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Chapter 1: Going Out
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The air in the basement suite was thick enough to chew: a familiar cocktail of cheap body spray, sweat, and the sharp tang of lemon-lime vodka coolers. Someone’s ancient, duct-taped speaker was blasting a bass-heavy playlist, drowning out all hope of conversation. This wasn't some sort of sophisticated gathering; it was a launchpad.

I was wedged between a sticky wall and a mountain of discarded coats on the couch. In the centre of the room, a circle of guys were locked in a high-stakes game of flip cup, the table shuddering with every triumphant slam of a plastic cup.

Troy was the centre of attention at the table. As per usual, I might add. Shirt impossibly crisp, hair perfectly messed, he was quarterbacking his team with loud, easy commands. "Liam, slow down! You're not putting out a fire, man! Mike, you got this! Eyes on the cup!"

He high-fived a teammate, laughed at a failed attempt from the other side, and chugged the dregs of his own beer without spilling a drop. He moved through the chaos not like he was part of it, but like he was conducting it. He was absolutely in his element.

A familiar, hollow feeling settled in my gut. I wish I could be like that. Not just the centre of attention, but so effortlessly comfortable in your own skin that you became the gravitational pull of the room. Troy didn't just attend a party; he was the party. I was just a guy at one, hoping my beer wouldn't run out too soon.

"Andrew! Get in here, we need a ringer!" Troy yelled, spotting me over the fray.

I shook my head, raising my own beer bottle in a salute. "I'm good! Strategizing from the sidelines!"

He shot me a brilliant, mocking grin. "Strategize this!" he laughed, giving me the finger before turning back to the game to orchestrate the winning round. The resulting roar of victory was deafening.

Liam stumbled over, collapsing onto the coat mountain beside me, reeking of victory and cheap whisky. "Dude, Troy's a machine. I swear, he could convince a nun to play beer pong."

"Probably has," I muttered, and Liam barked out a laugh.

The energy in the room was reaching its peak, the signal that the pre-drink's mission was accomplished. As if on cue, Troy clapped his hands. "Alright, gents! The Uber's five minutes out! If you're puking, do it now! We're hitting The Grid!"

The Grid. The name of the bar was as generic as the city we were in. It was perfect.

A final, frantic scramble ensued. Guys drained bottles, lost phones were miraculously found in the fridge, and a brief but intense debate broke out over who had to carry the passed-out guy in the armchair. We spilled out the basement door into the cool night, a loud, shoving, laughing herd of boys dressed for the hunt.

As we piled into the two waiting SUVs, the thumping music transferring from the apartment to the car's stereo, I caught one last look at Troy. He was in the front passenger seat, already narrating the night to come, the undisputed architect of our evening. I slid into the backseat, the chaos closing in around me. The pre-drink was over. The main event was next. And I was just along for the ride.
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Chapter 2: The Entrance
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The line for The Grid snaked down the block, a restless, shivering organism of denim, puffer jackets, and visible breath in the chilly night air. It was the kind of late-fall cold that seeps right into your bones, making the promise of a packed, heated bar feel like a divine salvation.

Our group, still buzzing from the pre-drink, immediately infected the orderly queue with our chaotic energy. Troy, of course, was at the helm.

"Look at this lineup! Must be student night," he announced, clapping his hands together for warmth. "The talent in this place is about to be unreal!"

Liam immediately started a low, rhythmic chant that a few other guys in our crew picked up, pounding a beat on a nearby metal railing. A few people ahead of us turned and glared. Troy just laughed, not a shred of self-consciousness on him. "Let 'em be jealous, boys. They wish they had our vibe."

I stuffed my hands deep into my jacket pockets, feeling the familiar social friction of being part of a loud group while not entirely feeling like its loudest component. I watched the bouncer, a mountain of a man in a black jacket, working the front with stoic efficiency. His eyes scanned the crowd, a gatekeeper judging who was worthy of the night's revelry. For a fleeting second, I had the irrational fear he'd single me out, point a finger, and declare, "You. You don't belong."

But then Troy was leading our shambling herd forward, flashing the bouncer a disarming grin and a "How's it going, man?" that was so genuine it momentarily cracked the man's stony facade. With a nod, he unclipped the velvet rope, and we spilled into the sensory overload of The Grid.

The transition was jarring. The quiet cold was instantly replaced by a wall of sound—a pounding, top-40 beat so deep you felt it in your molars—and a wave of humid, beer-scented air. The bar was a labyrinth of dark wood, high-top tables, and glowing neon signs advertising local beers. Bodies were packed shoulder-to-shoulder on the dance floor, a single, pulsing entity under the strobe lights.

We were herded towards the coat check, a cramped alcove staffed by a bored-looking woman. We shrugged out of our jackets, a ritual shedding of our outside selves. The transaction was a blur of fumbled wallets and tossed garments. I made a conscious effort to make eye contact, to slide my five-dollar bill across the counter with a quiet "Thank you," a small attempt at individuality in the swarm. I always liked to tip the coat check people up front. It made me feel like they’d never lose my jacket. So far, I’d always been right.

Jacketless and now officially committed, we pushed our way towards the main bar. It was a battlefield of thirst. Troy, with his preternatural confidence, found a seam in the crowd and wedged himself in, immediately catching the bartender's eye.

"Eight Molson, two shots of Jack, and a water for our lightweight friend here!" he shouted over the music, jerking a thumb at Liam. The order was placed with the authority of a general. I found myself pressed against the sticky bar rail, the din of a hundred conversations and the synth-heavy drop of the current song creating a cocoon of noise.

It was while Troy was distributing the bottles, the cold sweat of a Molson Export feeling solid and real in my hand, that I saw her.

Way on the other side of the bar, tucked into a slightly raised booth near a flickering "Moosehead" sign, was a woman. She was alone, or seemed to be, one hand curled around the stem of a wine glass. She wasn't scanning the room, wasn't on her phone. She just was.

And she was stunning.

Not in the loud, obvious way of some of the women on the dance floor. Her beauty was quieter, more formidable. She had dark hair that fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and even from across the room, I could make out the intelligent, observant set of her eyes. She wore a simple but pretty red dress that hinted at a figure both elegant and strong. She was... a whole person, existing completely independently of the frantic, boyish energy that defined my world. She was a mystery, and the distance between us felt like an ocean.

My breath hitched. For a second, the music faded, the crowd blurred, and the entire bar seemed to tilt on its axis, with her as the fixed, calm centre.

Then, a bottle clinked against mine. "Cheers, man! To the night!" Liam yelled, his face beaming with drunken enthusiasm.

The spell shattered. The noise and the smell and the press of bodies rushed back in. I tore my eyes away, forcing a smile and raising my bottle.

"To the night," I echoed, the words lost in the music.

I took a long pull of my beer, the conversation of my friends closing around me once more. But in the back of my mind, a single, clear image remained burned: a woman in a dark booth, a world away, who hadn't even noticed I existed.
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Chapter 3: The Club
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With cold bottles in hand, our group became a single, moving entity, pushing through the throng towards the pulsating heart of the bar: the dance floor. The synth-heavy beat was infectious, a physical force that dictated the rhythm of the crowd. The initial awkwardness of finding space melted away as the music took over.

Troy started walking towards the dance floor and the rest of us followed. He found a small pocket of space and just started moving, his energy natural and unforced. He caught my eye and grinned, a real, unguarded smile that said, Isn't this great? He clinked his bottle against Liam's, then mine, a simple gesture of camaraderie.

"Let's go, boys!" he said, his voice cutting through the music, a mild shout with a resonant confidence that pulled us all in.

And we did. For the next hour, we were just a group of friends lost in the night. We danced badly and we danced well, laughing when we bumped into each other. The energy was less about a "hunt" and more about the shared, simple joy of being young and free in a room full of sound and light.

Between songs, we'd regroup at the bar for a fresh round, our faces flushed. Troy would scan the crowd, but his gaze was appreciative, not predatory.

"See those girls by the pillar?" Liam nudged Troy, nodding towards a trio who were definitely checking him out.

Troy followed his gaze and gave a casual, friendly wave when one of them caught his eye. He looked back at us. "They look fun. Come on, let's go say hi as a group. No pressure."

We navigated over, and Troy initiated the interaction with an easy, "Hey, how's your night going?" But the music was too loud for any real conversation, and after a few minutes of shouted small talk and a dance or two, it became clear the connection wasn't happening. The girls moved towards the washrooms, and we drifted back to our spot.

"No chemistry," Troy said with a philosophical shrug, taking a sip of his beer. "Their loss. We're still having a better night than they are." He said it without a trace of bitterness, and we all laughed, the failed attempt already a forgotten anecdote in the grander scheme of the evening.

It was not long after, during one of these chaotic, happy regroupings, that Liam suddenly frowned, looking around. "Hey, where's Troy?"

We all stopped, doing a quick headcount. Mike, Steve, Liam... but no Troy. He hadn't been at the bar with us to get this latest round.

"Probably found a better spot to breathe," Mike suggested, shouting over a new bass drop.

I stood on my toes, scanning the undulating mass of people. I checked the main bar, the entrance to the men's room, the perimeter. Nothing. Then, my gaze swept across the raised booths on the far side of the room, the same area I had spotted earlier.

And there he was.

He was in the same booth, the one near the flickering "Moosehead" sign. He was sitting across from the woman in the red dress. But he wasn't leaning in with his usual party-boy bravado. He was sitting back, one arm resting on the back of the booth, looking calm and engaged. She was listening to him, a small, intrigued smile playing on her lips. Then, as I watched, she extended her hand across the table. Troy took it, not in a dramatic, movie-star kiss, but with a firm, confident grasp, shaking it once as he said something that made her smile widen.

The noise, the friends, the bar—it all dissolved into a dull roar. The world had not just tilted; it had fundamentally shifted. He had crossed the ocean.
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Chapter 4: Jealousy
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The sight of Troy shaking that woman’s hand was a seed, planted deep in my gut. For the next hour, it grew, twisting into a vine of pure, unadulterated jealousy that tightened with every passing minute.

The rest of us tried to reclaim the night. We went back to the dance floor, but the magic had evaporated. Our movements felt more forced, our laughter a decibel too loud. Liam and Mike tried their luck with another group of women, but their approach was all clumsy shouts and over-eager gestures. I watched them get politely, but firmly, brushed off. They slunk back to our little island, shrugging it off with a "Ah, whatever, their loss," that didn't quite reach their eyes. We were just boys, playing at being men.

And throughout it all, my attention was fractured, my gaze perpetually pulled back to that booth.

I watched as Troy flagged down a server and ordered two drinks without even consulting her. He presented her with a fresh glass of wine with a confident ease that made it seem like a gift, not an assumption. I saw her nod in thanks, that small smile still on her face.

I watched as they talked. Really talked, chatting for what felt like hours but was more likely only mere minutes. Troy was listening, his head cocked, his expression focused. He’d say something, and she’d laugh—a real, genuine laugh that made her eyes crinkle at the corners, not the polite chuckle you give a persistent stranger.

Then, a slower song mixed into the DJ’s set, the beat softening to a rhythmic, soulful pulse. I saw Troy gesture towards the dance floor with a questioning look. She hesitated for only a second before nodding and sliding out of the booth.

That was the worst part. Watching them dance.

It wasn't the frantic, group-dance energy we were stuck in. They moved together easily, a comfortable space between them that somehow felt more intimate than any clutch. His hand rested lightly on her waist, hers on his shoulder. They were still talking, their heads close together to hear over the music. She threw her head back and laughed at something he said, and a fresh, hot spike of envy shot through me. He had effortlessly crossed the chasm that separated our loud, clumsy world from her quiet, self-possessed one. How I wished I could be like him right at that moment.

The rest of the boys eventually noticed. "Whoa, look at Troy go," Liam said, a note of awe in his voice. "He's locked that down for the night. Good for him."

Good for him. The words tasted like ash in my mouth. I just grunted in agreement, unable to tear my eyes away.

The hour stretched on. The music picked up again, but Troy and the woman—his woman, now—stayed on the floor, moving to the faster beat, their ease with each other only growing. They were in their own world, a perfect, self-contained bubble of mutual attraction and fun.

Our group, by contrast, was running out of steam. Our dancing had become listless, our conversation dwindling to complaints about the cover charge and the price of drinks. We were the background characters in Troy’s story, the chorus of guys he’d left behind to ascend to something better.

As the night grew long, they were still out there, dancing. She was smiling, her red dress a bright flag of his victory in the murky light of the club. He was smiling back, the architect of not just our evening, but now, seemingly, of his own perfect one.

And all I could do was watch, the bitter vine of jealousy coiling so tightly around my insides I could barely breathe.
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Chapter 5: Drink Harder
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The bubble finally burst. As the night wore on, Troy and the woman—his conquest, his mystery, his social proof—drifted back from the dance floor and into our orbit. The energy around them was different now; it was no longer just a connection, it was a merger. He had his arm slung casually over her shoulder, and she leaned into him, a clear, public signal that the evening’s pairing was settled.

“Look who I found!” Troy bellowed, his voice louder and looser than before. His eyes were bright, but with a glazed sheen. “Boys, this is Megan. Megan, these are the misfits.”

He introduced us all in a slurred rush. Megan offered us a small, polite smile. “Hey,” she said, her voice quiet but steady. It was the first time I’d heard her speak. It was a nice voice. She didn't try to make small talk, her attention quickly returning to Troy, as if he were the only solid thing in a spinning room.

Troy, however, was in the mood to celebrate his victory. “Drink up, boys! The night is young!” he announced, though it was patently not. He flagged down a server and slammed his hand on the table. “Let’s go, another round! A real one this time! Shots!”

A tray of neon-green Jell-O shots appeared. Troy distributed them with the fervour of a preacher handing out blessings. “To new friends!” he yelled, downing his in one go. Liam and Mike followed with a roar, already too far gone to refuse. I took mine, the sickly-sweet smell turning my stomach. I licked it up anyway, making sure to get another water immediately afterwards. I didn’t want to be hungover tomorrow.

The next hour was a study in decay. Troy was leading the charge off a cliff. He bought another round of beers, then another. His suave confidence was melting into sloppy, affable wreckage. He told a joke, too loud, and spilled his drink down his own shirt. Megan’s patient smile was becoming strained, the glint of intrigue in her eyes slowly being replaced by a flicker of concern.

The rest of the boys were not far behind him. Liam was attempting to breakdance on a non-existent piece of cardboard, while Mike was engaged in a deep, one-sided conversation with a potted plant. They were drunk, messily and happily so.

But Troy was on another level. He was wasted. His speech was a slurry of boasts and laughter, his movements uncoordinated. He tried to pull Megan in for a kiss and nearly headbutted her instead. She gently deflected, her eyes scanning the group as if looking for an ally.

The end came abruptly. One moment he was swaying on his feet, proclaiming he could “dance until sunrise.” The next, he’d stumbled backwards and collapsed haphazardly into a vacant chair, his head lolling to the side, out cold.

The music pounded on, indifferent. Liam and Mike were too oblivious to notice. It was just me, standing a few feet away, and Megan, looking down at the passed-out form of her charismatic date for the evening.

She sighed, a sound of pure exasperation. Then she turned, her gaze finding mine in the crowd. Her eyes were clear and sharp, cutting through the drunken haze. There was no flirtation in them now, only a practical, shared problem.

“Hey,” she said, stepping closer so I could hear her. “You’re one of Troy’s friends, right? I don’t think he’s going to make it home on his own. Can you... help me with your friend?”

This was it. My chance to stop being part of the background. “Yeah. Yeah, of course,” I said, my voice sounding surprisingly steady.

We moved to either side of the chair. The scent of her perfume, something clean and floral, cut through the stench of spilled beer as I leaned in. Together, we hooked our arms under his shoulders.

“Okay, big guy, up we go,” she muttered, more to herself than to him.

Troy was a dead weight. We grunted, straining to haul him upright. His feet dragged as we managed to get him standing, propped between us. With a shared, unspoken effort, we began the slow, difficult shuffle, turning our backs on the dying party and walking him towards the door.
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Chapter 6: The Help
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The cool night air hit us like a physical wall as we stumbled out of The Grid, the bass from the club instantly replaced by the distant hum of the city. Troy, a dead weight between us, mumbled something incoherent, his head drooping onto his chest.

“Whoa, easy there,” I grunted, adjusting my grip under his shoulder. Megan tightened hers on the other side, her body surprisingly strong and steady.

“Okay, logistics,” she said, her voice all business, though a little breathless from the effort. “I can’t take him to my place. Do you know where he lives? Or maybe we should just find a hotel?”

The thought of trying to check Troy into a hotel in this state was a nightmare I wasn’t prepared to handle. “I know his apartment,” I said, relief washing over me. “It’s not far from here. We can get an Uber.”

“Thank God,” she breathed out, a puff of vapour in the chilly air. “Let’s do that.”

Managing a passed-out person is an intimate and undignified ballet. We had to lower Troy onto a bus bench while I fumbled for my phone, one eye on him in case he decided to topple over. Megan stood guard, her arms crossed, a solitary sentinel in her pretty red dress. I quickly booked a ride, praying for a patient driver with a spacious SUV.

The next five minutes were tense. But when our ride arrived—a minivan, blessedly—the driver, a stoic older man, simply sighed, unlocked the doors, and got out to help. “University district, eh?” was all he said as we manhandled Troy into the back seat. Megan and I slid in on either side, propping him up between us like a sack of potatoes.

The ride was a silent, fifteen-minute vigil. I stared out the window at the passing streetlights, hyper-aware of Megan’s presence just a foot away. Troy’s head lolled onto my shoulder, and I caught her sympathetic wince. “Sorry,” she mouthed.

“It’s fine,” I whispered back. “Thanks for... you know. Not ditching.”

She gave a small, tired shrug. “Couldn’t just leave you with him. Your other friends didn’t seem much better.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Yeah, they really weren’t,” I admitted, as we started to snicker together.

It was the first hint of solidarity, and it felt better than I expected. The driver, thankfully, didn’t say a word, and Troy, even more thankfully, didn’t puke. I truly thought he was going to.

At Troy’s apartment building, we repeated the awkward shuffle toward his basement apartment. Fumbling in Troy’s pocket for his keys felt like a gross violation, but we finally got the door open and hauled him inside his own dark apartment.

We deposited him onto his couch with a collective groan of relief. He immediately slumped over, out again. Megan looked around, taking in the typical bachelor pad mess: video game controllers, a pizza box, a stack of textbooks.

“We should get him some water,” she said, already moving towards the kitchen. I followed, finding glasses while she located the tap. It was strange, doing this domestic task with a virtual stranger in my best friend’s apartment. Not quite how I’d expected my night to go.

We returned to the living room. “Troy. Buddy. Drink this,” I said, trying to rouse him. He was pretty incoherent, mumbling about “one more shot” and “the game.” We managed to get a few sips of water into him before he pushed the glass away, sloshing most of it onto his shirt.

He was a lost cause for conversation. Megan and I looked at each other over his slumped form. The initial crisis was over, but the job wasn’t finished.

“We can’t leave him like this,” she said, echoing my own thought. “He’ll wake up with a broken neck.”

I nodded. “His room’s just down the hall.”

There was a moment of silent agreement. We hooked our arms under his shoulders again, our bodies already accustomed to the strain. With a monumental effort, we half-dragged, half-walked him down the short hallway and into his bedroom, collapsing him onto the unmade bed.

He was down for the count, already snoring lightly. We stood there for a second, side-by-side in the dark room, catching our breath. The only sound was Troy’s ragged breathing and the frantic beating of my own heart.

Megan reached out and pulled the comforter out from under him, draping it roughly over his legs. I toed his shoes off, letting them drop to the floor.

She looked at me, her face illuminated by the streetlight filtering through the window. “There we go, into bed,” she said softly, her words directed at the almost-unconscious form of Troy, but her eyes, for a fleeting moment, met mine.
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Chapter 7: Home Free
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We stood in the dim hallway, the silence stretching after her words. The frantic beat of my heart hadn't calmed; it had just changed its rhythm. The job was done, but neither of us moved to leave.

“Well,” I said, finally breaking the quiet. “I’m gonna crash here on the couch. Make sure he doesn’t choke in his sleep or something. So, you’re welcome to stay until your ride comes. Or... just hang out for a bit. I could make coffee?”

It was a flimsy excuse, but it was all I had. To my surprise, she nodded.

“Coffee would be... actually amazing,” she said, a genuine smile touching her lips for the first time since we’d left the bar. “And it’s good you’re staying. Eases my mind a little.”

A wave of relief washed over me. I hadn’t realized how much I wanted her to stay until she agreed.

We migrated to the kitchen, a small space illuminated by a single overhead light. I fumbled with Troy’s ancient coffee maker while Megan leaned against the counter, watching me. The initial, task-oriented tension was gone, replaced by a quieter, more curious energy.

We started talking. Really talking. It began with the obvious—the disaster of the night, the absurdity of our other friends—but it quickly drifted into easier territory. We discovered a shared, cynical sense of humour about university life. I learned she was a few years older, working in graphic design, and had only gone out tonight on a whim after a long week. She was sharp, witty, and her laughter, now that it wasn't directed at Troy, was even more captivating.

The coffee brewed, filling the room with a rich, comforting scent. We took our mugs to the living room, sitting on opposite ends of the couch Troy had so recently been dumped on. The conversation deepened, touching on movies we loved, cities we wanted to visit, the vague, terrifying uncertainty of what came after graduation. For the first time all night, I wasn't Andrew, Troy's jealous friend. I was just Andrew. And she was just Megan.

After a comfortable lull, she swirled the last of her coffee in her mug and looked directly at me, her expression unreadable.

“So, Andrew,” she began, her tone casual but her gaze intent. “I’m going to be blunt. I was just looking to get lucky tonight. And unfortunately, the guy I picked is in no state to do it. He blew it completely.”

My brain short-circuited. I just stared at her, the mug feeling suddenly heavy in my hands. Was she saying what I thought she was saying?

She saw my confusion and gave a small, wry smile. “What I mean is... would you like to have a go at me?”

The directness was a thunderclap. All the air left my lungs. Troy was passed out in the other room, the reason for her even being here, and she was asking me. The jealousy, the resentment, the feeling of being second-best—it all evaporated in the face of this shocking, incredible offer. A surge of pure, unadulterated excitement coursed through me.

I set my mug down on the floor, my heart hammering against my ribs. I met her gaze, hoping my voice wouldn’t crack.

“Are you serious?” I asked her, half expecting she was trolling me.

“One hundred percent serious,” Megan replied, making intense eye contact from her seat just feet from mine.

“Yeah,” I said, the word coming out steadier than I felt. “Yeah, then I’m down. Let’s go for it.”

I didn’t need to be asked again. I moved towards her, and she met me halfway. The space between us on the couch vanished. My hands found her waist, hers came up to cradle my face, and then we were kissing.

It wasn't timid or questioning. It was a release of all the built-up tension of the night—the envy, the frustration, the unexpected connection. It was hungry and passionate, a silent agreement that our night was far from over. The world outside Troy’s apartment ceased to exist, and all that mattered was the feel of Megan in my arms.
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Chapter 8: Surprise
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The kiss was a wildfire, burning away the last remnants of the awkward night and igniting something primal and hungry in its place. My hands slid from her waist to the small of her back, pulling her flush against me. The soft wool of her dress was a frustrating barrier. She felt it too, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling just enough to send a jolt of pure desire straight through me.

Just as I was losing myself in the taste of her, in the feel of her body against mine, she broke the kiss. Her breath was warm against my lips, her eyes dark pools of intent in the dim light.

“Wait,” she whispered, her voice husky.

I froze, my heart plummeting. Had I read this all wrong?

But she wasn’t pushing me away. A slow, confident smile played on her swollen lips. She placed her hands on my shoulders and applied gentle, firm pressure.

“I want you on your knees,” she said, her gaze locked on mine. “Right here. Before we go any further, I want to feel your mouth on me.”

The command, so direct and so utterly unexpected, short-circuited my brain for a second. A hot flush spread through my body, a mix of shock and raw excitement. This wasn't the script I had in my head, but it was a thousand times better. She wasn't just a passive participant; she was conducting the symphony, and I was more than happy to play my part.

I didn't hesitate. I slid off the couch, kneeling on the rough carpet before her. From this angle, looking up at her, she was a goddess. The streetlight from the window haloed her form, and the look on her face—a blend of anticipation and absolute authority—was the most potent aphrodisiac I’d ever encountered.

“Go on,” she encouraged softly, her voice a low thrum.

My hands trembled slightly as I reached for the hem of her red dress. I slowly pushed the fabric up her thighs, revealing the smooth skin of her legs. She shifted, helping me, guiding the dress up to her waist. Next, I peeled off her panties, pulling them all the way down to her feet. Megan happily kicked them off.

The sight of her, bare and exposed for me, stole the air from my lungs. She was perfectly, beautifully bare. I stared at her pussy in amazement as I wondered where exactly I should begin.

I leaned in, my hands settling on her inner thighs to steady us both. I started with a soft, open-mouthed kiss on the inside of her right thigh, feeling her muscle twitch in response. Her scent, clean and musky with a hint of arousal, filled my senses. I moved closer, my tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path.

A sharp, quiet gasp escaped her. Her hands found my head again, not pulling, but resting there, her fingers threading through my hair in silent encouragement.

I followed suit with Megan’s left thigh next. I ignored her pussy, for now, kissing up and down her thigh, nibbling lightly along the way. I wanted to make her wait for it.

I dedicated myself to the task with a single-minded focus I didn't know I possessed. This was my arena now. This was where I could prove myself, not as Troy's shadow, but as my own man. I listened to every hitch in her breath, every twitch of her body, learning her rhythm.

“Mmm, that’s good,” Megan groaned as she gripped the back of my head hard.

Good, I thought to myself. I’ll keep doing more of that.

I used my tongue and lips to explore and worship, finding the spots that made her hips lift off the couch and the sensitive bundle of nerves that made her cry out, her grip in my hair tightening.

“Oh, god, Andrew... right there,” she moaned, her voice strained. “Don’t stop.”

Her words fueled me. I increased the pressure, the pace, my own desire coiling tight as her pleasure built. Her breathing became ragged, a series of sharp, desperate gasps. Her thighs tensed on either side of my head, and her back arched off the cushions. I held her firmly, my mouth never leaving her, driving her relentlessly toward the edge.

With a final, choked cry that was pure music, she came apart. Her body shuddered, a series of intense waves rolling through her as she clutched at my head, her release washing over her. I stayed with her, gentling my touch until the last tremor subsided and she collapsed back onto the couch, practically boneless and breathing heavily.

A profound, powerful silence filled the room, broken only by the sound of our ragged breaths. I rested my forehead against her thigh for a moment, feeling a surge of masculine pride so intense it was dizzying.

Slowly, I looked up. Her eyes were closed, a serene, utterly satisfied smile on her face. After a moment, she opened them and looked down at me, her gaze soft and heavy-lidded.

She reached down, her fingers gently tracing my jaw. “Well,” she breathed, a world of meaning in that single word. “Someone’s full of surprises.”
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Chapter 9: End
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The air in Troy’s living room was thick, charged with the scent of sex, coffee, and our mingled breath. I knelt on the carpet, the rough texture imprinting on my knees, my forehead still resting against Megan’s thigh. Her fingers, which had been tracing my jaw, now slid down to cup my chin, gently tilting my face up to meet her gaze.

The serene, satisfied smile was still on her lips, but her eyes held a new, smouldering intensity. The first act had been about my worship, her pleasure. The look she gave me now promised that the night was far from over, and the dynamics were about to shift again.

“My turn,” she murmured, her voice a low, thrilling command.

She stood up from the couch in one fluid, powerful motion, leaving me on my knees. For a moment, she just looked down at me, a goddess assessing her devotee. Then, her hands went to the zip of her red dress. The sound of the zipper sliding down was deafening in the quiet room. With a shrug of her shoulders, the soft wool fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a black brassiere which matched the panties that had been so recently discarded.

My breath caught. She was even more stunning than I had imagined. The streetlight carved the elegant lines of her torso, the gentle curve of her hips. She didn’t shy away from my stare; she basked in it, her confidence an intoxicating aura. Her hands moved behind her back, and with a deft click, her bra joined her dress on the floor.

Now she was completely bare, standing proudly before me in the dim light. She didn't speak, but her eyes issued a silent challenge, a question. Are you ready for this?

I was on my feet in an instant, my own desire a painful, urgent throb. But as I moved to embrace her, she shook her head, that wry, knowing smirk playing on her lips again.

“Not like that,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She turned her back to me, her gaze sweeping over the room before landing on the same couch we had just occupied. “Like this.”

She sat on the couch and beckoned me closer. “Let me warm you up,” Megan told me, as she immediately proceeded to unbuckle my belt and unzip and pull down my pants. Right after Megan was done with that, she immediately began sucking my cock.

And boy, was she ever good at it. She worked me like a pro. My mouth fell agape, impressed at her skills. I’d never seen somebody do that with such enthusiasm before. I could have stood there in front of her all night long.

Unfortunately for me, that was just a teaser. Once I was hard enough she pulled me out of her mouth slowly, creating a soft, popping noise. Then she grinned up at me.

“You ready?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I nodded, my voice rough.

She moved on the couch, twisting to her right side. But now, instead of sitting, she got up on her knees and bent forward, placing her hands flat on the back cushions, her body forming a perfect, breathtaking arch. She looked back at me over her shoulder, her hair cascading down, her eyes dark with invitation and command.

“I want you behind me,” she ordered, her voice leaving no room for doubt. “And I want you to fuck me, Andrew. No more teasing. I want to feel all of you.”

The raw vulgarity of the words, coming from her mouth in that poised, confident tone, shattered the last of my restraint. I was out of my remaining clothes in a frantic, fumbling rush, my hands shaking not from nervousness now, but from pure, undiluted need.

I moved behind her, my hands settling on the glorious curve of her hips. Her skin was warm and smooth under my palms. I took a moment to just look, to sear the image of her bent over, offering herself to me, into my memory forever. This was a world away from the jealous envy of the bar; this was a reality I could never have dreamed of.

“Now,” she urged, pushing her hips back against me impatiently. “Don’t make me wait.”

I needed no further instruction. I guided myself into her, and we both groaned in unison as I slid home in one, deep, breathtaking stroke. She was tight and wet, and the feeling was so intensely good it nearly brought me to my knees again.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, my hands tightening on her hips.

“Yes,” she hissed, her head dropping between her shoulders. “Just like that. Now move. Harder.”

I obeyed, setting a punishing, relentless rhythm from the start. The couch shuddered with each thrust, the sound of our bodies meeting a sharp, rhythmic slap that echoed in the small apartment. I was lost in the sensation, in the primal, driving need to claim her, to brand this moment into both of us.

Megan was anything but silent. She was a vocal, demanding conductor, her voice a constant, erotic soundtrack.

“Right there! Don’t you dare slow down!” she cried out, struggling to remain quiet, her fingers clawing at the couch fabric.

“You feel so good,” I grunted, the words torn from me.

“I know,” she moaned, arching her back deeper, taking me even more fully. “And you’re all mine right now. Isn’t that what you wanted? You’ve been wanting to fuck this pussy all night, haven’t you?”

Her words, so perceptive and so cruel, fanned the flames. My thrusts became more frantic, more powerful, driven by a complex storm of lust, victory, and a lingering shred of that old jealousy.

“Yes,” I groaned, my vision starting to blur at the edges. “I want to fuck you harder than you’ve ever been fucked!”

“Mmm, good! Then keep filling me!” Megan called back to me.

“Don’t worry, I will,” I reassured her, as I continued to deliver her the deep strokes she was looking for.

Megan’s mouth fell agape. I heard several, quiet, nearly silent gasps. Then, she looked to me. Directly into my eyes. That’s when she told me those magic words.

“I’m close,” she panted, her body beginning to tremble around me. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop. Keep filling me up, Andrew. I want to feel you for as long as I can.”

I sped up, giving Megan all that I could. I could feel myself growing closer to the edge. In fact, I was surprised I’d lasted this long as things were! It had been a while for me, and Megan turned me on so much. But I was doing my best to please her. I wanted her to enjoy this as much as I was.

Each thrust felt heavenly. Then, the groans began. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I grunted. “Mmm, fuck!” I groaned as I spanked her, hard. “I want to fucking fill you!” I moaned out as I hit her again.

“Fuck yes, baby!” Megan called back to me, as I gave her every stroke I could. It was finally time to make my mess of her.

“Fuck yesss! Fuck yes Megan!” I screamed out.

But as my own climax roared through me, a final, coherent thought flashed in my mind—a question of safety, of consequence. At the last possible second, I pulled myself free from her clutching heat.

With a guttural cry that was part triumph, part surrender, I found my release. Hot streaks landed across the small of her back, painting her skin with the physical proof of our passion. I slumped forward, bracing myself on the couch above her, my body trembling and spent.

For a long moment, we stayed like that, both panting, slick with sweat, connected by the heavy, sated air between us.

Slowly, Megan pushed herself upright. She turned to face me, her chest still heaving. She glanced over her shoulder, down her back, and a slow, deeply satisfied smirk spread across her face.

“Well,” she said, her voice regaining its steady composure. “Someone had a lot to prove.”

—
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MEGAN DIDN'T WAIT FOR a reply. She gathered her clothes and disappeared into the washroom. I stood there, dazed, listening to the sound of running water. When she emerged a few minutes later, she was fully dressed, her hair smoothed, the evidence of our encounter wiped clean from her skin, though the memory was seared into mine.

She picked up her purse and walked towards the door. I followed her in a stunned haze.

She paused with her hand on the doorknob and turned back to me, her expression softening into something almost maternal, which felt stranger and more intimate than anything we had just done.

“You’re a good friend,” she said, her tone genuine. “Staying to look after him.”

I leaned against the doorframe, a weary, complex smile touching my own lips. The irony of the statement was so profound it was almost laughable.

“Am I?” I responded, raising an eyebrow. “You sure about that?”

Megan met my gaze, and for a second, the ghost of our frantic, animalistic passion flickered in her eyes. She reached out and gave my arm a gentle, final squeeze.

“Well, maybe,” she giggled softly, the sound like a secret in the quiet hallway. “But that wasn’t your fault.”

And with a final, unreadable smile, she pulled the door open and slipped out into the pre-dawn light, leaving me alone in the silent apartment with the scent of her perfume, the memory of her skin, and the sound of my best friend’s snores rumbling from down the hall. The night was finally, completely over. As if nothing ever happened.

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

-Ms Naughtee
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        MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey
Recently divorced and feeling invisible, Christina's life was a monument to beige and boring. But underneath the sensible cardigans and corporate politeness, a fiercer woman was waiting to break free. One night, with a little black dress and a push from her friends, she decides it's her turn to take what she wants. The target? A dangerously handsome younger man across a crowded Calgary club. And she has no intention of playing nice.
The hunt is on.
Embracing her inner cougar, Christina does something she's never dared before: she makes the first move. His name is Travis—young, sculpted, and exuding a confidence that matches her newfound boldness. The chemistry is instant and electric, a spark that ignites into a night of flirty conversation and stolen kisses. But the club is just the beginning. Inviting him back to her apartment, Christina is ready to shed her old life completely and orchestrate a night of pure, unadulterated pleasure on her own terms.
This is no timid exploration. This is a claiming.
In the privacy of her bedroom, the New Christina takes full control. She is no longer the submissive ex-wife; she is a queen claiming her throne, and Travis is more than willing to surrender. The passion is raw, vocal, and intensely physical. But just when she thinks the night is over, Travis proves he's not done yet, turning the tables, and fulfilling every one of her deepest, unspoken desires.
If you crave a story of sexual awakening, fierce confidence, and smoking-hot romance that doesn't shy away from the details, then this is your next read.
MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey is a steamy, empowering novella that celebrates a woman taking her power back—in life and in the bedroom. Perfect for fans of spicy contemporary romance and stories of self-discovery, it will leave you breathless and believing in second chances.
Click today and discover the thrill of the hunt!
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 * 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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