slowly, deliberately, she sank to her knees on the cool kitchen floor.

His sharp intake of breath was the most gratifying sound she’d ever heard. He looked down at her, his brown eyes dark with a mix of shock and raw desire.

“What are you—” he began, his voice rough.

“Shhh,” she whispered, her hands moving to the waistband of his jeans. “The pool isn’t the only way to unwind. And like you said... who’s going to tell?”

She made quick work of the button and zipper, her fingers deft and sure. As she freed him, taking his hard, hot length into her hand, he groaned, his head falling back. His hands came down to brace himself on the kitchen island behind him, his knuckles white.

Looking up at him, at the powerful man rendered helpless by her touch, Judy felt a surge of pure, unadulterated power. This was no longer a fantasy. This was real. And as she leaned forward and took him into her mouth, she knew the carefully ordered world of Judy Hollingsworth had just been irrevocably, and wonderfully, shattered.

A guttural, choked sound escaped Brayden’s throat, a raw noise of pure pleasure that was nothing like the controlled tones he usually used. His hips gave an involuntary jerk before he forced them still, his hands gripping the edge of the quartz countertop as if it were the only solid thing in a spinning world.

"Fuck, Judy..." he breathed, her name a prayer and a curse on his lips.

Emboldened, Judy deepened her rhythm, one hand steadying herself on his powerful thigh, the other working in tandem with her mouth. She was a woman who excelled at everything she put her mind to, and she applied that same focused dedication to this. She learned the shape and feel of him, the silken skin stretched taut over unyielding steel, the way his entire body tensed and shuddered when she found a particular rhythm.

His control began to fray. The low groans became more frequent, his breathing reduced to ragged pants. One of his hands left the counter and tangled roughly in her chestnut hair, not pushing, not guiding, but simply holding on, a desperate anchor. The feel of his calloused fingers against her scalp sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her.

"You have no idea," he gritted out, his voice strained and thick, "what you... what you look like right now. You’re so hot."

She glanced up, meeting his dark, heavy-lidded gaze. The sight was intoxicating. The confident, amused pool boy was gone, replaced by a man on the precipice, utterly at her mercy. A fine sheen of sweat glistened on his brow and his corded neck was taut with tension. Every muscle in his abdomen was clenched tight, a living anatomy chart of desire.

She could feel the telltale tightening in his thighs, the quickening pulse at the base of him. His grip in her hair tightened almost imperceptibly.

"Judy... I'm gonna—" he warned, his voice a hoarse whisper.

But she didn't pull away. She held his gaze, her own eyes smoldering with a mix of challenge and invitation, and doubled her efforts. That was all it took.

His climax ripped through him with a force that seemed to surprise even him. His head fell back as a long, low groan was torn from his chest, his body bowing over her. He trembled violently against her, his grip on the counter and her hair the only things keeping him upright as wave after wave of pleasure shuddered through his powerful frame.

For a long moment, the only sounds in the grand, silent kitchen were his harsh, slowing breaths and the faint hum of the refrigerator. Then, quietly, Judy swallowed every drop. She left absolutely no evidence behind.

Slowly, he loosened his grip on her hair, his hand sliding down to cup her cheek with a surprising tenderness. His eyes, when they finally met hers again, were dazed, sated, and filled with a new, profound kind of heat.

He gently urged her to her feet, his own legs seeming a little unsteady. Without a word, he pulled her into a deep, claiming kiss. It tasted of salt, lemonade, and the unmistakable, intimate taste of her own power.

Neither of them knew what to say. Each could only tell from the other’s facial expression that they were both happy with how far—and how quickly—this had escalated.
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Chapter 6: Bedroom
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Judy giggled as she took Brayden’s hand in hers. He had a sense something was up. At first, he wasn’t quite sure why. But he figured the naughty smirk on Judy’s face had something to do with it.

Before long, she said just a single word to him. “Come,” as she began walking, his hand still in hers. He had no choice but to follow her from the kitchen. Then, they were in a hallway. And soon, a doorway appeared in front of them.

It was the master suite. The air was cool and smelled faintly of her perfume—something expensive and floral. The room was vast, dominated by a massive bed with crisp white linens, but Brayden’s eyes were only for her. The playful smirk had melted from Judy’s face, replaced by a look of raw, smoldering hunger.

“No more interruptions,” she whispered, her voice husky.

She released his hand only to place both of hers on his chest, walking him backward until his legs hit the edge of the mattress. He sat down with a soft grunt, his gaze locked on her as she stepped between his spread knees.

“My turn,” she breathed, and then her mouth was on his.

This wasn’t like the kiss in the kitchen. That was a claiming. This was a conflagration.

A low, guttural sound rumbled in Brayden’s chest as her hands fisted in his hair, her tongue plunging into his mouth with a desperate, consuming need. He groaned into her, his own hands sliding down her back, over the slick fabric of the red bikini, to grip her backside and pull her flush against him. The thin barrier of his jeans and her swimsuit did nothing to hide the hard evidence of his renewed arousal.

“Judy,” he gasped, tearing his mouth from hers to trail hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck. “God, you feel... fuck...”

His words dissolved into a moan as she ground against him, a slow, deliberate roll of her hips that made him see stars. He could feel the damp heat of her even through the fabric, and it was driving him insane.

“The bikini,” he rasped, his fingers fumbling with the ties at her hips. “Judy, please. I need to see you. All of you.”

She leaned back, her chest heaving, and with a slow, theatrical pull, she undid the tie at her neck. The red top loosened. Then, never breaking eye contact, she untied the side ties. The scrap of red fabric fluttered to the floor.

Brayden’s breath hitched. “Jesus Christ.”

He looked his fill, his dark eyes burning with reverence and pure, unadulterated lust. She was even more perfect than he had imagined—full, high breasts, a narrow waist, and hips that curved in a way that made his mouth water.

“You’re so beautiful,” he choked out, his voice thick with emotion.

He leaned forward, capturing one taut nipple in his mouth, his tongue laving and teasing while his hand cupped and kneaded her other breast. Judy cried out, a sharp, high-pitched sound of pure pleasure. Her head fell back, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her.

“Yes... oh, Brayden, right there...”

Her encouragement shattered the last of his control. With a growl, he laid her back on the cool, white duvet, following her down, covering her body with his. The feeling of her bare skin against his chest, her softness against his hardness, was electrifying.

“I’ve wanted this,” he panted against her lips, his hips rocking into hers, creating a friction that was both agony and ecstasy. “Since the first second I saw you... lying by that pool... I’ve been going out of my mind.”

“Then stop waiting,” she commanded, her voice a breathless, desperate plea.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He made quick work of his jeans and boxers, kicking them frantically to the floor. When he was finally, completely free, he paused for a moment, just looking at her—spread out beneath him on her bed, her skin flushed, her lips swollen from his kisses, her eyes dark with a need that mirrored his own.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of him nudging against her wet heat. A shuddering moan escaped her.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice rough with passion.

Her grey eyes, hazy with desire, found his.

As he pushed into her, slowly, inch by exquisite inch, they both cried out—a synchronized, guttural sound of relief and overwhelming sensation. For a moment, he was still, buried deep inside her, letting them both adjust to the shocking, perfect fullness.

“Oh, my God,” Judy whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders. “You feel... you feel incredible!”

That was all the confirmation he needed.

He began to move, setting a slow, deep, relentless rhythm that had her arching off the bed. The room filled with the sounds of their passion: the soft, wet sounds of their joining, the creak of the bedframe, their ragged, panting breaths, and the broken, incoherent words tumbling from their lips.

“Yes... just like that... don’t stop!” she begged, her legs wrapping tightly around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“So tight,” he groaned, his forehead dropping to hers, his breath hot on her face. “So fucking perfect for me, Judy. Ah, god...”

He drove into her again and again, each thrust hitting a spot that made her vision blur. Her moans became louder, more frantic, climbing in pitch. She was close, teetering on the edge, her entire body coiling like a spring.

“Brayden... I’m... I’m gonna...”

“Cum for me,” he growled, his pace becoming frantic, pounding into her with a force that was both punishing and blissful. “Let me feel you cum. Now, Judy.”

His command, the raw need in his voice, was the final push she needed. Her world exploded into a supernova of sensation. A sharp, screaming cry was torn from her throat as her body convulsed around his, wave after wave of pure, mind-shattering pleasure racking her frame. The intensity of her climax pushed him over the edge. With a final, deep thrust and a roar that was pure triumph, he followed her, his own release spilling all over her, hot and practically endless.

For a long time, the only sound was their harsh, gulping breaths as they lay tangled together, spent and slick with sweat. He was heavy on top of her, but she welcomed the weight. His face was buried in her neck, his lips occasionally placing a soft, sated kiss against her damp skin.

Slowly, he shifted his weight to the side, pulling her with him so they lay facing each other. He brushed a strand of hair from her forehead, his brown eyes soft, his expression one of awe.

Neither of them spoke. They didn't need to. The symphony of their moans, their cries, and their shared, shuddering release had said everything.
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Chapter 7: Sneaking
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The next week had both Judy and Brayden riveted to their phones. They’d text each other when they were totally in private, in order to avoid getting caught.

Judy felt like a teenager, sneaking around with a massive crush on a boy. And worse, she couldn’t wait to see him again.

The two of them shared a secret now. One that could get them both in trouble. Sure, that trouble might be worse for Judy. It could definitely lead to her being divorced. Though at the same time, Brayden knew there’d be consequences for him too. Slacking off at work, sleeping with the clientele... he knew he’d surely be fired if this were to ever get out.

So, with the two of them stuck in the lie, they figured they might as well keep enjoying it. As long as they could keep the facade of professionalism. They really hoped they could.

For Judy, the secrecy wasn't a burden; it was a drug. A thrilling, potent stimulant that coloured her every waking moment. The sprawling bungalow was no longer a gilded cage but a secret garden, and she was its mischievous, blooming heart. She found herself humming as she loaded the dishwasher. She caught her own reflection in a window and saw a woman with a secret smile, her grey eyes alight with a fire she thought had long been extinguished.

Her phone, once a tool for coordinating with Harold or making charity luncheon plans, was now her most prized possession. She kept it close, the vibration setting on high, her body tensing with a jolt of pure adrenaline every time it buzzed with a new notification. When his name flashed on the screen—Brayden—her heart would perform a giddy, foolish somersault.

Their messages were a minefield of double entendres and breathless anticipation.

Brayden: Finished yet another job. Water was green. Took me 3 hours. Thinking about clearer pools.

Judy knew exactly what he meant. A flush warmed her chest as she typed back, tucked away in her walk-in closet.

Judy: Ours is crystal. Just had it tested. All levels are... perfect.

She bit her lip, waiting. The three dancing dots appeared instantly.

Brayden: Good. Can’t have anything slipping. See you Wednesday. Need to do a full, in-depth check.

Judy let out a shaky breath, a low thrum of desire settling deep in her belly. Wednesday. It felt both an eternity away and terrifyingly soon. She was a live wire, buzzing with a nervous, joyous energy. Pilates was no longer a routine; it was a preparation. Tanning was strategic. Even choosing her lingerie for the day felt like putting on battle armour for a war of seduction Harold was blissfully unaware was being waged in his own home. He was far too distracted to notice.

When Harold came home each evening, she performed her wifely duties with a newfound, almost theatrical flair. She asked about his day, she listened to his stories about mergers and acquisitions, all while a part of her mind was replaying the feel of a young, powerful body moving over hers, the sound of a deep voice groaning her name into the pillows of her marital bed.

The risk, the sheer audacity of it all, was the most potent aphrodisiac she had ever experienced. She hadn't just stepped out of her life; she had leapt, and she was free-falling in a dizzying, exhilarating rush. For the first time in years, Judy Hollingsworth wasn't just going through the motions. She was truly, vibrantly, electrifyingly alive.
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Chapter 8: Again
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The sun was a high, brilliant coin in a cloudless sky, but it was nothing compared to the feverish heat simmering in Judy’s veins. Wednesday had finally arrived. This time, she hadn’t just chosen a bikini; she had curated a provocation. It was a canary-yellow, two-piece set comprised of little more than strategic triangles of fabric and impossibly thin strings. It left very little to the imagination, and that was precisely the point.

She was applying a second coat of gloss to her lips when she heard the familiar, gravelly rumble of his truck. A slow, confident smile spread across her face. The game was afoot.

She waited for him by the pool, reclining on the lounger in a pose of casual perfection, a novel open but unread on her lap. The gate clicked open.

Brayden stepped through, his tool belt in one hand. His eyes found her instantly, and the professional mask he usually wore slipped, replaced by a look of such pure, unadulterated hunger that it stole the air from her lungs. His gaze was a physical touch, a slow, scorching caress from her painted toes, up the long line of her legs, over the flat plane of her stomach, and finally coming to rest, heavy and intent, on the yellow triangles barely containing her breasts.

A slow whistle escaped him. “Wow.” The word was low, reverent.

“Is there a problem, Brayden?” she asked, her voice a study in false innocence.

“Problem?” He gave a low, husky laugh, setting his tools down with a deliberate slowness. “No, ma’am. No problem at all. Just... appreciating the view. It’s a lot brighter than last week.”

“I felt like a change,” she purred, sitting up and letting her legs dangle over the edge of the lounger. “It’s far too hot for anything more, don’t you think?”

His brown eyes darkened, tracking the movement. “It’s definitely hot.” He took a step closer, his voice dropping. “I, uh... I brought my trunks today. Thought I might take you up on that swim offer. If the invitation’s still open.”

The air crackled between them, thick with promise. “The invitation is always open for you,” she said, her gaze dropping pointedly to the fly of his jeans before returning to his eyes. “You can change in the pool house. Don’t keep me waiting.”

He didn’t. He emerged moments later, and Judy’s breath hitched. The bright blue swim trunks sat low on his hips, showcasing the sharp V of his abdomen that led down like an arrow. His torso, tanned and sculpted, seemed to absorb the sunlight. He was a vision of youthful, potent masculinity, and he was all hers.

He walked to the edge of the pool, not taking his eyes off her. “Last one in is a rotten egg,” he said, a playful challenge in his tone.

Before she could retort, he executed a perfect, clean dive, slicing into the water with barely a splash. He surfaced a few feet from her, pushing his wet hair back from his forehead, water sluicing down the hard contours of his chest.

“Cheater,” she laughed, and then, with a deliberate, swaying grace, she stood and walked to the pool’s edge. She knew he was watching the sway of her hips, the way the tiny yellow strings dug into her skin. She dove in, the cool water a shocking, delicious contrast to her heated skin.

She surfaced right in front of him. They were close enough to touch, the water lapping gently around their shoulders.

“You know,” he murmured, his hand finding her waist beneath the surface, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin there, “for a pool boy, I’m spending a suspicious amount of time in the pool at this job.”

“Is that a complaint?” she asked, her hands coming to rest on his slick, solid shoulders.

“It’s an observation,” he said, drifting closer. His other hand settled on her other hip, pulling her flush against him. The length of his hard body pressed against hers through the water. “A very, very good observation.”

Their flirting was a tangible thing, a third presence in the pool. They talked in low murmurs, their words laced with double meanings. He’d compliment the pool’s perfect chemical balance, and she’d reply that she loved how he handled her equipment. He’d mention the need for regular, deep cleaning, and she’d whisper that she was a firm believer in thorough, hands-on maintenance.

The sun beat down, the water shimmered, and the world beyond the cedar fence ceased to exist. It was just them, wrapped in a bubble of stolen time and escalating desire.

Finally, the words faded away, replaced by a heavy, breathless silence. He backed her slowly against the smooth quartzite edge of the pool, caging her in with his arms. Water dripped from his hair, his eyelashes spiky with it.

“I’ve been thinking about this all week,” he confessed, his voice rough.

“What part?” she breathed, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“This part.”

He lowered his head, and his mouth found hers.

It was not a gentle kiss. It was a claiming, a release of a week’s worth of pent-up tension and text-fueled fantasy. It was deep and hungry and tasted of chlorine and pure, unadulterated want. Judy’s hands came up to tangle in his wet hair, pulling him closer, surrendering to the devastating skill of his mouth. When they finally broke apart, they were both gasping for air.

“We should...” he panted, his forehead resting against hers, “...dry off.”

“We should,” she agreed, her voice trembling.

They climbed out of the pool, the water streaming from their bodies. Judy grabbed two large, fluffy towels, handing one to him. Their eyes locked as they dried off, the simple act feeling unbearably intimate. He watched her pat the droplets from her neck, her chest, his gaze burning with intent.

When they were mostly dry, she dropped her towel on a lounger and reached for his hand.

“Come inside,” she said, her voice low and inviting, no longer a question but a command. “I’m not nearly done with you yet.”

A slow, wicked grin spread across his face. “Yes, ma’am.”

Hand in hand, they left the shimmering blue water behind and stepped from the bright Okanagan sun into the cool, shadowed house, the promise of what was to come hanging heavy and delicious in the air between them.
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Chapter 9: Climax
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The moment the door clicked shut, the last sliver of daylight and restraint were severed. Brayden didn't wait for a cue. He spun Judy around, pressing her back against the cool wall of the hallway, his mouth crashing down on hers with a raw, possessive hunger that made her knees buckle. This was not the careful lover of their first time; this was a man unleashed, finally claiming what he knew was now his.

"God, I've missed this," he growled against her lips, his hands rough and urgent as they slid from her waist to her backside, lifting her effortlessly. "Missed the way you taste. The way you feel."

Judy could only moan in response, her fingers scrambling at his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her from the hall, not towards the bedroom, but into the open-layout great room. The vaulted ceiling echoed their ragged breaths. He laid her down on the deep, plush rug before the minimalist fireplace, the one Harold had chosen for its cold, artistic lines. Now, it would bear witness to something utterly primal.

He loomed over her, his brown eyes virtually latched to her, his body a breathtaking silhouette against the large windows. "That yellow thing," he rasped, his fingers hooking under the thin strings at her hips. "It's been driving me insane all day."

With a sharp, deliberate tug, he snapped the tie. The fabric gave way. He did the same to the top, the flimsy material yielding instantly to his strength. He didn't remove them gently; he peeled them from her skin like he was unwrapping a long-awaited gift, his gaze devouring the body he revealed.

"Jesus, Judy," he breathed, his voice thick with awe and lust. "You are so fucking perfect."

This time, his confidence was absolute. There was no hesitation, no seeking permission. He covered her body with his, the heat of his skin a brand against her cool dampness. His mouth was everywhere—a scorching trail from her lips, down the sensitive column of her throat, pausing to suck a dark bloom onto her collarbone that made her cry out, then lower, until he took a peaked nipple deep into his mouth.

She arched off the rug, a broken, pleading sound torn from her throat. "Brayden!"

His name was a prayer, a curse, a plea. He chuckled, a dark, vibrating sound against her wet skin. "You like that? You like when I can't control myself around you?"

"Yes! I fucking love it!" she gasped.

"Good."

His hands were relentless, mapping every curve, kneading and claiming. He shifted, his mouth blazing a new path down her quivering stomach. He hooked his hands under her knees, pushing them apart and holding her open to his gaze, to his mercy.

"And this," he murmured, his voice a low, wicked promise. "I've dreamed about this."

When his mouth found her core, it was with a devastating, intimate precision that shattered her. This wasn't just pleasure; it was an annihilation. He licked and sucked with a focused intensity that spoke of a week spent not just wanting, but studying, learning her from memory. One of his hands slid up her body to tangle in her chestnut hair, fisting it firmly, holding her head in place as her body thrashed beneath the relentless onslaught of his tongue.

"You taste like heaven," he groaned into her, the vibration tipping her closer to the edge. 

The command, the possessive pull of his hand in her hair, the expert flick of his tongue—it was nearly too much.

“Fuck, Brayden!” Judy cried out.

"Look at me," he demanded, his voice guttural. "I want to see those pretty grey eyes when I'm inside you."

He didn't wait for a reply. He climbed atop, mounting her after stripping off his trunks. He drove into her in one single, powerful, claiming thrust; spitting on his cock before burying himself to the hilt.

Judy’s mouth fell agape, and a simultaneous cry tore from both of them—hers one of shocking, exquisite fullness, his a groan of pure, male triumph. He was deeper than ever before, filling her completely.

"Tell me who you belong to right now," he growled, his hips beginning a slow, deep, punishing rhythm. His hand was still balled into a fist in Judy’s hair, a gentle but unyielding grip upon her.

"You!" she cried out, her nails digging into the hard muscle of his back. "You, Brayden!" she screamed out as she began to claw at him.

"Damn right,” Brayden groaned proudly.

His pace quickened, becoming a little more frantic, more powerful, each thrust a punctuation mark on his words. The room was filled with the sounds of their passion: the slick, rhythmic slap of skin on skin, their ragged, sobbing breaths, the soft thud of her body shifting on the rug with his force. He was everywhere, consuming her—the scent of his skin, the taste of his sweat on her lips, the sound of his groans in her ear.

"I can't get enough of you," he panted, his forehead slick against hers. "You're all I think about. This... this is all I think about." He continued to kiss Judy, while entering her, then pulling back, again and again.

His confession, raw and unfiltered, unleashed something feral in her. She met his thrusts with equal ferocity, her hips rising to meet his, her own moans becoming louder, more desperate. She’d never wanted anyone quite like this.

"Don't stop... please, don't stop! Fuck me! Harder, please!”

"Never. I’d never stop," he vowed, his rhythm becoming erratic, his control fraying at the edges. "I'm there, Judy... I'm right there with you... Fuck!"

His final few thrusts were so deep they stole her breath. With a guttural roar that seemed to shake the very foundations of the house, he poured himself into her, his body convulsing in a powerful, endless release. The feel of him pulsing deep inside her was the final trigger. Her own climax seized her, a sharp, shocking wave that clenched around him, milking every last drop of his passion as she sobbed his name into his shoulder.

Her world fractured into a million blinding shards of light. A raw, screaming climax ripped through her, so violent her vision whited out. She chanted his name, a sobbing, incoherent mantra as the waves crashed over her.

“Brayden! Yes, Brayden! Brayden, Brayden, BRAYDEN! RIGHT THERE! OHHH!”

Brayden slowed as she finished, savouring the feeling of releasing every drop inside her. Enjoying watching Judy’s chest heave and fall, her gorgeous breasts rising towards him, before dropping down again. On repeat, again and again. He couldn’t help but smile down at Judy. Until he looked and remembered he was still deep inside her.

Brayden’s jaw practically hit the floor. He’d never finished inside a woman before. He’d always used condoms. He’d especially never finished in a married woman before. Judy could tell that he loved how erotic it was, but was feeling a slight sense of guilt in the aftermath.

He slowly pulled out, as she leaked some of his juices. Brayden held her, and moved closer. “Good girl,” he called Judy as he gave her a peck on the cheek. She loved how comforting he was. How he clearly seemed to care for her.

For a long time, they lay entangled on the floor, their bodies slick and spent, their hearts hammering a frantic, synchronized rhythm against each other's chests. The silence was profound, broken only by their slowing breaths.

As they stared at one another, Brayden loosened his grip on her hair, his hand instead moving to cup her cheek with a startling tenderness. He looked down at Judy, his eyes soft, his expression one of awe and satiated possession.

Neither spoke. No words could possibly suffice. The symphony of their moans, their cries, and their shared, shuddering release had said everything that needed to be said. In the quiet aftermath, lying on the floor of her perfect, formerly sterile home, they both knew nothing would ever be the same again.
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Chapter 10: Secrets
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The rest of the summer unfolded in a golden, stolen haze. The affair became the secret rhythm of their lives, a thrilling, syncopated beat beneath the placid surface of Kelowna’s high season.

They became masters of the clandestine. Judy’s phone was a vault of their secrets, their messages a coded language of longing and logistics. Brayden’s work schedule became a map of their opportunities. They were never careless, never reckless enough to be caught, but they were bold. The knowledge that they were dancing on the edge of discovery only fanned the flames.

Their encounters were a study in delicious contrasts. Some were frantic and urgent, a quick, breathless coupling in the pool house while Harold was on a lengthy conference call. Others were languid and indulgent, entire afternoons spent in the cool dim of the master suite, exploring each other’s bodies with a familiarity that grew more profound with each passing week.

Judy lived a double life, and she thrived in it. By day, she was the impeccable Judy Hollingsworth, hosting a flawless charity luncheon by the pool, her smile serene, her grey eyes clear. By afternoon, she was Judy, a woman of fire and desire, her skin bearing the faint, secret marks of Brayden’s passion beneath her designer clothes, her body thrumming with the memory of his touch.

Surprisingly, her marriage to Harold entered one of its most peaceful phases. Liberated from the weight of her own resentment and loneliness, she found herself more patient, more genuinely engaged in their limited time together. She could listen to his stories about the firm without her mind screaming in rebellion, because she now had a world he knew nothing about—a world that was entirely hers. The affair didn't destroy her home; it inadvertently preserved it, making her a happier, more contented partner, even if that contentment was built on a beautiful lie.

For Brayden, it was a summer of firsts. His first real, all-consuming affair. His first taste of a life so far removed from his own. Judy wasn't just a lover; she was a mentor in pleasure and in life. She introduced him to wine that wasn't from a box, and he taught her that a perfect, greasy burger from a roadside stand could be a sublime experience. They met in the middle, in every way.

As the fierce August sun began to mellow, casting long, sentimental shadows across the Okanagan valley, the inevitable began to loom. The subject of his departure for college in Vancouver was a ghost at their feast, acknowledged only in the increasing desperation of their touches and the lingering tightness of their embraces.

On his last official Wednesday, the air was sweet with the scent of late-blooming jasmine and the poignant ache of goodbye. There were no tears, no dramatic declarations. They spent the afternoon by the pool, just as they had at the beginning. He did his job with professional care, and she watched him, her heart full.

When the work was done, he didn't go to the pool house to change. He walked straight to her, where she sat on the lounger, and took her hand.

“One last time,” he said, his voice soft. “In our spot.”

She led him to the great room, to the plush rug before the fireplace. This time, it wasn't a frantic collision of limbs, but a slow, worshipful memorization of skin. It was a goodbye, and it was the most tender either of them had ever been.

Afterward, they lay tangled together as the sun set, painting the room in hues of orange and gold.

“I’ll never forget this summer,” he whispered into her hair, his voice thick with emotion. “I’ll never forget you, Judy.”

She turned her head, her grey eyes meeting his. “I know. I won’t either. You... you brought me back to life, Brayden.”

He kissed her, slow and deep, pouring everything he couldn't say into it.

He left after sundown, before the first stars appeared. With his tool belt slung over his shoulder, his truck rumbled to life one last time in her quiet street. Judy stood in the doorway, wrapped in a silk robe, and watched his taillights disappear.

A profound sadness settled over her, but it was a clean sadness, without regret. He was going to build his life, and she would continue with hers, forever altered.

Weeks later, with the autumn crispness setting in, her phone buzzed. It was a single photo from an unknown number. The image was blurry, taken in a dimly lit dorm or study room. It was of a textbook, a highlighter, some pens, and a tiny yellow string bikini top strewn across the books, completely out of place.

Judy brought her hand to her mouth, a slow, secret smile spreading across her face. She’d wondered for months where that top had ended up. The affair was over, but the secret remained—a perfect, untarnished summer, a private joy that would warm her from the inside out for years to come. Things with Harold were calm. Her life was secure. And a part of her, the wild, passionate part Brayden had unlocked, would forever be hers to keep.

She never replied. She didn't need to. Some secrets are too perfect to break with words.

––––––––
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        Her high-powered executive life just came to a screeching halt on the side of the highway. Now, stranded in a sinfully tight yellow dress, Beth's disastrous day is about to get a lot hotter when a much younger, devastatingly handsome mechanic gives her Porsche—and her—the full-body inspection of a lifetime.
Beth is used to being in control, but one look at Addison—all tousled hair, corded muscle, and smoldering blue eyes—and her carefully ordered world goes up in flames. He's just a mechanic's apprentice, but the raw, hungry way he looks at her makes her feel like the most powerful woman alive.
Their chemistry is instant, electric, and undeniably filthy. A flirtatious text leads to a date charged with sexual tension in a restaurant's dark corners. An invitation for "coffee" back at her condo leads to a night of uninhibited, passionate release she never saw coming.
He worships every inch of her body with the hands of a master craftsman. She discovers a side of herself she'd forgotten—wild, wanton, and unafraid to take what she wants. From the hood of her car to the sheets of her bed, they explore a connection that is as emotionally intense as it is physically explosive. This is a steamy, standalone novella packed with:
An age-gap romance between a powerful MILF and a younger, rugged mechanic.Forced proximity that starts with a broken-down car and ends in the bedroom.Scorching hot, explicit scenes of passionate and intense intimacy.A confident heroine who rediscovers her power and a hero who can't get enough of her.No cheating, no cliffhangers, and a guaranteed satisfying, steamy happily-ever-after.If you like your romance smoking hot, your heroes rugged and devoted, and your stories delivering a full-throttle escapade, then scroll over and click "Buy Now" to dive into Beth and Addison's sizzling story today!
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