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Chapter 1: The Crush
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The afternoon sun, with its last golden effort of the day, slanted through Mitchell’s bedroom window and fell across the worn hardwood floor in warm, familiar stripes. He stood at the sill, a hand resting on the cool glass, his attention captured not by the gathering dusk, but by the kitchen window of the house next door.

It was his favourite view in the whole world.

Inside that warmly lit kitchen, Blair moved with an easy, unselfconscious grace. She was at her counter, a drift of flour dusting the dark granite as she rolled out something—pastry, maybe, or cookie dough. A replay of a hockey game flickered silently on a small countertop television, but her focus was entirely on the task at hand. A soft smile played on her lips.

She was, without question, the most stunningly gorgeous woman Mitchell had ever seen in real life. In his twenty-three years, he’d catalogued a fair few, but none of them held a candle to Blair. She was in her late thirties, perhaps early forties—an age that had once seemed impossibly distant but now just felt like a promise of something deeper, more confident, more real. Her hair, a rich, dark brown, was swept up in a messy ponytail, a few loose strands curling charmingly at her temples and the nape of her neck.

She wore a simple, cream-coloured sweater that softened the lines of her figure, and as she leaned forward to press the rolling pin, the soft light caught the elegant curve of her cheekbone, the slight smile at the corner of her mouth. She was every bit the kind of beautiful that made you think of lazy Sunday mornings, the scent of coffee, and the comfort of a well-worn book. She was, in a word, a milf. The term felt almost too crude for the quiet reverence of his vigil, but it was also the simplest, most honest truth.

Mitchell’s view was a gift, a secret cinema of her life. He’d seen her dance to music he couldn’t hear while washing dishes, talk animatedly on her phone while pacing the kitchen floor, and curl up on her living room couch with a novel, her feet tucked beneath her. He knew the way the morning light turned her hair to polished mahogany, and how the evening shadows made her kitchen a stage, her every movement a small, perfect act of domesticity.

He wished, with a familiar, dull ache, that she would just look up.

He imagined it sometimes. She’d glance out her window, see him standing there, and a spark of recognition, of interest, would flicker in her eyes. She’d wave, a small, friendly gesture. He’d wave back. And from that simple, neighbourly act, something might bloom. He’d find a reason to go over, to borrow a cup of sugar or return a piece of mail that had accidentally ended up in his family's mailbox. They’d talk, and she’d discover he wasn't just the quiet kid next door, but someone thoughtful, someone who appreciated art and music, someone who could make her laugh.

He’d love to impress her. He’d love to make her notice him, to see him not as a boy, but as a man. He imagined taking her to a nice restaurant in the city, or maybe just for a walk along the river, the kind of simple, perfect date where conversation flowed as easily as the water. He’d be charming, funny, intelligent. He’d be the man she’d want to come home to.

But the fantasy always dissolved back into the reality of his reflection in the glass. He was just Mitchell. The guy from next door.

She sprinkled a little more flour onto the counter, her movements sure and practised, and he was struck by the vast, uncrossable distance between them. It wasn't just the few metres of lawn and driveway separating their houses. It was everything. She was a woman, a complete world unto herself, with a life, a history, a confidence he could only observe and admire from afar.

A small, contented sigh seemed to escape her as she surveyed her work. Then, she turned away from the counter, disappearing for a moment before returning with a glass of white wine. She took a sip, her gaze drifting towards the window. Mitchell’s breath hitched. For a heartbeat, it felt like she was looking right at him. But her eyes were unfocused, looking through the glass and into the middle distance, perhaps at a bird in the tree, or simply lost in thought.

She didn't see him. She never did.

Mitchell let out a slow, quiet breath, his shoulders slumping almost imperceptibly. He pressed his forehead against the cool glass. The sun had fully set now, and the warm light from her kitchen was a beacon in the growing dusk. He watched her take another sip of wine, a perfect, unattainable vision in a frame of white vinyl.

He felt a familiar pang, a mix of longing and resignation. He had absolutely no chance. And as he continued to watch, lost in a daydream he knew would never come true, that was the simple, heartbreaking truth of it.
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Chapter 2: The Sighting
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A few weeks had passed since Mitchell had last allowed himself the guilty pleasure of watching Blair's kitchen. He'd tried to be better, really. He'd spent more time in the living room, tried reading before bed, even made a half-hearted attempt at teaching himself guitar. But habits, especially the comforting ones, die hard. And so, on a warm Tuesday evening with the hum of his computer fan the only sound in his apartment, he found himself drifting back to the window.

His bedroom faced hers, but unlike the kitchen, which faced the side driveway, her bedroom looked out from the back of the house, directly across the narrow stretch of lawn that separated their properties. He rarely looked there. It felt more intrusive, somehow. More personal. The kitchen was a public space; the bedroom was something else entirely.

But tonight, as he glanced over, his breath caught in his throat. The light was on in her bedroom.

She was there, standing in front of a tall, free-standing mirror, angled just so that he could see her profile. She wore a silk robe, a deep shade of burgundy that caught the lamplight and shimmered with the smallest of her movements. She was examining herself, turning slightly this way and that, her hand smoothing the fabric over her hip. And then, as if reaching some internal decision, she untied the sash.

The robe slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet on the hardwood floor. She was almost entirely bare, save for a thin strip of green lace at her hips.

Mitchell felt his face flush, a hot rush of blood that started in his chest and spread upwards. He should look away. He knew he should look away. Every instinct of decency screamed at him to turn, to step back into the shadows of his own room, to give her the privacy she undoubtedly assumed she had.

But he didn't move.

She stood there, gloriously bare, her back to him now as she studied her reflection over her shoulder. The soft light traced the elegant line of her spine, the gentle curve of her waist, the fuller curve of her hips. She was even more stunning than he'd ever imagined. Her skin seemed to glow, warm and smooth, and the dark fall of her hair cascaded over one shoulder, a striking contrast against her fair complexion. She was a painting, a sculpture, every classical ideal of feminine beauty made flesh.

Then, she turned.

Not towards him, but towards the window. Her gaze lifted, and for a terrifying, exhilarating second, he could have sworn she was looking directly at him. His heart slammed against his ribs. He froze, a deer in the headlights of his own foolishness. He was caught. This was it. The embarrassment, the awkwardness, the inevitable conversation with his parents about respecting neighbours' privacy...

But her expression didn't change. There was no start of surprise, no flash of anger, no hurried grab for the robe. She simply looked out at the deepening twilight, her eyes scanning the darkness between their houses, and then, with the same unhurried grace, she turned away.

She hadn't seen him. Or if she had, she didn't care.

She walked across the room, completely at ease, and paused by a dresser. She picked up a small bottle, uncapped it, and began to smooth lotion onto her arms, her shoulders, the flat plane of her stomach. Each movement was deliberate, sensual in its utter practicality. She was simply going about her evening routine, comfortable in her own skin in a way Mitchell couldn't begin to comprehend.

The minutes stretched. One. Two. Three. He watched, transfixed, as she tended to herself with a calm, unselfconscious ritual. She never reached for a shirt. She never covered up. She simply existed, in her bedroom, in her body, utterly oblivious to the spellbound audience of one just metres away.

Then, as casually as she'd begun, she picked up the burgundy robe from the floor, draped it over a chair, and walked out of the room, turning off the light as she went. The window went dark. The show was over.

Mitchell stood there for a long time, staring at the empty, darkened square of glass, his mind a whirlwind of confusion and wonder.

What the hell just happened?

Had she known? Could she possibly have known he was there, and simply not cared? Or was she so secure, so comfortable in her own home, that the possibility of being watched never even crossed her mind? The thought that she might have seen him and been unfazed was almost more bewildering than the alternative.

He replayed the moment she'd looked his way. Had her eyes lingered? Had there been the slightest pause, a flicker of recognition? Or was it all just his desperate hope, painting meaning onto a random glance into the night?

He didn't have answers. He only had the image burned into his memory: the warm light on her skin, the easy confidence of her movements, the impossible, breathtaking reality of her, topless and unashamed, just a few metres away.

He finally moved away from the window, his legs stiff, and sat heavily on the edge of his bed. He ran a hand through his hair, let out a long, unsteady breath, and stared at the ceiling.

What the hell just happened?
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Chapter 3: Why Didn’t You
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It was three days later, and Mitchell still hadn't stopped thinking about it. The image was seared into his brain like a photograph developed in too-strong chemicals—overexposed, vivid, impossible to forget. He'd lain awake all three nights, replaying every second, every angle, every possible meaning behind that lingering glance toward the window. He'd convinced himself of a dozen different scenarios, then dismissed them all as wishful thinking.

Nothing could have prepared him for the reality of a Tuesday afternoon.

He was coming home from his part-time job at the bookstore, backpack slung over one shoulder, mind still half-lost in the fantasy he'd constructed, when he rounded the corner of his house and stopped dead in his tracks.

His mother was standing by the open trunk of her car, a bag of groceries in each arm, laughing at something Blair had just said. Blair. Who stood on the front walk, a bag of her own—his mother must have handed it to her—held casually against her hip. She wore faded jeans and a loose linen shirt, the sleeves rolled to her elbows, her dark hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders. She looked effortlessly beautiful, like she'd just stepped out of a magazine spread about perfect afternoons.

His mother hadn't seen him yet. Blair hadn't either. They were too deep in conversation, two women of a somewhat similar age, chatting like old friends.

"...and the pest control guy said they were just carpenter ants, thank goodness, but can you believe the quote?" his mother was saying, shaking her head.

"Oh, I believe it," Blair replied, her voice warm and amused. "I had an electrician out last month for a simple fixture replacement and I nearly choked on his hourly rate."

"I know! It's robbery. Pure robbery."

Mitchell stood frozen on the lawn, his brain struggling to reconcile these two separate worlds colliding. His mother, blissfully unaware of anything untoward happening between her son and the neighbour. And Blair, who had stood topless in front of her window just nights ago, now holding a bag of groceries and discussing tradesmen's prices like the most normal person on earth.

"Oh, there you are!" His mother spotted him, waving him over with a free hand. "Perfect timing. Grab the rest of these bags, would you? My back's been acting up."

He mumbled something unintelligible and moved toward the car, keeping his eyes firmly on the trunk. He could feel Blair's presence like heat from a stove, but he didn't dare look at her. Not yet. Not with his mother right there. He worried she’d somehow be able to read his mind.

He loaded his arms with bags—four, five, six of them, until he could barely see over the top—and carried them inside, depositing them on the kitchen counter. Through the window above the sink, he could see the two women still chatting, Blair now gesturing with one hand while the other held the grocery bag. They laughed again. His mother touched Blair's arm. It was all so painfully, excruciatingly normal.

He went back out. The trunk was empty except for a loose granola bar that had escaped its bag. He picked it up, tossed it from hand to hand, and stood there. Uncertain. Awkward. Feeling exactly like the twenty-three-year-old boy he was, caught between the woman who'd raised him and the woman who haunted his dreams.

"So Mitchell," Blair said, turning those dark eyes on him for the first time, and his stomach did a slow, lazy flip. "Your mother tells me you're a big reader. Working at the bookstore, that must be lovely."

Mitchell opened his mouth. Then closed it. Then opened it again.

"Yeah. I mean, yes. It's good. Books are good."

His mother gave him a strange look. Blair's smile didn't waver.

"Well, I'll have to come by sometime. Get some recommendations." She said it so naturally, so easily, as if she hadn't just detonated a small bomb in the centre of his chest.

"You absolutely should," his mother chimed in. "He's always got his nose in something. Sometimes I think he'd rather live in those books than the real world."

"Nothing wrong with that," Blair said. "A good imagination is a wonderful thing."

Was it his imagination, or did her eyes flicker with something just then? A glint of private amusement?

His mother shifted her weight, wincing slightly. "Oh, would you excuse me for just two minutes? That iced tea from lunch is making itself known. Blair, lovely chatting with you. We'll have to do coffee sometime."

"I'd like that," Blair said.

His mother disappeared inside, and the screen door banged shut behind her, leaving Mitchell alone on the lawn with the woman from next door. The woman who had stood topless in her bedroom window. The woman who had looked right at him—or seemed to—and then gone about her evening like nothing was amiss.

The silence stretched. He should say something. Anything. He should thank her for helping with the groceries, or comment on the weather, or ask about her baking that night weeks ago. Well, maybe not that. But he should do something other than stand here like an idiot, clutching a granola bar.

He opened his mouth to say goodbye—to flee, really—when Blair spoke first.

"Why didn't you do anything?"

Her voice was soft, curious, with that same warmth he'd heard when she laughed with his mother. But the words themselves hit him like a splash of cold water.

He blinked. "What?"

She tilted her head, that dark hair shifting against her shoulder. "You know. The other night."

His brain short-circuited. The other night. She meant the other night. She was talking about it. She was talking about it right here, on his front lawn, in broad daylight, like it was a perfectly normal topic of conversation.

"I—" He swallowed. "What do you mean, do anything? Do what? What was I supposed to do?"

A slow smile spread across her face. Not a mocking smile, exactly. More like the smile of someone who knows a secret, who's enjoying watching you catch up. A smirk, really. A teasing, knowing smirk that made his knees feel slightly unsteady.

"I don't know," she said, drawing the words out. "I just thought you might try to call my landline. I think your mom has my number written down somewhere—she asked me for it last month, something about neighbourhood watch. Or maybe try to sneak out and knock on my door. Or one of my windows."

The pieces clicked into place with an almost audible snap. She'd known. She'd known he was there. The glance toward the window hadn't been random at all. The whole thing—the robe, the mirror, the unhurried lotion, the five minutes of bare skin and casual confidence—had been deliberate. Planned. For him.

"You—" His voice came out strangled. He cleared his throat. "You planned that."

Her smirk widened just a fraction. "Let's just say I was curious."

"Curious," he repeated dumbly.

"Mm-hmm." She shifted the grocery bag to her other hip, and the movement drew his eyes in a way he couldn't help. "I've seen you watching. For a while now. The kitchen, mostly. You're not as subtle as you think, Mitchell."

Hearing his name in her mouth was its own small shock. She knew his name. Of course she knew his name, they were neighbours, but still—hearing it, soft and knowing, did something to him.

"I didn't realize," he managed. "I mean, I didn't realize I was supposed to—that you wanted me to—"

"To what?" She was enjoying this. Clearly enjoying this. "To do something about it?"

He nodded, not trusting his voice.

"Well." She straightened, adjusting her hold on the bag. "Now you know."

She began to turn away, and panic seized him. This was it. This was his moment, his only chance, and he was about to let her walk back to her house, back to her life, while he stood here clutching a granola bar like the world's most useless prize.

"Next time," he said, the words tumbling out before he could stop them. "I will. Next time."

She paused, glancing back over her shoulder. That same teasing smirk. "If there's a next time."

"Please." He heard the plea in his own voice and didn't care. "Please let there be a next time. If there is, I promise—I won't let you down."

For a long, agonizing moment, she simply looked at him. Assessed him. Weighed something in her mind that he couldn't see. Then her expression softened, just slightly, into something that might have been approval. Or amusement. Or both.

"We'll see," she said.

And then she smiled—a real smile, not the smirk—and walked away, tossing a quick wave over her shoulder without looking back.

Mitchell stood there on the lawn long after she'd disappeared into her house, long after the screen door banged shut behind her, long after the granola bar had slipped from his numb fingers and fallen to the grass.

We'll see.

She'd planned the whole thing. The show. The window. The deliberate, unhurried display of herself, all for him. And he'd done nothing. He'd stood in his room like a statue, watching, wanting, and then wondering what it meant, when all along the answer had been right there: she wanted him to act. She'd wanted him to call, to knock, to do something.

And he hadn't.

He closed his eyes, let out a long breath, and tried to process the impossible truth that had just landed in his lap. Blair, the stunningly gorgeous woman next door, had essentially offered herself to him on a silver platter, and he'd been too busy overthinking to realize it.

But she'd said "next time." She'd said "we'll see." Which meant there was still a chance. Which meant...

He opened his eyes, looked at her house, at the dark window of her bedroom, and felt something shift inside him. A new resolve. A new understanding.

If there was a next time, he wouldn't miss it. He wouldn't overthink. He wouldn't stand frozen like an idiot while opportunity walked away.

Next time, he'd do something.

He just had to hope there would be a next time.

He stood there for another minute, alone with his thoughts and the granola bar in the grass, completely and utterly gobsmacked.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: The Signal
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Three weeks had passed since the conversation on the lawn. Three weeks of "we'll see" echoing in Mitchell's mind every time he caught a glimpse of Blair. Three weeks of watching, waiting, wondering if he'd imagined the whole thing.

He hadn't.

It was a Friday evening, the last orange light of sunset bleeding into purple twilight, when he glanced out his bedroom window and felt his heart stop.

She was in her kitchen. And she was not in her usual comfortable clothes.

The dress was black. A little black dress, in every sense of the phrase. Form-fitting didn't begin to describe it: the fabric hugged every curve like it had been painted on, sleek and shimmering, something between spandex and liquid silk. It ended high on her thighs, dipped low at her collar, and left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over her bare shoulders. She wore heels. Heels in her kitchen, like she'd just stepped out of a music video and wandered into the wrong house.

She was holding a glass of wine. And she was looking directly at him.

Not through him. Not past him. At him.

Mitchell froze, his hand still on the window latch. She smiled—slow, deliberate, knowing—and raised the glass slightly, as if in a toast. Then she crooked her finger. Once. Then twice. A clear, unmistakable summons: come here.

His brain short-circuited. This was not a glance into the middle distance. This was not a woman lost in thought. This was not ambiguous in any possible way. She was dressed like that. She was looking at him like that. She was waving him over like that.

He didn't hesitate.

"Mom!" he called out, already moving away from the window, his voice cracking slightly. "Going out! With friends! Be back later!"

Mitchell didn't wait for a response. Didn't wait for questions about which friends, where they were going, when he'd be back. He started to run. He was out of his room, down the hall, through the living room, and out the front door before anyone could say a word.

The screen door banged shut behind him.

He stood on the front step, heart pounding, breath coming fast. The evening air was cool against his flushed skin. His hands were shaking. He didn't care.

He was outside. She was inside, next door. And for the first time, he was going to do something about it.
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Chapter 5: Blair’s Place
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The walk from his front door to hers had never felt so long. Each step across the narrow strip of lawn felt monumental, the grass soft under his sneakers, the evening air thick with the scent of someone's barbecue drifting from down the street. His heart hammered against his ribs. His palms were damp. He was keenly aware of how ridiculous he must look: a twenty-three-year-old man, trembling like a teenager on his first date.

He reached her door. Raised his hand. Knocked.

Three quick taps. Then nothing.

For a terrible, stomach-clenching moment, he wondered if he'd imagined the whole thing. If she'd changed her mind. If this was some elaborate joke, and she was watching him from the window, laughing at how easily he'd come running.

Then the door opened.

Blair stood there, backlit by the warm glow of her living room, and Mitchell forgot how to breathe. Up close, the dress was even more devastating. The fabric caught the light with every small movement, clinging to her like a second skin. Her legs seemed to go on forever, ending in those ridiculous heels. Her smile was slow, warm, and hungry.

"I was starting to wonder if you'd actually come," she said, her voice low and amused.

"Sorry," he managed. "I came as fast as I could."

Her smile widened. "I know. I watched you."

She stepped back, holding the door open wider. "Come in."

He crossed the threshold into her home for the first time. The living room was exactly what he'd imagined from his years of watching—comfortable couches, soft lighting, books stacked on a side table, a faint scent of vanilla and something floral. It felt intimate. Personal. Hers.

She closed the door behind him, and the soft click of the latch seemed to seal them both inside.

"Wine?" she offered, already moving toward the kitchen without waiting for an answer.

"Sure. Yes. Thank you."

He followed her, watching the way the dress moved with her, and tried very hard not to stare. He failed, mostly.

She poured two glasses from a bottle already open on the counter—a deep red that caught the light like nothing he’d ever seen—and handed one to him. Their fingers brushed in the exchange. She let the contact linger just a moment longer than necessary.

"To new experiences," she said, raising her glass.

He clinked his against hers. "To new experiences."

The wine was rich and slightly sweet, nothing like the cheap stuff he'd tried in university. He wasn't much of a drinker, but he sipped it anyway, not wanting to seem rude or ungrateful. She led him to the couch, settling into one corner with the easy grace of a woman completely in her element. He sat beside her, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from her skin, close enough to catch the full effect of her perfume.

"So," she said, tucking one leg beneath her, the movement making the dress ride even higher on her thigh. "You came."

"You asked me to."

"I did." She took a slow sip of wine, her eyes never leaving his. "I wasn't sure you would. After last time, I thought maybe I'd scared you off."

"You didn't scare me off." He gripped his glass a little tighter. "I just... I didn't know. I didn't understand what you wanted."

"And now?"

He looked at her. Really looked. At her brown eyes, watching him with such focused attention. At the slight smile playing at the corners of her mouth. At the dress, the legs, the impossible reality of her, here, with him, alone.

"I think I'm starting to get it," he said.

Her smile deepened. "Good."

The conversation flowed easier after that. She asked about his job at the bookstore, and he found himself telling her about his favourite customers, the old man who came in every Tuesday for new mysteries, the little girl who'd just discovered Harry Potter. She laughed at his impressions, a low, genuine sound that made something warm bloom in his chest. In return, she told him about her work—something in marketing, he gathered, though the details blurred as he watched her talk, watched her hands gesture, watched the way her throat moved when she swallowed her wine.

She flirted openly. A touch on his arm when she made a point. A lingering glance over the rim of her glass. A comment about how nice it was to have company, especially company as handsome as him. The word "handsome" from her lips sent a jolt through him, and he felt himself flush.

He flirted back, shyly at first, then with growing confidence. He made her laugh again. He held her gaze a little longer each time. When his glass was empty, she took it from him and set it on the coffee table beside hers, and suddenly there were no more barriers between them.

She leaned closer. "You're different than I expected."

"Good different or bad different?"

"Good." Her voice was softer now, lower. "You're kind of... interesting," Blair said, trailing off.

“Interesting how?” Mitchell couldn’t help but ask.

“I don’t know... just interesting. I don’t mean it badly. And I think you’re interested in me, too.”

Mitchell simply nodded. "I've been watching you for a long time," he admitted, the words coming out before he could stop them. "I know that sounds creepy. But it wasn't—I wasn't—"

"I know." Her hand came up to rest on his cheek, and the touch silenced him instantly. "I've been watching you too."

Then she kissed him.

It was soft at first, tentative, a question more than a statement. Her lips were warm and slightly sweet from the wine. He responded instinctively, one hand coming up to cup the back of her neck, the other finding her waist. She made a small sound against his mouth, encouraging, and the kiss deepened.

Her fingers threaded through his hair. His hand slid from her waist to the curve of her hip, feeling the heat of her skin through the impossibly thin fabric. She shifted closer, one leg draping over his, pulling him toward her. The kiss grew hungrier, more urgent, their breaths mingling in the small space between them. She tasted like wine and desire and everything he'd ever wanted.

They made out on her couch like teenagers, only neither of them was a teenager anymore, and there was nothing innocent about the way her body pressed against his, the way her hands roamed his back, the way she whispered his name against his lips between kisses.

Mitchell had imagined this moment a thousand times. The reality was better. So much better.

And it was only just beginning.
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Chapter 6: Take Charge
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The kissing had evolved into something more desperate, more urgent, their bodies pressed together on the couch in a tangle of limbs and hungry mouths. Blair pulled back just far enough to speak, her breath warm against his lips.

"Should we take this to the bedroom?"

Mitchell nodded, not trusting his voice. Yes. God, yes, he thought.

She stood, taking his hand, and led him down a short hallway. Her grip was firm, confident, her heels clicking against the hardwood with each step. He followed like a man in a dream, hyperaware of everything—the sway of her hips, the soft light spilling from the bedroom doorway, the quickening of his own pulse.

The bedroom was exactly as he'd imagined from his glimpses through the window. A large bed with soft linen sheets. A dresser with a mirror. The faint scent of her perfume lingering in the air. But he barely had time to register any of it before she turned to face him, her hands already reaching for the hem of his shirt.

He pulled it off over his head. She unfastened his jeans and pushed them down his hips. He kicked them aside, along with his sneakers, and stood before her in his boxers, suddenly self-conscious under her gaze. But the look in her eyes wasn't judgmental. It was hungry.

Then it was his turn. The black dress had a zipper at the side, small and delicate. He fumbled with it briefly before she laughed softly and guided his hand to the right spot. It slid down with a soft whisper of sound, and the dress pooled at her feet like liquid shadow.

She stood before him in nothing but a tiny scrap of black lace, and Mitchell forgot how to breathe.

She was perfect. More perfect than he'd ever imagined. Her skin glowed in the soft lamplight, smooth and warm. Her breasts were full, heavier than they'd appeared through the window, and the dark nipples were already peaked. The curve of her waist flared into hips made for gripping, for holding, for exactly what he hoped was about to happen. Her legs were long and toned, and between them, that small triangle of lace promised everything.

He reached for her, wanting to push her gently onto the bed, wanting to take charge, to show her he could be the man she wanted. His hands found her waist, and he tried to guide her backward, toward the mattress.

She stopped him.

Her hands pressed against his chest, firm but gentle, and he stilled immediately. She smiled—that same teasing smirk he was starting to recognize—and shook her head slowly.

"Sit," she said.

It wasn't a request.

Blair pushed him backward, and he let her, his legs hitting the edge of the bed. He sat, then fell back onto the mattress as she kept pushing, until he was lying flat on his back, staring up at her. She stood over him for a moment, a goddess in black lace, looking down at him with an expression of pure, possessive hunger.

Then she climbed onto the bed.

She crawled up his body, slow and deliberate, her knees bracketing his hips, her hands braced on either side of his head. Her hair fell around them like a curtain, shutting out the rest of the world. She lowered herself until her lips were a breath away from his.

"I've wanted this," she whispered. "Wanted you. For a long time."

Before he could respond, she kissed him again, deep and consuming, and then she was moving lower. Her mouth traced a path down his chest, his stomach, her tongue flicking against his skin, her teeth grazing lightly. He shivered, his hands fisting in the sheets.

She reached his boxers and paused, looking up at him through her lashes. That smirk again. Then she hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, freeing him.

He was already hard, aching with want. Her eyes widened slightly, appreciatively, and she made a soft sound of approval.

"Someone's eager," she murmured.

Then her mouth was on him, and Mitchell's thoughts scattered like leaves in a wind.

She knew what she was doing. Every movement, every touch, every flick of her tongue was deliberate, practised, designed to drive him absolutely out of his mind. He groaned, his hips lifting involuntarily, and she made a humming sound that vibrated through him and made him see stars.

But she didn't stay there long. She was teasing him, building him up, and just when he thought he couldn't take any more, she lifted her head and crawled up his body again. She reached down, hooked her fingers into that scrap of lace, and pulled it aside.

Then she positioned herself above him.

"Watch," she commanded.

He watched.

She lowered herself onto him slowly, agonizingly slowly, her eyes never leaving his. He felt himself sink into her warmth, inch by incredible inch, until she was seated fully, her body wrapped around his, complete and perfect. She paused there for a moment, letting him feel it, letting him adjust to the impossible reality of being inside her.

Then she began to move.

At first it was slow, a gentle rocking of her hips that made him gasp and grip her thighs. But soon she found a rhythm, faster and harder, her head thrown back, her dark hair cascading down her spine. She rode him with abandon, with confidence, with the kind of raw, animal hunger that he'd only ever glimpsed in his most private fantasies.

He tried to take control, to thrust up into her, to match her pace, but she placed a hand on his chest and pushed him back down.

"Let me," she breathed. "Let me do this."

So he let her.

He lay back and watched her take what she wanted. Watched her body move above him, slick with sweat, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her face a mask of pleasure. She was magnificent. She was everything.

The pressure built inside him, unstoppable, inevitable. He tried to warn her, tried to speak, but all that came out was a strangled groan. She looked down at him, saw the desperation in his eyes, and smiled.

"Let go," Blair said. "I want it. All of it."

That was all the permission he needed.

He came harder than he ever had in his life. It seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through him, his body arching off the bed, a hoarse cry tearing from his throat. He felt himself spill into her, more than he thought possible, a flood of release that seemed to drain him completely.

And through it all, Blair kept moving, kept riding him, drawing out every last drop until he was completely spent, limp and trembling beneath her.

Finally, she stilled. She sat there for a long moment, catching her breath, her skin flushed and gleaming. Then she leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of his head, and kissed him softly.

"Good boy," she whispered against his lips.

Mitchell couldn't speak. Could barely think. He simply lay there, covered in sweat, his heart pounding, his body utterly wrecked in the best possible way, and stared up at the woman who had just completely and thoroughly owned him.

And Blair smiled.
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Chapter 7: Payback


[image: ]


“Don’t worry, I’m on the pill,” Blair said with her naughty little smirk.

“That’s... that’s good,” Mitchell responded, still catching his breath.

Both of them had loved their first time together. For different reasons, of course, but they each loved it nonetheless.

The tension in the room remained heavy, thick with the aftermath of their lovemaking, but Mitchell couldn't stay still. Not with her lying there, so beautiful, so spent, looking at him with that half-lidded, satisfied gaze. He needed more. He needed to give her something back.

He shifted, his muscles protesting, and he sat up. Blair looked at him, her eyes dark, unreadable, and then she pushed herself up on her elbows. She was watching him, waiting to see what he would do.

She didn't have to wait long.

Mitchell reached out, his hands finding her waist, and he pulled her closer. She didn't resist. She leaned in, her lips brushing his, a soft, lingering kiss that spoke of exhaustion and contentment. But Mitchell wanted more. He wanted to see that look in her eyes again, the one that said she was completely undone.

He kissed her harder, deeper, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, claiming her. She responded, her hands tangling in his hair, pulling him closer, and he felt a spark of renewed desire ignite in his chest.

He broke the kiss, his lips moving down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. He wanted to mark her. To show her that he was here, that he was real, and that he was hers. He kissed a path down her shoulder, his tongue tracing the line of her collarbone, and then he moved lower, his lips brushing against the soft curve of her breast.

He took one of her nipples into his mouth, and she gasped, her back arching off the bed. He sucked gently, then harder, his tongue flicking against the sensitive peak, and she moaned, a low, guttural sound that vibrated through his whole body.

He moved to the other breast, his mouth worshipping her, and she was trembling beneath him, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He could feel her heat radiating off her, and he wanted more. He wanted to be inside her again.

He moved lower, his hands on her thighs, spreading her legs wide. He looked at her, his eyes filled with hunger, and then he kissed her inner thighs, his tongue tracing the line of her skin, his lips moving closer to the place where she was already slick and wet.

Mitchell teased her, his tongue flicking against her clit, and she cried out, her hips bucking softly against his mouth. He sucked gently, then harder, and she was panting, her body writhing beneath him, her hands fisting in the sheets.

Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He moved up, his body covering hers, and he positioned himself at her entrance. He looked into Blair’s eyes, and she looked back at him, her eyes wide, her lips parted, her body trembling with anticipation.

He pushed into her, and she cried out, a sharp, piercing sound that seemed to fill the entire room. He filled her completely, and then he slowly began to move.

This time, it wasn't gentle. It was raw, desperate, and he was out for revenge. He wanted to fuck her until she couldn't think, until she couldn't breathe, until she was screaming his name.

He thrust hard, his hips slamming against her, and she met him with equal force, her legs wrapping around his waist, her heels digging into his back. She was vocal, her moans and cries filling the room, and he was right there with her, his own groans and cries joining hers.

"You like that, you filthy girl?" he growled, his voice rough, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks.

"God yes," she screamed, her head thrown back, her eyes rolling back in her head. "Fuck me harder! Give it to me! I want it all!"

Mitchell didn't hold back. He pounded into her, his body a blur of motion, his hips driving her into the mattress, the sheets tangling around their legs. Blair was a wild thing, a creature of pure pleasure, and he was her master.

"Look at me," he commanded, and she forced her eyes open, staring up at him, her face flushed, her body slick with sweat.

"I'm yours," she gasped, her voice breaking.

"Then take it," he said, and he drove into her one last time, as deep as he could go, and came.

He felt himself explode inside her, wave after wave of pure ecstasy crashing through him, and he groaned, a long, low sound that seemed to come from the depths of his soul. He kept moving, despite his orgasm, still wanting to please her. And with those next few thrusts, Blair cried out, her body arching off the bed, her back bowing, and she came with him, her orgasm ripping through her, harder than anything she'd ever felt before.

He couldn’t help but wonder if finishing inside her turned Blair on enough to cause her own climax. Perhaps that’s one of her kinks, Mitchell wondered.

They held each other, their bodies trembling, their hearts pounding, their breath coming in ragged gasps. They were both completely spent, completely undone, and they lay there, locked together, in the final, most powerful moment of their lovemaking.

And as they lay there, Mitchell knew that this was it. The dream he wanted. The one he thought he could never achieve. Never attain. But somehow, he’d done it.

And he had never felt more alive.
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Chapter 8: Our Little Secret
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The clock on Blair's nightstand read 1:52 a.m.

Mitchell lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, Blair curled against his side, her fingertips tracing idle patterns on his chest. The room was warm, dim, and smelled of her perfume and something he had no words for yet.

"So," she said, her voice soft in the dark. "How are you feeling?"

"Honestly?" He exhaled slowly. "I don't think I have words yet."

Blair laughed that low, genuine sound he'd come to love from across the lawn. "That's acceptable."

A comfortable silence settled between them. Then she propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at him with that expression he was starting to recognize. The one that meant she was about to say something important, wrapped in something playful.

"You know this stays between us," she said.

"Obviously."

"I mean it, Mitchell." Her tone was still warm, but the edge beneath it was real. "Your mother. Your friends. Anyone. Not a word. This is our little secret."

"I know."

"Because if I ever hear so much as a whisper..." she drew a slow finger across her throat, then smiled sweetly "...this becomes a very distant memory. Understood?"

"Completely." He met her eyes. "I'm not an idiot."

"No." She tilted her head, considering him. "You're really not. That surprised me, if I'm honest."

"You thought I'd be an idiot?"

"I thought you'd be young." She said it like there was a difference. "You're less young than you look."

"Is that a compliment?"

"Don't push it."

He grinned. Blair shook her head, but she was smiling too.

"So what happens now?" Mitchell asked.

She settled back against the pillow, her eyes on the ceiling. "Now you go home. Sneak in through whatever door twenty-three-year-olds sneak through. And we go back to being neighbours."

"And? That’s it?"

A pause. "And we'll see."

Mitchell turned his head to look at her. Blair was already looking at him.

"You keep saying that," he said.

"And it keeps working," Blair said, smirking playfully back at him.

Mitchell couldn't argue with that.

He gathered his clothes in the dark with practised stealth, Blair watching him from the bed with quiet amusement.

"Use the back door," she said, as he reached the hallway. "Quieter than the front."

"How do you know?" Mitchell asked, genuinely confused as to how she knew that.

"I've lived next door to your family for four years, Mitchell. I know how those hinges on the front door like to squeal."

He stared at her. She smiled and pulled the sheet up around her shoulders.

"Go," she said. "Before someone notices."

Mitchell nodded, turning to leave. Then he stopped.

“Thanks... for everything. I had a lot of fun,” Mitchell admitted.

“Yeah, so did I. Thank you, too,” Blair said in response.

Mitchell simply nodded, not knowing exactly what to do next.

Then he went.

The back door of Mitchell’s house opened without a sound. He slipped through the kitchen, up the stairs, past his parents' door, and into his room. He sat on the edge of his bed, shoes in hand, and let out a long, slow breath.

Through his window, Blair's bedroom light clicked off.

He lay back on the mattress, staring at the ceiling in the dark, and smiled at nothing in particular.

Our little secret.

He could live with that.

––––––––
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var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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