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Chapter 1: The House Next Door
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The key stuck in the lock—just like always. Tristan jiggled it with the practiced ease of someone who'd grown up in this house, feeling the old deadbolt finally give way. The door swung open to reveal the familiar emptiness of his parents' suburban home. Too quiet. Too clean. Like a museum of his childhood rather than a place where people actually lived.

"Be back Sunday night," his mom's text read. "Make yourself at home."

Tristan dropped his duffel bag on the hardwood floor with a thud that echoed through the empty rooms. College had changed him more than he'd realized—coming back felt like trying to squeeze into clothes that didn't fit anymore.

He grabbed a beer from the fridge, the condensation immediately slick against his palm, and wandered to the living room window. That's when he noticed the lights on next door.

The Patterson place—though no one had actually called it that in years. They certainly didn’t live there anymore. The modest two-story home had been a revolving door of renters and flippers ever since the original owners passed away. Lately, it had been listed as an Airbnb, though Tristan hadn't paid much attention to the comings and goings.

But tonight, someone was definitely there.

Golden light spilled from the kitchen windows, and through the half-open blinds, Tristan could make out movement. A shadow passing by. Then another. He took a long pull from his beer, watching with idle curiosity.

Then she appeared.

A woman—maybe late thirties, early forties—crossed in front of the window, her silhouette backlit by the warm glow. Even in shadow, Tristan could see the elegant slope of her neck, the way her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder. She moved with a casual grace that made his breath catch.

As she turned, the light caught her profile—high cheekbones, full lips, the elegant line of her jaw. She was wearing something sleeveless, the smooth skin of her shoulders gleaming in the light.

Tristan realized he'd been holding his breath.

He forced himself to look away, taking another swig of beer. This was ridiculous. He was staring into a neighbour's window like some kind of creep.

But when he glanced back, she was gone.

The kitchen stood empty, the blinds now swaying slightly as if someone had just walked past. Tristan exhaled, running a hand through his hair. He should mind his own business. His parents would be back in two days, and then he'd be gone again.

Yet something pulled him back to the window.

That's when he saw her—standing at her own window now, looking out into the night. Right at him.

Their eyes met across the darkness between the houses.

Tristan froze, his beer bottle halfway to his lips.

Did she see him? Was she actually looking at him, or just gazing absently into the night? It proved difficult to read her expression, the lighting too dim to be certain.

Then, after a heartbeat that stretched too long, she turned away, disappearing into the depths of the house.

The blinds swayed once more, then went still.

Tristan remained at the window, his pulse suddenly loud in his ears. Had she caught him watching? Or had he imagined the whole thing?

One thing was certain—he'd be looking out that window again tomorrow.
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Chapter 2: Caught For Sure
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The next day stretched before Tristan, empty and unstructured. He woke late to the sound of rain against the windowpane, the grey light doing little to dispel the restless energy that had settled in his limbs overnight. The house felt too quiet, the absence of his parents' usual morning routine leaving only the hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of settling floorboards.

He filled the hours with the kind of idle activities that barely registered—a half-hearted workout in the basement, flipping through channels without watching, scrolling on his phone until his eyes burned. The rain cleared by late afternoon, leaving the air damp and heavy, the kind of stillness that made time feel suspended.

Dinner was a solitary affair—a haphazard assembly of leftovers eaten standing at the kitchen counter. As he washed his plate, his gaze drifted to the window above the sink, the one that faced the neighbour's house. The blinds were open tonight, the interior glowing warm against the deepening twilight.

He told himself he wasn't looking for her.

But when he lingered by the window, arms crossed, staring at nothing in particular, movement caught his eye.

She appeared not in the yard or the kitchen window, but further back in the house, passing through what must have been the living room. Even at this distance, the confidence in her stride was unmistakable. She wore dark leggings and a fitted top, her hair pulled into a careless knot.

This time, he didn't look away.

She moved with purpose, disappearing briefly before reappearing closer to the window, a glass of wine in hand. Tristan held his breath as she paused, tilting her head as if considering something. Then, with deliberate slowness, she turned—and looked directly at him.

There was no mistaking it this time. No plausible deniability in the shadows or the angle. Her lips curved into a smirk, one eyebrow lifting just slightly.

His stomach dropped.

She raised her glass in a mock toast, her expression amused. Then, with a deliberate flick of her fingers, she beckoned him closer—not a tentative wave, but a clear come here motion, repeated for emphasis when he didn't move.

Tristan's pulse hammered in his throat. Was she serious?

She arched a brow, waiting.

He was out the door before he'd fully processed the decision, his sneakers barely tied, the screen door slamming behind him. The night air was cool against his skin, but he barely felt it.

He could barely think. He felt as if he were dreaming. As if he’d invented this scenario in his head. But he was sure that wasn’t the case.

She’d called him over. He couldn’t make sense of why; in his mind at least. But at this point, he wasn’t quite sure which head he was thinking with.
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Chapter 3: The Entry
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The red door loomed in front of him like a warning.

Tristan shifted his weight from one foot to the other, his pulse hammering so hard he could feel it in his temples. He’d already knocked—too hard, probably—and now he was stuck in the agonizing limbo between action and consequence. ‘What the hell am I doing here?’ He wondered to himself.

Seconds stretched. The porch light buzzed faintly overhead.

Then—movement inside. The click of a lock.

The door swung open, and there she was.

His sexy new neighbour.

She leaned against the doorframe, one eyebrow arched, her lips curled into a smirk that suggested she’d been expecting him—or at least, expecting someone to come lurking after that look she’d given him.

“Well,” she said, dragging the word out like she was savouring it. “You actually showed up.” She seemed half impressed.

Before he could respond, she stepped forward and pulled him into a half-hug, the kind reserved for distant relatives or old acquaintances. It was over before he could even process it, her warmth lingering just long enough to leave him off-balance.

“I’m Bianca,” she said, finally introducing herself. Revealing a beautiful name to match the image of the busty vixen who’d been occupying Tristan’s mind.

“Tristan,” he managed, his voice embarrassingly tight. He’d wanted to sound confident and mature. He hadn’t quite sounded that way during this first introduction.

“Good to meet you,” Bianca said with a smirk. She stepped back, sweeping an arm toward the interior. “Come in, then. Unless you’d rather keep staring from your window?”

His face burned, but he stepped inside before she could tease him further.

The house was nothing like his parents’—warmer, messier, lived-in. A bit of a surprise, considering this was an Airbnb. A single lamp cast a golden glow over the living room, where a half-empty wine glass sat on the coffee table beside a paperback splayed open, spine cracked.

“Drink?” she asked, already moving toward the kitchen.

“Uh—sure.” Tristan replied, not doing such a great job with the confidence thus far.

“Beer? Wine?” She glanced over her shoulder. “Or are you a whiskey guy?”

“Beer’s fine.”

She nodded, pulling a bottle from the fridge and popping the cap with practised ease. When she handed it to him, their fingers brushed—just for a second—and he swore she didn’t pull away as quickly as she could have.

They settled on the couch, a careful distance between them. Bianca curled one leg beneath her, studying him with an unreadable expression.

“So,” she said. “Tell me about yourself, Tristan.”

The conversation flowed easier than he expected. She asked about college, his plans, his parents—normal stuff, except for the way her gaze kept flickering over him, like she was cataloguing his reactions. He found himself talking more than he usually would, loosened by the beer and the way she laughed at his dumb jokes.

Then, just as he was starting to relax, she tilted her head.

“Wanna use the hot tub?” She asked with a bubbly smile.

He blinked. “You have a hot tub?” He wouldn’t have ever thought that. He didn’t recall the house previously having one.

She grinned. “Out back. Private. With a nice view of the stars.”

His mouth went dry. “Uh, sure! I should—I should probably go grab a swimsuit.”

Bianca’s smirk returned, slow and deliberate. She leaned forward, just slightly.

“You’re wearing your boxers, aren’t you?”

Tristan could feel his heart beating in his throat, now.

“...Yeah.” Tristan admitted. His nervousness grew, but so did his excitement alongside it.

She stood, extending a hand to him. “Then what’s the problem?”

Her smirk would have slayed any man who looked her way.
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Chapter 4: The Tub
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Tristan’s fingers twitched around his beer bottle as he followed Bianca through the sliding glass doors and into the backyard. The night air was cooler than he expected, raising goosebumps along his arms—or maybe that was just the way Bianca’s hips swayed slightly ahead of him, the dim glow from the patio lights catching the curve of her bare shoulders.

The hot tub sat in the far corner, half-hidden by potted plants and a wooden trellis. Steam curled off the water’s surface, catching the moonlight. It was a gorgeous setting.

Bianca set her wine glass on the ledge and turned to face him, that smirk still playing at her lips. “You’re overthinking this,” she said, as if reading his mind.

Tristan swallowed. “I’m not—” He protested, but she was right.

“You are.” She hooked a thumb under the hem of her top, lifting it just enough to reveal a sliver of toned stomach. “Relax. It’s just water.”

With that, she pulled the fabric over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it onto a nearby chair. Tristan stopped breathing. All he could do was check her out. It took all of his willpower to not stare, like a creep.

Her bra was black, lace-trimmed, and—Christ—it left very little to the imagination. She was busty, indeed. At least a C cup, he thought, but more likely a D.

She didn’t wait for him to recover. Her leggings followed, shimmied down her hips and kicked aside, leaving her in just that sinful bra and a pair of matching panties. Tristan could already feel the heat pooling in his cheeks.

“Your turn,” she said, nodding at him.

Tristan’s mouth had gone completely dry. He fumbled with the hem of his shirt, pulling it off with a lot less grace than she had, his skin prickling under her gaze. When he reached for his waistband, Bianca let out a soft laugh.

“You can do it,” she teasingly reassured him, before stepping into the tub. The water rippled around her as she sank in, her sigh of pleasure audible. “Unless you’re shy?”

That snapped him out of it. He pulled his pants down—screw it—and stepped into the hot tub before he could second-guess himself. The water was scalding at first, then perfect, the jets humming to life as he settled across from her.

Bianca leaned back, arms spread along the edge. “Better?”

“Yeah,” he admitted, though his pulse hadn’t slowed. Not with the way the water made her skin glisten, not with the way her knees brushed his under the surface.

She lifted her wine glass, taking a slow sip. “So,” she said, dragging her toe along his calf. “Tell me something you’ve never told anyone else.”

Tristan’s grip tightened on his beer. Perhaps too much. He realized what he was doing and then loosened his grip, not wanting to shatter the glass in his hand.

The bubbles fizzed between them, the steam blurring the edges of everything—the yard, the night, the line between just talking and whatever this was becoming.

“Uhhh, I don’t know,” he said, struggling. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to participate. He desperately did! He just needed to think of something EXCITING! But, not too exciting. Or crazy. Or worrisome. But he also didn’t want to seem lame! The stress only clouded his thoughts, making him worry more about coming off as a boring person.

“Oh, come on! There must be something you haven’t told anyone else before,” Bianca teased him. “You don’t want to tell me a secret?” she said, continuing to flirt with him.

“No, I do!” Tristan insisted, perhaps a little desperately. He was really scrambling to come up with something, now. He wanted to come up with something impressive... but nothing came to mind.

Bianca thought about revealing a secret, thinking that might help to make Tristan a little more comfortable. But just as she was going to, Tristan cut her off.

“I, uh... I’ve never been with an older woman before,” he said with a blush. As soon as he’d said it, he thought he’d made a mistake. He was immediately kicking himself. But he didn’t want to sit there and seem boring! And besides, he wanted her to know for certain that he was interested in her. While it was a little sloppy, and probably not what she was looking for, at least he’d made an attempt to connect with her.

Bianca giggled, then smiled. “You’re cute,” she said, before looking him up and down, as if inspecting him.

“I’m sorry, maybe I wasn’t supposed to say that,” Tristan apologized awkwardly. He knew he was fumbling this. Badly, too.

“No no, it’s okay!” Bianca insisted. “It wasn’t exactly what I was looking for, but that’s fine! I thought you were going to tell me something stupid you did as a teenager... or maybe a hookup-gone-wrong story, something like that,” she said as she laughed off his comment.

“Oh, yeah, that makes more sense,” Tristan blushed shyly. But before he could continue, Bianca said.

“Come here.”

“Huh? What?” Tristan asked. Pointing, as if confused about where she wanted him.

“Come, join me. Sit beside me,” she said, gesturing as if she’d saved him a seat.

He did as she asked. He tried not to sit too close, not knowing if it’d scare her off. But also not to sit too far, as he didn’t want to seem uncomfortable or lacking confidence.

“Closer,” she said with a look that was similar to a naughty smirk on her face. At least, that’s what Tristan thought.

He moved in closer, just as she’d asked. Then, she whispered to him.

“You wouldn’t be the first younger guy I’d been with.” She pulled back, grinning wide, making sure to look him right in his eyes.

Tristan was bewildered. He felt certain now that she was coming onto him. And he wanted every part of it.

She giggled, laughing more at his reaction. “Do you like me Tristan?” She teased him.

“O-of course!” he said, trying to seem more confident. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Good... I think I like you too,” she confessed.

Then, before he could even react, she leaned in. All the way in. And next thing he knew, her lips were locked on his.

Out of nowhere, he was engaged in a deep, passionate kiss, with one of the sexiest women he’d ever seen. It was almost too good to be true.
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Chapter 5: Hotter
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The moment Bianca’s lips met his, the world narrowed to the slick heat of her mouth, the champagne tang of wine on her tongue, the way her fingers curled into his hair to pull him closer. Tristan groaned against her, his hands finding the smooth slope of her waist under the water, the lace of her bra damp beneath his fingertips.

She kissed like she did everything else—confident, teasing, impossible to resist. When she bit gently at his lower lip, he shuddered, his grip tightening.

“Mmm... You’re eager,” she murmured, pulling back just enough to watch his face. Her thumb brushed his bottom lip, smearing the wetness there. “I like that.”

Tristan’s pulse roared in his ears. He’d kissed girls before, but never like this—never with the water sloshing around them, her bare legs sliding against his under the surface, her breath hot and uneven against his mouth.

Bianca didn’t give him time to overthink it. She reclaimed his lips with a hunger that left him dizzy, her hands mapping his shoulders, his chest, lower—

He gasped when her fingers grazed the waistband of his boxers.

“Still shy?” she teased, but her voice had gone rough.

“No,” he lied, his voice cracking. He did truly want this. But he couldn’t calm his nerves.

She laughed, low and throaty, before kissing him again, slower this time. Deeper. Her tongue swept against his, and Tristan forgot to be nervous, forgot to breathe, forgot everything but the way her body moved in sync with his.

The jets hummed around them, bubbles fizzing against their skin. Bianca’s bra strap slipped down one shoulder, revealing the swell of her breast, water droplets clinging to her skin like diamonds. Tristan couldn’t wait for more.

“You can touch,” she whispered, guiding his hand up.

He obeyed, his thumb brushing her nipple through the soaked lace. The sound she made—a soft, punched-out moan—went straight to his groin.

They lost track of time. The night air cooled around them, but the water stayed hot, steam curling off their shoulders as they traded kisses, touches, and an increasing amount of intimacy. Tristan learned the curve of her neck, the way she sighed when he sucked lightly at her pulse point. Bianca, in turn, explored every inch of him she could reach, her hands clever and demanding.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed. “We should go inside,” she said, her voice light, but insistent.

Tristan blinked, dazed. “Yeah. Okay.” He would’ve done just about anything she’d asked at this point.

She stood, water sluicing off her body, her underwear clinging transparently to her curves. The look she gave him was pure sin. “Coming?”

He nodded. God, was he ever.
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Chapter 6: The Couch
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Bianca’s hand slid into Tristan’s as she led him up the steps from the hot tub, water dripping down their bodies, the cool night air biting at their wet skin. She glanced back at him, her lips curling into that smirk he was already addicted to.

“Cold?” she teased, her voice low, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Tristan shook his head, though his skin prickled with goosebumps. “Not even close.”

She laughed, a sound that sent shivers down his spine—this time, not from the cold. They stepped into the dimly lit living room, the carpet soft under their bare feet. The couch loomed ahead, inviting and intimate, bathed in the faint glow of a single lamp. Bianca turned to face him, her hands already reaching for the hem of his boxers.

“Let’s get you out of these wet clothes,” she murmured, her fingers brushing against his stomach as she tugged the fabric downward.

Tristan’s breath caught as she peeled his boxers off him, her hands skimming his chest, his hips, and his thighs before letting the wet fabric drop to the floor. Her gaze lingered on his body, and he felt a surge of heat under her scrutiny. She couldn’t help but smile as she saw him fully nude for the first time. He reached for her, his hands trembling slightly as he traced the straps of her bra, the wet lace still clinging to her skin.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

Bianca arched her brow, but she didn’t argue. She reached behind her back, unhooking the bra with practiced ease, and let it slide down her arms. Tristan’s eyes dropped to her breasts, the sight of them bare and glistening with water stealing his breath. They were magnificent.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered, the words slipping out before he could stop them.

Her smile softened, and she stepped closer, her hands sliding up his chest to his shoulders. “Flatterer,” she accused, but the way her eyes darkened told him she liked it.

She kissed him then, slow and deep, her body pressing against his. Tristan groaned into her mouth, his hands finding her hips, pulling her closer. He could feel every curve of her, every inch of her skin against his, and it was overwhelming in the best way.

Her hands moved to his waist, and he tensed for a moment before she looked up at him, her eyes searching his. “Is this okay?” she asked, her voice soft, giving him an out if he wanted it.

Tristan nodded, his throat tight. “More than okay.”

She smiled and slowly began to stroke him. Never before had he felt so completely exposed. Her gaze traveled over him, and he felt a mix of vulnerability and pride under her scrutiny. He tried not to groan yet, but it proved difficult. She was clearly good at this.

His hands returned to her hips. His grip was gentle but firm. “You’re perfect,” he said,  voice husky as he pulled her closer.

Before she even responded, she dropped to her knees, her hands sliding up his thighs. Tristan breathed in, deeply, his hands instinctively tangling in her hair.

“Bianca—”

She looked up at him, her eyes flush with desire. “Let me take care of you,” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. He could hardly wait for it; he just didn’t want to seem selfish. He never got another chance to protest.

Next, her mouth was on him, and he let out a strangled groan, his head falling back. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing, before she took him deeper, her hands gripping his hips to steady herself. Tristan’s knees threatened to buckle, but he held on, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“Oh God!” Tristan groaned. He couldn’t stop himself.

It felt like forever and not nearly long enough when she pulled back, her lips swollen, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. She stood, her hands sliding up his chest, and kissed him again, letting him taste himself on her tongue.

“Fuck,” he gasped against her lips, his voice shaking. He grabbed at her rear and pulled her to him, kissing her more deeply.

She laughed softly, her hands sliding down to his ass. “Not yet,” she murmured, nipping at his lower lip. “But soon.”

She stepped back, her hands moving to her own underwear, and Tristan watched, mesmerized, as she peeled them off, her body fully revealed to him. She was stunning—every curve, every line, every bit of her. He’d never wanted anybody more.

She took his hand and led him to the couch, pushing him down onto the cushions before straddling him. Her hands found his shoulders, her lips trailing down his neck, his chest, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. Tristan’s hands gripped her hips, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she moved against him.

“Bianca,” he whispered, his voice filled with need.

She looked up at him, her eyes hooded, her lips curved into a smirk. “Tell me what you want,” she said, her voice low, demanding.

He swallowed hard, his hands tightening on her hips. “You. I want you.”

Her smile widened, and she reached down between her legs, guiding him to her entrance. Slowly, she sank down onto him, her body opening to take him in. Tristan’s head fell back, a groan tearing from his throat as she sheathed him completely.

Almost silently, Tristan gasped, barely making a sound. One simple, quiet “Ah!” slipped out.

For a moment, neither of them moved, the sensation of being joined too intense, too overwhelming. Then Bianca rocked her hips, and Tristan’s eyes shot open, his hands gripping her waist as she began to move.

She set a torturously slow pace, her hands braced on his shoulders, her eyes locked on his. Every movement was deliberate, every slide of her body against his sending jolts of pleasure through him. He could feel every inch of her, every clench of her muscles around him, and it was almost too much.

“You feel so good,” she murmured, her voice breathless, her hips rolling in a way that made him see stars.

Tristan’s hands moved up her back, pulling her closer, his lips finding hers in a messy, desperate kiss. He could taste her, feel her, and it was intoxicating.

Her pace quickened, her body rocking against his, and Tristan’s grip tightened, his hips now meeting her thrust for thrust. The sound of her moans, the feel of her skin against his, the way she moved—it was all-consuming, overwhelming. It was perfect.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Tristan nodded, his own release coiling tight in his gut. “Me too.”

She leaned back, her fingers sliding down his chest, clawing him lightly. Her hips again moved faster, harder. “Come with me,” she demanded, her voice raw with need.

Tristan was surprised to hear it. He was stunned, still, to even be in this scenario. But he was completely on board.

Her body clenched around him, and he was lost, his vision going white as pleasure ripped through him. Bianca cried out, her head falling back, her body shuddering with her own release as they tumbled over the edge together.

“Oh fuck!” Bianca cried out. Tristan thought he should moan something too, trying to find a good word to use. He never found one. “Yes! YES!” He cried out, savouring every moment of his orgasm.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breaths mingling. Then Bianca slid off him, collapsing onto the couch beside him, her head resting on his chest.

“Wow,” she whispered, her voice soft, but satisfied.

Tristan laughed, the sound shaky but genuine. “Yeah. Wow.”
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Chapter 7: Break
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The afterglow settled over them like a shared secret, warm and languid. Tristan traced idle patterns along Bianca's bare shoulder as she lay against his chest, their breathing slowly returning to normal. The living room smelled of sex and the faint citrus of her shampoo, the only sound the occasional creak of the couch beneath them.

Bianca stretched, her muscles rippling under his fingertips, before pushing herself up. "Water?" she asked, already swinging her legs off the couch.

"Yeah. Thanks." His voice came out rougher than he'd expected.

He watched her walk to the kitchen—the confident sway of her hips, the way she didn't bother covering herself. Like she owned the space. Like she owned him. The faucet ran, glasses clinked, and when she returned, she handed him a tumbler beaded with condensation.

"You good?" She took a long sip, watching him over the rim.

Tristan nodded, the cool water soothing his throat. "Better than good."

She smirked, settling beside him again, their thighs touching. For a few minutes, they talked—easy, meandering things. The weird art on her walls ("Property owner's taste, not mine," she insisted), his upcoming job interview ("You'll crush it"), the way the couch groaned when they'd—

Then she tilted her head, her fingers trailing up his forearm. "Want to go again?"

Tristan choked on his water. “Huh? Are you serious?” he asked, in near disbelief.

Bianca laughed, thumping him on the back. "That a no?"

"No! I mean—yes. God, yes. Let’s go again!" He wiped his mouth, sheepishly. "I just didn't think you'd... you know. So soon." Despite his poor English, she understood what he was getting at.

Her grin turned wicked. "I guess I just have a high drive." She shrugged, but her eyes stayed locked on his. "We don't have to." Again, she wanted to give him a way out.

He set the glass down with a decisive clink. "I'm in."

Bianca's smile softened at the edges, something almost fond in it. She stood, offering her hand. "Bedroom, then."

Tristan took it, letting her help pull him up. Her fingers laced through his as she led him down the hall, their shadows merging on the wall behind them.
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Chapter 8: The Shower
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The hallway was dimly lit, the only sound was the soft pad of their footsteps on the worn carpet. Bianca’s grip on Tristan’s hand was firm but warm, a silent reassurance that she wanted him every bit as much as he wanted her. As they neared the bedroom, she turned to face him, her free hand reaching up to brush a strand of hair from her face. Her lips curved into a small, mischievous smile.

“Wait, we’re all wet. I don’t know if it’s a good idea to get the only bed here completely soaked. How would you feel about the shower instead?” Bianca asked, her voice both eager and teasing.

Tristan’s heart pounded in his chest, his skin already tingling with anticipation. This was a nice surprise. “Absolutely,” he replied, his voice finally sounding confident.

Bianca’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she stepped into the bathroom, pulling him along. She flicked on the light, and the room was bathed in a soft, warm glow. The shower was a simple glass enclosure, the tiles gleaming faintly under the light. She let go of his hand and reached for the faucet, turning it on. The sound of rushing water filled the room, and steam began to rise, curling in the air like tendrils of mist.

She turned back to him, her gaze locking with his. Her breasts were bare, and Tristan was struck anew by her beauty. He felt lucky to even be in her presence, let alone see her naked.

Tristan watched, transfixed, as she stood before him with nothing on. He was eyeing her up from head to toe. She gave him a knowing smile, taking it as a compliment. That smile just did things to him. Tristan felt a rush of desire so intense it left him momentarily speechless.

“Well?” she asked, her voice dripping with challenge.

Tristan liked this dare from her. Then, he walked over, and immediately pulled her into an aggressive kiss. He touched her chin, fairly gently, making her look up towards him. And then the second round officially began as their lips reconnected.

Bianca leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a kiss that was soft and lingering, yet filled with unspoken promises. Her hands began to trail and roam his body. After a few more treasured moments, she broke the kiss.

“Let’s get clean,” she whispered against his lips, her breath warm.

He nodded, unable to form words, and followed her into the shower. The water was hot, cascading over them in a soothing rhythm. Bianca tilted her head back, letting it run through her hair, and Tristan couldn’t help but admire her. The way the water streamed over her breasts, before falling to the drain below. She was stunning, every inch of her body a masterpiece, and he felt a surge of possessiveness, a need to claim her as his own.

She turned to him, her hands reaching for the soap. She lathered it between her palms, her eyes never leaving his, and then she began to wash him. Her hands slid over his chest, her touch deliberate and sensual, and Tristan’s breath hitched. He let her take control, surrendering to the sensations as she moved lower, her fingers tracing the contours of his stomach before wrapping around his length.

“Fuck,” he murmured, his hips instinctively thrusting into her hand. It felt irresistibly good. 

Bianca’s lips curved into a smug smile, and she tightened her grip, stroking him slowly. “You like that?” she teased, her voice a husky whisper.

“You know I do,” he replied, his voice strained.

She chuckled, leaning in to kiss him again, her mouth hot and demanding against his. Her tongue slid into his mouth, and Tristan groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Their bodies pressed together, and the heat between them was electrifying.

Bianca broke the kiss, her breath coming in short gasps, and turned around, bracing her hands against the tiled wall. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes dark with desire. “Take me,” she said, her voice trembling with need.

Tristan didn’t hesitate. He stepped closer, his hands gripping her hips, and positioned himself behind her. He adjusted both her and himself as needed, and before long, she felt him at her entrance. He pushed inside her slowly, letting her adjust to his size, and Bianca moaned, her head falling forward. She was tight, her walls clenching around him, and it took all of Tristan’s self-control not to lose himself in the sensation.

He began to move, his thrusts steady and deliberate, and Bianca’s moans grew louder. She arched her back, pressing herself against him, and Tristan gripped her hips harder, pulling her back onto him with each thrust. The sound of their skin slapping together echoed in the small space, mingling with the sound of the water and their ragged breaths.

Bianca reached back, her hand finding his, and their fingers intertwined. She squeezed his hand tightly, her body trembling as she neared her climax, and Tristan’s pace quickened, his own release building.

“Fuck, Tristan,” she moaned, her voice muffled by the steam.

He didn’t respond, too focused on the way she felt around him, the way she moaned his name, the way her body moved in perfect sync with his. He bent over her, his chest pressing against her back, and buried his face in her neck, kissing and nipping at her skin.

Bianca’s body tensed, and soon she cried out, her walls tightening around him as she came. Tristan followed her over the edge, his release crashing over him like a wave. He buried himself deep inside her, his hips jerking as he spilled himself, his groans muffled against her skin. She took him; every drop of him.

For a moment, they stood there, their bodies still joined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Slowly, Tristan began to pull out. The water continued to pour over them, washing away the evidence of their passion, but the intensity of what had just happened lingered in the air.

Bianca straightened, turning to face him, her eyes soft and filled with something that looked a lot like affection. She reached up, brushing a strand of wet hair from his forehead, and kissed him gently.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered against his lips.

Tristan’s heart swelled with something he couldn’t quite name, and he pulled her into his arms, holding her close. The water was beginning to cool, but neither of them seemed to notice. All that mattered was the way they fit together, the way their hearts seemed to beat in unison.

“No,” he murmured, his voice rough with emotion. “You’re incredible.”

Bianca smiled, and Tristan kissed her again, his heart pounding in his chest as he wondered what the future held for them; if it held anything at all. For now, though, he was content to stay right here, in this moment, with the woman who had just turned his world upside down.
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Chapter 9: Drying Off
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The water shut off with a squeak of the pipes, leaving them standing in the steam-filled shower, breathless and grinning. Bianca swiped water from her eyes and flicked it at Tristan.

"Hey!" He laughed, catching her wrist and pulling her close.

"Payback for that last move," she teased, her breasts pressing against his chest as she reached past him for a towel.

Tristan watched as she wrapped the fabric around her body, tucking it just above her breasts. Droplets still clung to her collarbone. He wanted to lick them off.

"See something you like?" She arched an eyebrow, tossing him his own towel.

"Maybe." He caught it with one hand, using the other to pull her in for a quick kiss. "Just taking a mental picture."

“A picture, huh? Hope you’ve got storage space,” Bianca hit back with.

“Oh, for this, I definitely do.” Tristan grinned from ear to ear, as he checked her out.

Bianca's smirk softened as she stepped out onto the bath mat. "It’s that good, huh?" She was flattered by how attracted he seemed to her.

"Even better." Tristan followed, rubbing the towel through his hair. "I didn't know showers could be an Olympic sport."

She burst out laughing, the sound warm and unexpected. "You're ridiculous." Grabbing a second towel, she reached up to dry his back where he'd missed. Her fingers lingered between his shoulder blades.

"You're not so bad yourself, college boy."

They moved through the steamy bathroom, wiping fog from the mirror, bumping hips, stealing touches. Bianca squeezed water from her hair, watching him in the reflection.

"Seriously though," she said, quieter now. "That was...unexpectedly amazing."

Tristan stilled, towel hanging around his neck. The raw honesty in her voice did something funny to his chest.

"Yeah," he agreed, stepping closer. "It really was." He was standing a little taller, now.

She turned, rising onto her toes to kiss him—slow this time, no urgency, just warmth. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright.

"Bed?" she asked him.

"Bed." Tristan replied, already reaching for her hand.
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Chapter 10: Afterglow
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The towels lay discarded on the bathroom floor, still damp from their bodies. Bianca led Tristan to the bed by fingertips, her bare feet silent on the hardwood. She pulled back the duvet with one hand, never breaking contact.

"Still with me?" she murmured, brushing a thumb across his knuckles.

Tristan answered by drawing her close, his lips finding the hollow beneath her jaw. She smelled like soap and sex and something indefinably hers. The bed dipped beneath them as they tumbled onto cool sheets.

Bianca curled into him, her back against his chest, his arms circling her waist. The streetlight outside painted gold stripes across her shoulder blades through the blinds. Tristan traced them with his fingertips, learning this new landscape of peace.

"You're thinking too loud," she mumbled into the pillow.

He kissed her shoulder. "Just memorizing."

She turned in his arms, her eyes heavy-lidded but smiling. In the dim light, she looked younger - just a woman, not a fantasy. Her palm found his cheek. "Memorize this instead," she said as she leaned in.

Their last kiss tasted like sleep and possibility. Bianca's breathing slowed first, her fingers going slack against his chest. Tristan watched the flutter of her eyelashes, the part of her lips. The weight of her thigh over his grounded him more than any words could have.

Outside, a car door slammed. A dog barked twice. The world went on turning.

Tristan closed his eyes.

It was a perfect night’s sleep.

––––––––
[image: ]


If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review! It really helps small artists and creators like me better understand my customers. 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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        Axel never expected his summer would turn into a scorching affair. At 18, he's just a regular guy, until his stunning, older neighbour, Camilla, asks him to babysit for her. Little did he know, this seemingly innocent favour would ignite a fire he could never put out.
Camilla is everything Axel's ever dreamed of—mature, alluring, and completely out of his league. But when their eyes lock, a forbidden desire simmers just beneath the surface. What starts as a simple babysitting job quickly spirals into a game of stolen glances, teasing touches, and heated tension.
As the nights unfold, Axel finds himself helplessly drawn to Camilla's intoxicating charm. The air crackles with anticipation, and soon, nothing is off-limits. In the shadows of her home, they surrender to the overwhelming chemistry between them. With every stolen kiss and every inch closer, they push the boundaries of what's right and dive into the forbidden.
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	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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