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Chapter 1: Rush Hour
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The third coat of mascara was always the trick. Beth leaned in close to the steamy bathroom mirror, her hand steady as she swept the wand through her lashes, making them impossibly dark and full. Satisfied, she leaned back, a slow, confident smile gracing her features. The woman staring back was a far cry from the stressed-out executive who had flown back from a gruelling Calgary conference two days ago.

Auburn hair, still warm from the curling iron, cascaded over her bare shoulders. And the dress—the dress—was a victory in yellow silk. It was sinfully tight, hugging every dip and curve of her body like a second skin, the colour a vibrant shock against the neutral tones of her Yorkville condo.

A text notification chimed from the bedroom. Probably Frank, confirming their date. She ignored it, letting the anticipation build. The extra time she’d put in at the Calgary conference had earned her this: a beautiful Friday off while the rest of the city was still grinding through the work week. This third date with Frank was a bonus, a weekday anomaly made possible by her reclaimed time. She wasn't sure if she even liked him—he was pleasant, successful, and safe—but a dinner at a chic new bistro in Leslieville was a perfect way to kick off a long weekend.

Beth gave her reflection one last approving glance, the scent of her expensive, spicy-sweet perfume filling the air. Slipping her feet into a pair of perilous heels, she grabbed her purse and keys, the fob for her Porsche 911 cool and familiar in her hand.

The late afternoon Toronto sun was low and golden, casting long shadows across the bustling streets. Her Porsche purred to life, a throaty, satisfying sound that never failed to thrill her. She navigated out of her neighbourhood, joining the sluggish flow of traffic on the Don Valley Parkway. This was the "rush hour" she was usually stuck in, but today, she was an anomaly—a woman in a knockout dress, heading for a date while the city bled out its work week.

She tuned the satellite radio to an upbeat pop station, tapping her manicured nails on the steering wheel. To her right, the trees just off the highway rustled in the breeze. Today was such a gorgeous day, both in terms of the scenery and the weather. For a few kilometres, everything was perfect. She was a moving portrait of success and allure, cutting through the mundane gridlock.

Then, reality struck with a violent, shuddering thump-thump-THUD.

The steering wheel jerked in her hands. A frantic, orange warning light flashed on the dashboard.

“You have got to be kidding me,” she snarled, her voice tight with a mixture of panic and fury.

Fighting the pull, she guided the lurching Porsche toward the narrow shoulder, the smell of something new flooding the cabin. It smelled... mechanical. Beth didn’t know how else to describe it.

The car crunched to a halt, angled awkwardly and vulnerably. A symphony of angry honks erupted from the passing commuters. Her heart hammered against her ribs. The date. The dress. This damned car.

She was stranded on the expressway, the Don River to her right and a number of elevated buildings to her left. Several of them were car dealerships, with new vehicles floating high in the windows above. An advertisement for something she wouldn’t have wanted earlier today: a new, functioning vehicle.

Fumbling for her phone, her first instinct was to call Frank. To utter a frantic, apologetic explanation. But her thumb hovered over his name. No. She wouldn't give him the satisfaction of her desperation, not when she was already feeling so exposed. She opened her CAA app instead. Estimated Wait Time: 52 minutes. A groan of utter frustration escaped her.

She looked out the passenger window, down to the river. She wondered what to do now. She figured this was a dangerous situation, the shoulder of the highway being small and the cars racing past her on her left. She decided to call 9-1-1 Emergency Services to determine her next steps.

Immediately after calling, she felt guilty. But after speaking with the dispatcher, Beth was reassured—nobody was allowed to remain stuck on the highway, and they were sending out a tow truck right away.

Five to ten minutes went by. Sitting there, waiting, Beth considered praying, worrying about her own safety. But she wasn’t much for prayer—it wasn’t a regular habit of hers.

Soon enough, she saw the tow truck pull up in front of her and then begin to back up towards her vehicle. She breathed a sigh of relief. She knew this part of her nightmare was soon to be over.

As she waited for the tow truck driver to step out and communicate with her, she sent a quick, apologetic text to Frank. She let him know she’d probably have to push back or cancel their date.

All she could do now was wait. Both for Frank’s answer, and for the tow truck driver to hook up to her Porsche.
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Chapter 2: The Tow
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The tow truck driver, a burly man named Dave with a kind smile, listened patiently as Beth pleaded her case from the passenger seat of his truck.

“You don’t understand, my regular shop is near the Annex. They know the car. They’re specialists,” she insisted, trying to keep the desperation from her voice.

Dave gave a sympathetic wince, his eyes flicking from the road to her. “I get it, miss. But with your basic CAA plan, the rules are pretty strict. Gotta be one of the closest affiliated shops within ten kilometres.” He tapped the GPS on his dashboard. “Your place is just too far. I’d be payin’ for that tow out of my own pocket.”

Beth’s shoulders slumped. She felt the fragile remains of her control slipping away. Stranded was one thing; being told where she could and could not go was another.

“Look,” Dave said, his tone softening. “I know a place. Dockside Auto. It’s a small, independent shop, but the guy who runs it is honest as the day is long. He’s a real whiz with engines, too. Better than most master techs, if you ask me. It’s just off Leslieville. You can trust me.”

Leslieville. The name was a lifeline. That was where the bistro was! Where Frank was probably soon to be sipping a craft beer, wondering where she was. A flicker of hope ignited. Maybe this wasn’t a total disaster.

“Okay,” she relented, the word tasting like defeat. “Okay, let’s go there.”

True to Dave’s word, the shop was tucked into a tiny, cramped lot just on the edge of Leslieville, surrounded by chain-link fences and old brick warehouses. The building itself looked like it had been standing since the dawn of time, its white paint faded and peeling. It was the polar opposite of the sterile, corporate dealerships she was used to. In fact, it felt sort of prehistoric. But its location, so close to her original destination, felt like a sign.

Dave dropped Beth off, before beginning to expertly back her gleaming, wounded Porsche into one of the two service bays. The contrast between the high-gloss sports car and the oil-stained concrete was almost comical. Needing to feel some semblance of agency, Beth began to walk towards the door of the shop, the wind catching her dress as her heels clicked against the asphalt.

“I’ll just go find someone,” she called out to Dave, who gave her a thumbs-up from the window of the truck.

She pushed open the front door, a small bell jingling overhead. The office was a time capsule: scuffed linoleum floors, a wall of dusty parts catalogues, and a faint, permanent smell of gasoline and old coffee. It was also completely empty.

“Hello?” she called out.

No answer. The desk chair was pushed back, as if someone had just gotten up. Probably the washroom, she figured, her impatience growing. She could hear the low rumble of the tow truck outside and, from the open bay door to her left, the sound of someone working.

Stepping cautiously into the doorway between the office and the garage, she saw him. A mechanic with his head buried deep under the hood of a vintage Dodge Charger. All she could see were his legs—faded, oil-darkened jeans tucked into work boots—and the powerful, denim-clad curve of his backside. He was focused, his movements efficient.

Beth took a few steps into the bay, the sharp sound of her heels echoing in the space. “Excuse me? Hi, I’m—”

Clang!

“Shit!”

A wrench slipped from his grip, clattering loudly on the concrete and skittering across the floor, coming to a stop right near her feet. The man jerked upright, banging his head on the underside of the hood with a muffled curse.

He rubbed his head, turning around with a frustrated sigh to retrieve his tool. He quickly knelt down to grab it. His eyes landed first on her shoes—the expensive, perilous stilettos. Then, his gaze travelled up, slowly, taking in the length of her legs, the sinfully tight yellow dress, the cascade of auburn hair, before finally meeting her eyes.

He froze, his jaw going slightly slack. He was, for a lack of a better word, awestruck. A streak of grease was smudged across his cheekbone, accentuating the startling blue of his eyes. Dark hair, a strong jaw lined with stubble... he was undeniably handsome in a raw, completely unpolished way.

“Uh... hi,” he finally managed, his voice deeper than she expected. He seemed to remember the wrench he’d crouched down for and reached to grab it, though his eyes never left hers. “Sorry about that. You, uh... you startled me.”

Beth offered a small, flattered smile. “I’m the one who should be sorry. I didn’t mean to sneak up on you! My Porsche just got towed in. I was hoping to find someone to talk to.”

“Right. Yeah. That’s me. I mean, us.” He straightened up, wiping his hands nervously on a rag that did little to clean them. “I’m the... well, I work here. Addison.” He seemed almost nervous, which she found unexpectedly charming.

“Beth,” she said, extending her hand.

He looked at his greasy palm, then back at her pristine one, and hesitated. “I don’t want to ruin your...”

“It’s fine,” she said, her smile widening.

He took her hand, his grip strong and warm, a little rough. The contact was brief, but a jolt of something—curiosity, attraction—passed between them. “Beth,” he repeated, as if testing the name.

“So, what’s the process?” she asked, pulling her hand back. “The car just... made a terrible noise and died on the DVP.”

“We’ll figure it out,” Addison said, his confidence returning as he gestured toward her car. “Let me just finish up here and get it inside properly. I’ll meet you at the front desk in just a minute, and we can get all the details sorted. Sound good?”

“Sounds good,” Beth agreed.

“It’s nice to meet you, Beth.”

“You too, Addison.”

Their smiles lingered for a moment too long before she turned and walked back to the office, the ghost of his handshake still warm on her skin. She didn’t feel quite so stranded anymore.
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Chapter 3: The Shop
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Still at the shop, Beth waited near the desk when her phone buzzed and she received a text.

She looked down, checking it. It was from Frank. She read the message:

Hey. Don’t worry about it. Maybe another time.

Beth read the message again and again, wanting more. ‘Don’t worry about it?’ Didn’t Frank care? Had he not been looking forward to the date? ‘Maybe another time???’ What the heck did he mean by maybe?

Beth was finding Frank especially annoying now. He’d seemed like this for all three of their dates. Low energy. Disinterested. Like he didn’t really care about her, or care what happened between them going forward.

The tow truck’s engine rumbled to life, pulling Beth from her thoughts. Dave gave a short, friendly honk before leaning out the window. “Don’t you worry, she’s in good hands here!” he called out.

Beth hurried over, pulling a credit card from her clutch. “Wait! Don’t I need to pay you?”

Dave shook his head with a knowing smile. “Nah, not now. You’ll settle with the shop. But...” he lowered his voice slightly, “get a receipt. When you submit it to CAA for reimbursement, just make sure you mention the police told you the vehicle had to be moved immediately for safety. They’ll cover it. Standard procedure.”

A wave of relief washed over her. It was a small victory, but it felt huge. “Thank you. Really. For the tip and for... everything.”

“Anytime, miss. Good luck!” With a final wave, Dave pulled out of the cramped lot, leaving Beth alone in the fading light with her broken car and the unsettling text from Frank.

She stared at her phone screen again. ‘Maybe another time???’ The ambiguity was more insulting than a flat-out cancellation. It was a brush-off. A non-committal, low-effort dismissal that perfectly encapsulated their entire lukewarm dating history. A hot spike of indignation shot through her. He should be concerned. He should be offering to come pick her up. Something. Anything.

“Everything okay?”

The voice, deep and laced with a hint of concern, came from behind her. She turned to find Addison walking toward her, wiping his hands on a fresh-ish rag. He’d taken a moment to clean up; the grease smudge was gone from his cheek, and he looked a little less like he’d just lost a fight with an engine.

Beth quickly locked her phone, shoving it and the irritation with Frank into the back of her mind. “Yeah,” she said, forcing a bright tone. “Just... modern dating.”

Addison gave an understanding, almost sympathetic wince. “Ah. Say no more. That’s a whole different kind of car trouble.” He gestured toward the office. “Shall we? I just need to get some info from you and we can figure out what’s going on with your Porsche.”

Inside, the small office felt more intimate than before. He pulled a clipboard with a work order from behind the desk, his large, capable hands looking slightly out of place handling the flimsy paperwork.

“So, Beth,” he began, his eyes focused on the form. “Full name for the work order?”

“Elizabeth Stirling.” The name felt formal on her tongue.

He wrote it down, his brow furrowed in concentration. “And a phone number where we can reach you?”

Beth felt something come over her. A mischievous smile crept across her face.

“So, you’re asking for my number, huh?” she teased.

Addison couldn’t help but blush. A smirk appeared afterwards, and he stated, “Well, not quite like that, ma’am.” Before eyeing her up and down. He continued with, “Not that that’s out of the question.”

Beth felt her heart rate pick up. She was truly flattered. It turned out this wasn’t just a one-way street.

She pondered her next move when the shop’s actual owner returned. He greeted her, also going for a handshake.

“Hey, Alan Turcott, nice to meet you,” he said as he extended his hand. Beth returned the shake and replied.

“Beth Stirling, I’m the owner of the stupid Porsche.”

“Well, I wouldn’t call it stupid. It’s a beautiful car,” Alan responded.

“Yeah, beautiful, maybe. But a constant pain in my ass lately. Expensive, too.”

“Sorry to hear that. We’ll try to get it fixed up for you as soon as we can. My apprentice and I are quite handy,” Alan said, gesturing to Addison.

Addison seemed to nearly blush and turn away. As if pretending he had to go work on the car at exactly this moment.

Beth realized she’d been mistaken. She thought Addison was a regular, full-time mechanic! He had looked young, but she figured maybe Addison just had a baby face. He was definitely in his early twenties. Mid-twenties at the latest. She wouldn’t have flirted so hard had she known it. 

Despite the surprise, she knew she had to reply. “I’m sure I’m in great hands!” she smiled, before asking. “So, can I go? You’ll let me know when I have to come back? Do you think it’ll be today, or is tomorrow more likely?”

“Yeah, I’d say it’s definitely tomorrow at this point. But I’ll call you later today, with an update.”

“Sounds good to me,” Beth replied back. “I guess I’ll order an Uber and get going then.”

They said their goodbyes and Alan walked over towards the car, where Addison was. Addison never looked back in Beth’s direction.

Before she knew it, she was alone. And she had to decide whether to try to continue on with her date, or whether to order an Uber home.

She gave Frank a call, before opening her Uber app. And he did, in fact, answer.

But Beth ended up Ubering home, anyway.
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Beth was back home at her apartment. She was still fuming about her date that had been blown up. Both by the car trouble, and by Frank’s inflexibility.

Their last date had been about two weeks ago. The two of them both being busy executives made it hard to find time to meet up. Then Beth had been in Calgary, and now was their first chance at a date in some time.

The call had gone poorly. She’d let him know she was in the area if he’d still wanted to stop and get lunch or drinks. He seemed dismissive. Told her he’d already rescheduled in his mind. Made plans with friends for later that afternoon. He didn’t offer any counter plans. Or a backup date. Or even suggest when in the future they should do something.

He’d always seemed like this. So disinterested. Maybe he just didn’t like her that much. But this was the third or fourth time she’d felt this way since meeting him, and they’d only scheduled three dates! She had already been losing interest in him, but this phone call might’ve finally sealed the deal.

She put on some Netflix and waited around her apartment. She opened some wine, ate some snacks, and decided to try to enjoy her day off. And, despite knowing a new, rather large bill was coming, she still managed to have a relatively good time.

It was right around 5 p.m. that she finally did receive a call. Only this time, it was a relatively pleasant one.

“Hi, is this Elizabeth?” the man on the phone asked.

“Yeah, this is Beth speaking,” she replied. The person on the phone didn’t sound like Alan.

“Oh, Beth, sorry. Hi, this is Addison from the shop. Alan said he was going to call you but he’s busy with something at the moment, so he asked me to give you an update instead. Unfortunately, the car probably won’t be ready until about midway through the day tomorrow,” he said.

“Oh, that’s alright. Yeah, I kind of figured. No problem. Any idea on time? Not to set anything in stone, just to give me an idea of when to be ready?”

“Umm, I’m not completely sure, so don’t quote me on this. But I’d guess sometime between 2 and 4 p.m. tomorrow?” he said, in a sentence that sounded both like a statement and a question.

“Oh, yeah sure, that’s perfect!” Beth said in response. She paused for a moment, expecting the call to end soon. But then she found a renewed sense of boldness.

“Hey Addison... why didn’t you text me? I thought you wanted my number for a reason?” she teased.

This seemed to absolutely flabbergast him. He didn’t know what to say back.

“Me? Oh, uh, I... I didn’t know if you were serious! I didn’t want to get in any trouble, or cause you any hassle!”

This was exactly what Beth wanted to hear. Now, she knew he was potentially interested in her. He didn’t shoot her down, he simply stated why he hadn’t tried to reach out. And it was a valid reason.

“Oh, well, I think you should know you can text me any time,” Beth said, in her most flirtatious voice.

“Are... are you being serious?” Addison asked, feeling as though he were walking into some sort of trap.

“Yeah, totally. If you want, you should take down my number and text me after your shift. Or call me. Whatever you wanna do,” she said, trying to play things cool.

“Okay, yeah. As long as you’re not joking around, I could do that.”

“I promise. I’m being one-hundred percent serious.” Beth told him.

“Okay, I guess we’ll talk to you later then,” said Addison.

“Looking forward to it.” Beth beamed.

“We’ll see ya,” Addison said back.

“See ya,” Beth said, before finally hanging up the phone.
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The rest of Beth’s evening passed in a pleasant, wine-softened haze. She’d ordered Thai food, finished her series, and eventually crawled into bed, her mind blissfully quiet. The moment her head hit the pillow, sleep pulled her under almost instantly.

And then, she was dreaming.

She was back at Dockside Auto, but it was different. The garage was cleaner, brighter, and bathed in a soft, golden light. Soft rock music, the kind her mom used to play, was drifting from an unseen radio.

Addison was there, bent over the hood of her Porsche. And he was shirtless.

Beth’s dream-self didn’t even question it. Of course he was. The dream focused on the details with cinematic clarity: the defined muscles of his back and shoulders shifting and flexing as he tightened a bolt, the faint sheen of sweat on his skin, the way his low-slung jeans hugged his hips. A clean, white shop rag was tucked into his back pocket.

He looked up, and his face broke into that easy, crinkle-eyed grin. He didn’t seem surprised to see her.

“There you are,” he said, his voice a warm rumble. “I was just adjusting the... thingamajig.”

“The thingamajig?” Beth repeated, a smile playing on her lips as she walked closer. “Is that the technical term?”

“Top of the line,” he confirmed, nodding seriously. He gestured for her to come closer. “You see, this flange here connects to the turbo-encabulator. Critical stuff.”

Beth peered under the hood. Instead of an engine, she saw a complex arrangement of whirring, shiny parts that looked more like a Rube Goldberg machine than anything automotive.

“It looks... complicated,” she said, playing along.

“It is. It requires a very specific touch.” To demonstrate, he reached in and gave a small, delicate cog a gentle tap with his wrench. The entire assembly burst into a symphony of harmonious clicks and whirs. A tiny, mechanical bird popped out of the exhaust pipe, chirped twice, and vanished.

Addison looked immensely pleased with himself. “See?”

“I’m impressed,” Beth said, her eyes drifting from the “engine” back to his torso. “You’re... very good with your hands.”

“Comes with the job,” he said, wiping his hands—not on the rag, but on his jeans. He took a step toward her, the space between them suddenly charged with a playful electricity. “So, Beth. Now that your car is fixed... got any plans?”

In the dream, she felt bold, powerful. “I might. It depends. What did you have in mind?”

He was close enough now that she could feel the warmth radiating from his skin. He smelled like sunshine, motor oil, and something uniquely him.

“Well,” he murmured, his blue eyes sparkling. He leaned in towards her. “I was thinking we could—”

BZZT! BZZT! BZZT!

The sound was jarring, alien, and violently out of place. Beth’s eyes flew open.

The golden light of the garage was gone, replaced by the grey pre-dawn seeping through her bedroom blinds. The scent of sunshine and oil was replaced by her lavender linen spray. The shirtless, smiling Addison was gone.

She was alone in her bed, and her phone was vibrating insistently on the nightstand.

Groaning, she fumbled for it, her heart still thumping from the dream. She squinted at the bright screen, a disorienting mix of disappointment and lingering dream-fueled warmth swirling in her chest.

It was a text message. And it wasn't from Frank.

Still, she was too tired to answer it at the moment. Beth ended up passing back out, phone in hand.
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Chapter 6: The Date
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Beth woke up hours later, sunlight streaming into her room. The first thing she saw was her phone, still clutched in her hand. The memory of the dream—the golden light, the shirtless Addison, the interrupted almost-kiss—flooded back, bringing a flush to her cheeks. Then she remembered the text.

She fumbled to unlock the screen. The message was from an unknown number; yet it was immediately obvious who the culprit sending her the text was.

A: Sorry if I woke you. It's Addison. Just felt like messaging you. You looked stunning in the shop today. And I didn’t want to leave you waiting for too long. Wouldn’t want you to be disappointed in me!

A giddy smile spread across her face. He’d texted. He’d actually texted. And he’d thought of her first thing in the morning. A slow, molten warmth spread through her, curling in her stomach. She bit her lip, typing back a reply.

B: Disappointed is the last thing I am. I was wondering when you'd message. Though I have to say, I'm a little surprised.

The reply came swiftly.

A: Surprised?

B: That you waited until midnight. I pegged you as the type to follow through immediately.

A: I was kind of busy once I got off work. That and tired. And honestly, I needed to work up the nerve. That yellow dress was a lot to process.

Beth’s breath hitched. He wasn't just polite; he was direct. She loved it.

B: Consider your nerve well worked. So, what does a man with nerve do next?

A: Asks you to dinner. Tomorrow. I get off at 7. There's a place near the shop. Antonio's. Good food, dark corners.

The description sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. Dark corners.

B: Dark corners? That sounds promising. It's a date.

A: Good. I'll text you the address. And Beth...

B: Yes, Addison?

A: Wear something similar to that dress yesterday. You looked like a knockout ;)

Beth’s heart slammed against her ribs. How did he—? How could he possibly know she loved it when she was told how to dress? It was a major kink of hers. It was unnerving and the sexiest thing anyone had ever said to her.

B: It's like you read my mind. 7 PM tomorrow. Don't be late.

A: For you? Never.

Beth could hardly believe it. She hoped Addison would be there when she went to pick up her car later that day. She desperately craved another moment with him.

Unfortunately, when she went to get it she wasn’t so lucky. At least, not yet.
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Chapter 7: Out
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The following evening, Beth’s apartment was a sanctuary of scent and sound. A curated playlist of sultry R&B pulsed through the speakers, the bass a low thrum in the floorboards. The air was thick with the smell of her expensive perfume—tuberose and sandalwood—a scent she’d chosen for its lingering, unforgettable quality.

She started with a bath, not a shower. The water was scalding, clouding the bathroom with steam as she sank in, soaking until her skin was flushed and sensitive. She shaved every inch with meticulous care, the drag of the razor a promise of later, phantom touches. When she emerged, she patted her skin dry and slathered it in a rich, jasmine-scented oil that made her gleam under the low light.

She had an emerald-coloured dress waiting. It was backless, held together by a delicate tie at the nape of her neck, the fabric a liquid velvet that poured over her curves like water. She took her time with her makeup, smudging kohl along her lash lines for a smoky, bedroom-eyed effect and painting her lips a deep, wine-stained red.

She left her hair down, letting her auburn waves fall loose and wild around her bare shoulders. A spritz of perfume at her wrists, behind her knees, and a final, decisive dab between her breasts—a secret for later.

She looked in the mirror. The woman staring back was all simmering potential and raw, feminine power. She was a promise.

Grabbing her clutch and keys, she headed out the door. The night air felt charged against her skin. She wasn't just going on a date. She was driving straight into the unknown, and every nerve in her body was singing.

—
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THE DRIVE TO ANTONIO’S in her freshly repaired Porsche was a blur of city lights and thrumming anticipation. The car handled perfectly, but Beth’s focus was elsewhere, her mind replaying his texts. Dark corners. Wear the green dress.

When she pulled up, she saw him immediately. Leaning against his own unassuming sedan, he’d swapped his grease-stained jeans for dark, well-fitting ones and a simple black button-down that made his blue eyes look almost electric. He pushed off the car as she approached, his gaze a tangible heat that travelled from her heels all the way up to her eyes.

“You showed up,” he said, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across his face.

“You told me to,” Beth replied, meeting his gaze without flinching. “And you were right. About the dress.”

“I know what I’m looking at,” he said, his voice low. As they walked towards the restaurant, Addison held the door open for her, his hand brushing the small of her back as she passed—a brief, deliberate contact that sent a jolt straight through her.

Antonio’s was exactly as promised: intimate, dimly lit, with red-checkered tablecloths and the rich, savoury scent of garlic and tomatoes hanging in the air. They were seated in a secluded booth in the back, the kind of dark corner that invited secrets.

The banter started the moment they opened their menus.

“So, what’s good here?” Beth asked, peering over the top of hers. “Besides the dark corners.”

Addison didn’t even look up. “The carbonara is a religious experience. But if you order the chicken parm, I might have to question your judgement.”

“Is that so? A mechanic and a food critic. You’re full of surprises.”

“You have no idea,” he said, finally looking at her, his eyes glinting with amusement. “I’m also an excellent karaoke singer, but I usually save that for the third date. Don’t want to scare you off.”

“Promises, promises,” she teased, kicking him playfully under the table. Her foot connected with his shin, and he didn’t move it away.

Dinner was a whirlwind. They debated the best 80s rock bands (he was a purist, she loved the synth-pop), shared a decadent tiramisu, and he made her laugh until her sides hurt with stories of the shop’s most eccentric customers.

“So, the car’s running well?” he asked, swirling the last of his red wine.

“Like a dream. What was the final diagnosis, anyway? You never said.”

He leaned forward, elbows on the table, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “The car was suicidal. It decided it couldn’t live anymore once it realized it would never grow eyes and be able to see your stunning beauty.”

Beth burst out laughing, the sound drawing a few smiling glances from nearby tables. “You did not just say that.”

“I’ve been waiting all night to use that,” he admitted, looking immensely pleased with himself. “Seriously, it was a shredded serpentine belt. Nasty, but not a big deal. You’re all set.”

In that moment, surrounded by the warm glow of the restaurant, the empty plates, and the easy, charged silence between them, Beth knew. She didn’t want the night to end. The decision felt as natural as breathing.

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a husky murmur that was for him alone. “This was... incredible. But my condo has better coffee than this place. Would you like to come up for a cup?”

Addison’s eyes darkened, the playful glint replaced by a smouldering intensity. He held her gaze for a long moment, and she saw the understanding click into place. Coffee. He knew it wasn’t about the coffee. The thought—Was it a real offer, or just the code for it?—flashed through his mind, but he kept it to himself, a private, hopeful wonder.

A slow, certain smile touched his lips. “I’d like that,” he said, his voice rough. “I’d like that a lot.”
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Chapter 8: Coffee
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The drive back to her condo was charged with a silent, humming energy. The city lights streaked past the Porsche’s windows, but inside the car, the world had shrunk to the two of them. Beth kept one hand on the steering wheel, the other resting on the console, and after a stoplight, Addison’s fingers laced through hers. His grip was sure, his thumb drawing slow, absent circles on her skin—a simple touch that felt more intimate than anything she’d experienced in months.

They didn’t need to speak. The air was thick with the unspoken promise of the night.

When the elevator doors slid shut on her floor, enclosing them in the polished brass interior, the space felt suddenly, unbearably small. Beth leaned against the wall, looking at him. Addison mirrored her posture, his eyes dark and unwavering.

“Still think this is about the coffee?” she asked, her voice a low tease.

“I’m hoping it’s a terrible brew,” he replied, his mouth curling into that devastating smirk. “The worst I’ve ever tasted.”

The elevator dinged, announcing their floor. The short walk to her door was an exercise in restraint. As she fumbled with her keys, his body was a warm, solid presence just behind her, his breath stirring the hair at her nape.

The door clicked open, and they stepped into the dark, quiet expanse of her condo. The floor-to-ceiling windows framed a glittering panorama of the Toronto skyline. As Beth turned to lock the door behind them, she felt his hands settle on her hips.

That was all it took.

She turned in his embrace, and their eyes met for a single, heart-stopping second before he lowered his head and his mouth found hers.

The first kiss was not tentative. It was a confirmation. It was heat and softness and the faint, lingering taste of red wine. His hands slid from her hips to the small of her back, pulling her flush against him. One of her hands tangled in the soft hair at the base of his neck, the other fisting the fabric of his shirt, holding him to her as if he might vanish.

They broke apart, breathless, their foreheads resting together.

“Just so we’re clear,” Beth whispered, her voice husky, “the coffee maker is broken.”

A low, rough laugh escaped him. “Thank god.”

He kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confident hunger that made her knees weak. This kiss was all-consuming. It was his hands roaming her back, learning the landscape of her dress. It was her arching into him, a soft moan escaping her throat as his lips trailed from her mouth to her jaw, then down the sensitive column of her neck.

“This dress,” he murmured against her skin, his voice thick with desire, “is the best and worst thing I’ve ever seen.” His fingers found the delicate tie at the nape of her neck, fumbling with the knot. “How does this damn thing work?”

She laughed, a breathless, giddy sound. “A little impatient, are we?”

“You have no idea,” he growled, finally managing to loosen the tie. The velvet sighed away from her skin, pooling a little at her shoulders. He brushed the straps aside, his knuckles grazing her bare back, and she shivered violently.

He pulled back just enough to look at her, his chest rising and falling as rapidly as hers. His eyes were nearly black with want, but there was a question in them. A final check-in.

Beth answered it by taking his hand and leading him away from the entrance, away from the city lights, and toward the shadowed hallway that led to her bedroom. The promise of the night was no longer just in the air; it was a tangible path they were walking, hand in hand, into the dark.
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Chapter 9: Intimate
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The world narrowed to the soft shuffle of their footsteps on the plush hallway runner, the only sound besides their ragged breathing. As they crossed the threshold into her bedroom, bathed in the muted silver light from the window, the last vestige of restraint fell away.

Addison’s hands, which had been gentle at her back, now slid up to her bare shoulders. The emerald velvet, already loosened, offered no resistance. With a hushed sigh of fabric, he pushed the dress down her arms. It cascaded over her hips, a pool of liquid jewel-toned darkness at her feet, leaving her standing before him in nothing but a lace bra and a whisper-thin thong.

The city lights from her window etched her in silver and shadow, highlighting the curve of her waist, the long line of her legs, the proud, defiant set of her shoulders. She heard his sharp, indrawn breath—a sound of pure, unadulterated awe.

“My god, Beth,” he breathed, his voice ragged. He didn’t move to touch her, his gaze a physical caress that travelled over every revealed inch. “You’re... you’re a vision. I don’t have the words.”

A slow, confident smile touched her lips. “You’re doing just fine.”

That broke the spell. He closed the distance between them, his hands rising to frame her face, his touch unbearably tender after the fervour in the living room. “I’m the luckiest man alive,” he whispered, before his mouth captured hers in a kiss that was less about hunger and more about reverence.

But reverence quickly ignited into renewed need. His hands slid from her face, down her neck, over the lace covering her shoulders. With a deft flick, the clasp of her bra gave way. He peeled the garment from her, his eyes darkening as he inspected her. He bowed his head, his mouth finding one peak, then the other, his tongue and teeth weaving a tapestry of sensation that made her cry out and clutch at his hair.

“Not fair,” she gasped, her own hands frantic. “You’re still dressed.”

She made quick work of his buttons, pushing the black shirt from his shoulders, revealing a torso that was all hard planes and corded muscle, a landscape of strength earned by real work. Her palms smoothed over the warm skin of his chest, feeling the frantic, steady beat of his heart beneath her hand. He shrugged out of the shirt and made quick work of his jeans and boxers, kicking them aside.

Then they were skin to skin, and the feeling was electric, a completion. He guided her back onto the bed, the cool sheets a shock against her heated skin. He followed her down, covering her, the weight of him an anchor in the storm of sensation.

He worshipped her with his hands and his mouth. He traced the line of her jaw, the hollow of her throat, the sensitive undersides of her breasts. He learned the landscape of her ribs, the dip of her navel, the soft skin of her inner thighs. Every touch was a question, and every sigh, every arch of her body, was her answer. He was a meticulous craftsman, and she was his masterpiece, unraveling under his attentive hands.

When his fingers finally found the damp lace between her legs, a broken sob escaped her. He stroked her through the fabric, his eyes locked on hers, watching her come apart at just that simple touch.

“Please, Addison,” she begged, the words a raw whisper. “Now.”

He shifted, his body settling between her thighs. The world held its breath. His gaze was intense, a silent question. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

He entered her in one slow, devastatingly perfect stroke, filling her completely. A shared gasp was torn from both of them, a single sound of stunning unity. For a moment, they were perfectly still, foreheads pressed together, breathing the same air, suspended in the profound intimacy of their joining.

Then he began to move.

It was not a frantic race, but a deep, rhythmic tide. Each thrust was a promise, each withdrawal a plea for more. She met him stroke for stroke, her hips rising to meet his, their bodies finding a primal, ancient rhythm. The only sounds were their ragged breaths, the soft, wet slap of skin on skin, and the whispered, fervent litany of names and pleas.

"Beth... you feel... incredible!"

"Addison... don't stop... right there... please!"

The coil of pleasure within her tightened, spiraling tighter and tighter, a supernova gathering in her core. She was all sensation, a creature of pure need and ecstasy, her world reduced to the man moving inside her, above her, the scent of their sweat and her perfume, the sight of his face, strained with his own fierce control.

Addison continued to thrust, again and again. His muscular frame atop her, dominating her, just as she wished. The eye contact, the little kisses, and the strained groans and moans between them were driving them more and more wild with each passing moment.

“Let go,” Addison rasped, his voice thick with strain. “I’ve got you. Let go for me.”

It was the permission Beth didn’t know she needed. The coil snapped. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, ripped through her, wave after wave of convulsing ecstasy that tore a scream from her throat. She clung to him, her body bowing off the bed, seeing stars behind her clenched eyelids.

Feeling her climax, his own control shattered. With a guttural groan that was her name, he drove into her with rapid haste, her legs still trapping him against her. He had no choice but to continue driving himself into Beth. And with nowhere to go, and his own pleasure at its peak, he began spilling himself inside her as his own release claimed him.

The aftermath was a slow, gentle drifting back to earth. He collapsed beside her, careful not to crush her, but immediately gathering her into his arms, pulling her against his sweat-slicked chest. Their hearts hammered a frantic, slowing rhythm against each other.

For a long time, they just lay there in the silence, limbs entangled, breathing in sync. No words were needed. The intimacy they had shared was a language all its own, more eloquent than any poetry. The night outside her window was no longer an unknown; it was a witness to a story that was only just beginning.
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Chapter 10: A Second Go
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They lay tangled in the aftermath for a long while, the silence between them a comfortable, satiated blanket. Beth traced idle patterns on Addison’s chest, feeling the steady, slowing drum of his heart beneath her palm. The scent of their passion—sweat, sex, and her perfume—hung in the air, a heady perfume of intimacy.

He turned his head on the pillow, his eyes, now a softer blue in the post-coital haze, searching her face. “You’re quiet.”

“Just... processing,” she murmured, a slow, sated smile gracing her lips. “That was...”

“Yeah,” he agreed, his voice a low rumble. He leaned over and kissed her, soft and deep. But as the kiss lingered, it began to change. The softness ignited into a fresh, smouldering heat. It was a spark finding tinder, ready to blaze again.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her lips. “Tell me you’re not done with me yet.”

A thrill shot through her. “Not even close.”

With a growl of pure male satisfaction, he rolled over, covering her body with his once more. The languid tenderness was gone, replaced by a raw, urgent hunger. This time, there was no slow build-up, no meticulous worship. They were both already mapped, already known. This was about pure, unadulterated need.

He entered her in one smooth, confident stroke, and she cried out, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back. The feeling was even more intense this time, her body hypersensitive and welcoming him with a shocking, wet readiness.

“God, Beth,” he groaned, his forehead dropping to hers as he began to move. His pace was relentless from the start, a deep, pounding rhythm that stole the breath from her lungs. “The sounds you make... I can’t get enough.”

“Harder,” she begged, her head thrashing on the pillow. “Please, Addison!”

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming more powerful, each one driving a gasp or a broken moan from her throat. She was loud, uninhibited, her cries a direct soundtrack to her pleasure. He was just as vocal, his own groans and grunts a rough counterpoint, whispering filthy, worshipful things in her ear.

“You feel like heaven... so tight for me... my beautiful, perfect girl.”

The coil of pleasure was winding tight again, faster and more intense than before. But just as Beth felt herself teetering on the edge, Addison stilled, pulling out of her completely.

A cry of frustration escaped her. “No, don’t stop!”

He kissed her shoulder, his breath ragged. “I’m not stopping.” His voice was dark with promise. “Turn over.”

Understanding flooded her, hot and immediate. She moved without hesitation, pushing herself onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The cool air hit her heated skin, and she felt utterly exposed, utterly wanton.

He let out a shuddering breath behind her. “Fuck, look at you.” His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh. “I’ll never get this image out of my head.” For good measure, he made sure to give her a firm smack on her ass.

“Ugh!” Beth moaned, loving it. She couldn’t wait for whatever was coming next.

The next thing she knew, Addison was there, positioning himself behind her. The first thrust in this new position was a revelation. It was deeper, hitting a place inside her that made her see stars. A sharp, guttural scream was torn from her throat.

“Yes! Right there! Oh, God, right there!” she chanted, her words dissolving into incoherent pleas.

This was animalistic, primal. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a sharp, wet slap that underscored their ragged breathing and frantic cries. He gripped her hips like anchors, controlling the pace, driving into her with a ferocious intensity that shattered her last remnants of control.

“Oh fuck!” Addison groaned as he railed Beth.

“Yeah? You love fucking me, don’t you?” she teased, turning back to look at him while he continued to fill her up.

“Yeah, I do. You take me so perfectly,” he growled, his voice strained and raw. “I can feel you... I can feel you milking me already. Are you going to come for me? Come all over my cock.”

His filthy words were the final catalyst. The pressure that had been coiling in her core exploded. Her climax was a seismic event, a violent, convulsing wave of pleasure that ripped a continuous, screaming wail from her lungs. Her body clenched around him, again and again, her vision whiting out as she trembled violently, held up only by the strength of his hands on her hips.

Feeling her violent contractions, hearing her utterly shattered cries, was his undoing.

“Beth! Fuck! I’m—I’m coming! Ah! Oh FUCK!”

With a final, brutal thrust that buried him to the hilt, he roared her name, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure release. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his climax deep inside her, a final, intimate joining that sent another, smaller aftershock quaking through her.

His grip on her hips loosened, and he collapsed over her back, his chest heaving against her sweat-slicked skin. They stayed like that for a long moment, connected, spent, and breathless, the only sound their harsh, panting breaths slowly returning to normal.

Gently, he pulled out and guided her down onto the mattress, turning her to face him. He gathered her into his arms, holding her so tightly it felt like he was trying to fuse them together. He pressed a kiss to her forehead, her temple, her lips—soft, reverent kisses that were a stark, beautiful contrast to the ferocity of their union.

“That was absolutely incredible,” Addison told Beth.

“Yeah? Did you enjoy it as much as I did?” she asked him with such a content smile on her face.

“Totally. It was mind-blowing how good that was,” he chuckled softly.

“Yeah, it was for me too,” she admitted as the pair pulled each other closer.

Wrapped in each other's arms, in the quiet of the night, they had found something more than a fling, more than a passionate encounter. They had found a beginning. Though they weren’t sure exactly what, they both knew that for the first time in a very long time, both of them were exactly where they were meant to be.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the site you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3
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        MILF: Eyes on the Prize
A scorching small-town temptation by Ms Naughtee
When forty-two-year-old Elara moves to a quiet Ontario town for her dream promotion, she expects to find peace, not passion. Her new life was supposed to be about career goals—not the curve of a neighbour's jaw or the way his eyes linger just a little too long.
Then she sees him. Garrett—young, gorgeous, shirtless in the fading light. Her neighbour's son. A hardworking university student with a smile that melts her restraint and a voice that makes her pulse skip. Elara knows it's wrong to want him… but that only makes it harder to look away.
When a chance encounter turns into shared drinks, lingering glances, and dangerous chemistry, Elara's carefully built control begins to unravel. What starts as a stolen moment of curiosity becomes something deeper, hotter, and impossible to ignore. The rules no longer matter—only the way he makes her feel alive again.
Seduction, guilt, and forbidden fire collide in this steamy age-gap novella that asks: what happens when desire refuses to behave?Perfect for fans of forbidden attraction, small-town temptation, and second-chance sensuality, MILF: Eyes on the Prize will leave you breathless—and wanting more.
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