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Chapter 1: The Teen Next Door
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The crisp December air carried the faint scent of pine and woodsmoke, mingling with the occasional jingle of wind chimes from porch to porch. Hunter adjusted his grip on the spool of Christmas lights, the ladder creaking slightly beneath his weight. His parents had tasked him with decorating the house before they left for their weekend trip, and he was determined to finish before sunset.

He did not want to be doing this. What teen would? But at the same time, he had recently broken a vase of his mother’s and figured this was his cross to bear. She’d been so upset with him, even though it’d been an accident. And now, to finally have a chance to be over and past it, he had to take it. Besides, if he was agreeable and got this done, they could leave for their weekend in a good mood. Maybe they’d even leave early.

Dressed in a fitted thermal shirt and jeans, Hunter worked quickly, ignoring the sting of the cold air against his skin. Across the street, Sabrina stepped out of her house carrying a large wreath adorned with golden ribbons and tiny red ornaments. She paused, squinting up at her front door with a slight frown, her polished boots crunching softly against the frost-covered grass.

Hunter spotted her immediately. Sabrina had always caught his attention, but he made a point of keeping it to himself. She was older—way older than the girls at school—but there was something about her. Maybe it was the way she always looked effortlessly put together, or how her laugh could light up a room. Today, she wore a long, belted coat that hugged her figure, with loose waves of dark hair tumbling past her shoulders.

He climbed down the ladder as casually as possible, coiling the lights around his arm. "Hey, Mrs. Monroe. Need some help?"

Sabrina glanced over, her lips curving into a small, amused smile. "Hunter, hi! I didn’t realize you were home." She tilted her head toward the wreath. "I could use an extra pair of hands. This thing is heavier than it looks."

He crossed the street, careful not to seem too eager. Up close, her perfume was faint but intoxicating, like vanilla and spice. She held the wreath out to him, their fingers brushing briefly.

"Thanks," she said, stepping back to let him take over. "It’s a little tricky getting it just right. The hook keeps slipping."

Hunter positioned the wreath on the door, his tall frame making the task look effortless. He turned to her with a playful grin. "Like this? Or do you want me to add some artistic flair?"

Sabrina laughed softly, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Artistic flair, huh? Let’s keep it simple. I’m not sure the HOA appreciates ‘creative.’"

The wind picked up, sending a shiver through both of them. She tightened the belt on her coat, and Hunter took a step back, admiring his handiwork.

"There. Perfect," he said, brushing his hands off.

"Perfect, indeed," Sabrina agreed, her tone light but her gaze lingering a second too long. She caught herself and glanced toward his parents' house. "Your mom and dad must be keeping you busy with all those decorations."

Hunter shrugged, slipping his hands into his pockets. "Yeah, they’re heading out tomorrow, so I got stuck with the grunt work. They’re lucky I’m nice like that."

"Nice and helpful," she teased, her voice dipping into a lower register. "I’ll have to remember that next time I’m struggling with something over here."

A comfortable silence stretched between them, broken only by the distant hum of a car passing through the neighbourhood.

"So, uh, anything else you need help with?" Hunter asked, trying to sound nonchalant but failing to hide the hint of eagerness in his voice.

Sabrina smiled again, this time softer, more thoughtful. "Not today, but I’ll keep you in mind."

He nodded, pretending to check his watch. "I’d better get back before they think I’ve bailed on the whole project."

"Good idea." She held the door open and leaned against the frame, watching him head back across the street. "Thanks for the help, Hunter. You’re a lifesaver."

"Anytime," he called over his shoulder.

As he climbed back up his ladder, he glanced back toward her house. Sabrina was still standing in the doorway, her arms crossed as she watched him. When their eyes met, she gave a small wave before stepping inside, leaving Hunter with a warm knot of something he couldn’t quite place in his chest.

And so began a holiday season unlike any other.
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Chapter 2: Frosted Windows, Warm Intentions
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Hunter woke the next morning to the sound of his parents bustling about the house, finishing the last of their packing. The smell of fresh coffee wafted up from the kitchen, mingling with the faint scent of peppermint from a candle his mom had probably lit. He stretched, the covers warm and heavy over him, but the icy edge of the morning air nipped at his face and coaxed him to get up.

Downstairs, his mom was loading bags into the hallway while his dad flipped through his phone at the table.

"Morning, champ," his dad said without looking up.

Hunter mumbled a response, still groggy. He poured himself a cup of coffee, wincing as his mom called out instructions. He was barely awake. It only made sense that he could hardly pay attention.

"The lights on the porch are uneven, Hunter. Can you fix them today?" she asked, her voice muffled as she struggled with her oversized suitcase.

"Yeah, sure," he said, trying not to roll his eyes. He decided it wasn’t worth getting flustered or stressed over.

"And don’t forget to check the mail. Oh, and keep an eye on the house! You know how people can get with all these packages being delivered. Don’t need any more porch pirates this year!"

"I got it, Mom," Hunter assured her, leaning against the counter. He’d be here the whole time anyway.

By noon, his parents were finally gone, leaving the house feeling unusually quiet. Hunter wandered aimlessly through the rooms, feeling the familiar mix of freedom and boredom that always came when his parents went out of town. He decided to tidy up the porch lights first, grabbing his jacket and heading outside.

The sun was bright, but the air still carried a sharp chill. Across the street, Sabrina’s house stood as picturesque as ever, her decorations perfectly in place. He spotted her through the frosted living room window, moving gracefully as she adjusted something on her mantel.

He lingered a little too long, the warmth of her image pulling at something inside him. Just as he was about to turn back to his own work, her front door opened.

"Good morning, Hunter!" Sabrina called out, a steaming mug of something in her hand. She was wrapped in a soft cream sweater that clung to her frame, paired with fitted jeans and ankle boots.

"Morning," he replied, his voice cracking slightly as he raised a hand in greeting.

"Fixing the lights?" she asked, crossing her arms and leaning against her porch railing.

"Yeah. My mom said they’re uneven, so..." He gestured vaguely, feeling a little ridiculous.

Sabrina smiled knowingly. "Moms always notice the small things, don’t they? You should come over when you’re done. I just baked some cookies, and there’s way too many for me to eat alone."

"Uh, sure," Hunter said, trying to keep the excitement out of his voice. Could he really be so lucky?

Back on the ladder, he worked quickly, the promise of warm cookies and Sabrina’s company spurring him on. He didn’t have time to waste.

—-
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FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER, he knocked lightly on her door. Sabrina opened it almost immediately, the smell of freshly baked cookies and cinnamon hitting him like a wave. Her home was warm and inviting, with soft holiday music playing in the background.

"Come in, come in," she said, stepping aside. This was a new interaction for him. He’d maybe been here once in his life, if at all. And he’d certainly never visited without his parents before.

Hunter wiped his boots on the mat and entered, taking in the cozy glow of her living room. The fireplace crackled softly, and a plate of cookies sat on the coffee table next to a pair of festive mugs.

"Hot chocolate?" she offered, holding up one of the mugs.

"Yeah, thanks," he said, sitting carefully on the edge of the couch. It would definitely help to warm him up.

Sabrina handed him the mug and sat beside him, tucking her legs under her. "I love this time of year," she said, her voice soft. "Everything feels... magical, you know?"

"Yeah," Hunter agreed, though he wasn’t sure if she meant the season or the moment.

They sipped their drinks in comfortable silence, the warmth of the fire and the faint sound of carols filling the space between them.

"You’re a good kid, Hunter," Sabrina said suddenly, her gaze fixed on the fire.

"Kid?" he said, feigning offense.

She laughed, a low, melodic sound. "Okay, not a kid. A good... young man."

"Better," he said, grinning. He certainly wanted her to perceive him as a man.

She shook her head, smiling. "You remind me of someone I used to know," she said after a moment, her voice quieter.

"Someone good?" he asked. He prayed it was a person she liked, and not some serial killer or deadbeat.

"Someone kind," she replied, her eyes meeting his. There was a softness in her expression that made his heart race.

The moment lingered, but before it could shift into something more, Sabrina cleared her throat and stood.

"Well, I won’t keep you all day," she said, her tone light again. "You probably have other things to do."

"Not really," Hunter admitted, setting his empty mug on the table. He hoped to make the most of this visit.

Sabrina chuckled. "I figured as much. But still, I don’t want to monopolize your time."

"You’re not," he said quickly, standing as well. He also didn’t want to force her to keep him past his welcome. He was doing his best to not be awkward, but struggling with it.

She walked him to the door, her hand brushing his arm lightly as she opened it. "Thanks for stopping by, Hunter. It was nice having company."

"Yeah, it was nice," he said, feeling a little socially unaware, but still not wanting to leave.

She smiled warmly. "See you around, neighbour."

As he stepped outside, the cold air bit at his face, but he barely noticed. His mind was full of Sabrina—the way she looked, the sound of her laugh, the warmth of her home. Had he fucked things up? Did he make her uncomfortable? He couldn’t help but wonder why she’d asked him to go. He hoped it was a simple explanation, and he was just overthinking it.

Back in his own house, he sat on the couch, staring at the blank TV screen. Something had shifted, though he wasn’t quite sure what. He wondered if the thoughts and feelings he’d been having for Sabrina were healthy. He honestly didn’t know the answer.
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Chapter 3: The Window
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The evening arrived quickly, the last glow of sunlight fading into a wintry twilight. Hunter lounged in his room, aimlessly flipping through his phone, but his mind wandered. The quiet of the house felt strange without his parents. It was the kind of silence that left too much room for thoughts to creep in.

After hours of mindless scrolling and a half-hearted attempt at homework, he stood and stretched, deciding he needed a change of scenery. His bedroom faced the street, with a clear view of Sabrina’s house. She hadn’t turned on many lights yet; the soft glow of a lamp illuminated her living room, but the rest of the house was dark.

He glanced across the street, meaning to move on, but something caught his eye. The light in Sabrina’s bedroom flicked on. His heart gave an involuntary jump.

Her window was framed by sheer white curtains, which she rarely closed completely. From his vantage point, the room came into sharp focus. Sabrina entered, untying her hair as she walked, her loose waves spilling down her back. She wore a fitted sweater and leggings, her silhouette captivating against the warm light of the room.

Hunter knew he should look away, but his gaze stayed locked. Something about the moment felt almost unreal, like a scene from a movie playing just for him. He hoped this scene would continue to play out.

Sabrina moved to her dresser, pulling out a drawer. She hesitated, holding up a soft-looking nightgown. She smiled to herself—a small, private smile that made Hunter’s stomach flutter. She placed it on the bed and reached for the hem of her sweater.

Hunter froze in place. Could this really be happening?

The sweater came off slowly, revealing smooth skin and the lace of her bra beneath. She tossed it aside carelessly, her movements unhurried and natural. Her back was to him now, but the curve of her body was enough to leave his pulse racing.

He swallowed hard, his heart pounding so loudly he thought it might echo in the quiet of his room. He wondered if she could hear him somehow, even though she was across the street.

When Sabrina reached behind to unclasp her bra, Hunter’s breath caught. He felt an overwhelming mix of emotions: excitement, guilt, and a deep, almost magnetic pull toward her. He knew he should stop watching, but his feet remained rooted to the spot.

The bra slipped off her shoulders, and she let it fall to the floor. Her movements were graceful, her confidence palpable. Even from a distance, there was something mesmerizing about the way she carried herself, unguarded and unselfconscious. She was unbelievably sexy, even though she wasn’t trying to be.

Sabrina turned slightly, her profile coming into view as she reached for her nightgown. Hunter caught a view of her bare breasts. Their size, about a B cup, was perfect in his mind. Perfect and perky, he thought to himself. His desire for her only multiplied from this sighting.

Her skin glowed softly in the light, her every motion deliberate and serene. She slid the nightgown over her head, the fabric falling gently around her.

Hunter let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. His chest felt tight, his mind racing with thoughts he couldn’t quite untangle.

Then, as if sensing something, Sabrina paused. She glanced toward the window, her gaze lingering for a moment. Hunter ducked instinctively, his heart hammering in his chest.

When he dared to look again, she had turned off the bedroom light, leaving only the faint glow of her bedside lamp visible through the curtains.

Hunter sat back on his bed, his legs shaky beneath him. His mind replayed the scene over and over, each detail burned into his memory. He felt a strange mix of exhilaration and guilt, knowing he had glimpsed something he wasn’t meant to see.

But as much as he tried to push the moment from his mind, he couldn’t. Sabrina had been etched into his thoughts, and there was no escaping it.

The night stretched on, the house around him quiet and still. Hunter lay awake, staring at the ceiling, his thoughts filled with the woman across the street and the undeniable shift in how he saw her now.

His horny teenage instincts had taken control of him now. Whatever guilt he felt simply couldn’t be matched by his level of arousal. Deep down, he felt some semblance of shame. But the rest of Hunter didn’t care one bit. He wanted her. He had to make her his.
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Chapter 4: Touch
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Hunter woke up to the kind of morning that felt heavier than usual. The winter sun filtered through his blinds, casting long stripes of light across his room. He blinked at the ceiling, groaning as the memories of the previous night replayed in his mind like a movie reel stuck on loop. Sabrina. Her silhouette. The warmth of her light. Her smile as she disappeared into her house.

He rolled over, punching his pillow.

"Get a grip, dude," he muttered to himself. But even as he said it, he felt his pulse quicken, his thoughts drifting to the soft curve of Sabrina’s shoulders, the way her hair fell in loose waves when she’d let it down.

Hunter sat up, rubbing his face. He needed a distraction. Something—anything—to pull him out of this spiral. He reached for his phone, scrolling through his usual apps, but nothing held his attention for long. Even the memes that usually cracked him up seemed dull compared to the vivid images flashing through his mind.

He tossed the phone aside and stared at his ceiling again. A poster of his favourite band hung there, but even that couldn’t save him.

"Maybe food," he said aloud, leaping out of bed. Food was always the answer.

In the kitchen, he rummaged through the fridge, but nothing looked appealing. His mom’s leftovers were wrapped up in neat containers, but they felt too fussy for his current mood. He settled for cereal, eating it straight out of the box while standing in front of the open fridge door.

But even then, the taste of sugary flakes couldn’t drown out the heat building in his chest—or elsewhere. He let out a frustrated groan and dropped the cereal box on the counter.

Hunter paced the living room, glancing out the window toward Sabrina’s house. Her car was in the driveway, but her curtains were drawn. He tried not to think about what she might be doing behind them.

"Okay, enough," he said, slapping his cheeks lightly with both hands. "You’re being ridiculous."

But it wasn’t just ridiculous. It was maddening. Every time he tried to focus on something else, her image crept back in, vivid and unrelenting. It wasn’t just about what he’d seen. It was the way she made him feel—like he was caught in a current he couldn’t swim against. He was drowning in Sabrina’s waters.

Finally, he gave in.

Back in his room, Hunter closed the door and locked it for good measure. He stood in the middle of the room for a moment, as if waiting for some divine intervention to save him from himself. When none came, he sat on the edge of his bed, his hands clenching and unclenching at his sides.

"Just... this one time," he muttered, his face hot even though he was alone.

He flopped back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling again, his mind swirling with thoughts he couldn’t hold back any longer. The image of Sabrina’s soft smile. The way she laughed at his jokes, even the dumb ones. Her perfume, faint and intoxicating, that always lingered in the air whenever she walked by.

Hunter’s breathing quickened. He glanced around his room as if someone might barge in, even though he was home alone. His thoughts grew bolder, less restrained, and he let himself imagine what it might be like to be close to her, to feel her warmth, her touch—

And that was all it took.

The next few moments passed in a blur of frenzied energy and awkward stroking, punctuated by his occasional muttering, "Oh my God," and him fumbling with the Kleenex box to make sure it was nearby. He was going to need it.

After a moment of a powerful, life-draining force, he managed to begin catching his breath. It took him a few minutes to recover. His body had reddened, and was sweaty from the heat of his imagination.

When it was over, Hunter lay sprawled on his bed, staring at the ceiling with a mix of relief and embarrassment.

"Well, there we go," he said to no one in particular.

But as the adrenaline faded, he felt a new wave of self-awareness wash over him. He groaned, burying his face in his hands.

"I need a hobby," he said, his voice muffled.

Most of the rest of the day passed in a haze of avoidance. He avoided the living room window, avoided looking at Sabrina’s house, avoided thinking too hard about what he’d done. But deep down, he knew this wasn’t the last time she’d take over his thoughts.

And that terrified him as much as it thrilled him.
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Chapter 5: Another Interaction
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Hunter hadn’t planned on running into Sabrina again so soon. After the previous night—and his eventful morning—he figured some space would do him good. Yet here he was, standing in her driveway, holding a plastic bag filled with misfit Christmas ornaments his mom had insisted he return to her.

“Why don’t you go give these to Sabrina?” his mom had said before leaving for the weekend. “I borrowed them last year and completely forgot to return them. I feel awful!”

Hunter had tried to argue, but his mom had given him that look—the one that meant resistance was futile.

So now he stood there, his breath visible in the crisp winter air, rehearsing a casual opening line in his head. Hey, Sabrina. Just returning these. No big deal.

But before he could knock, the door swung open.

Sabrina stood there in a fitted sweater dress, her hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders. The dress hugged her figure in a way that made Hunter’s pulse spike, and the soft, over-the-knee boots she wore completed the look.

“Hunter! Hi,” she said, surprised but pleased. “What brings you over?”

He held up the bag, feeling suddenly awkward. “My mom borrowed these from you last year. She wanted me to bring them back,” he said, struggling not to blush as he attempted to act as normal as possible.

“Oh, those! I completely forgot about them.” She stepped aside, gesturing for him to come in. “You didn’t have to go out of your way, though!”

“It’s not a problem,” he said, stepping into the warmth of her house. The smell of cinnamon and vanilla hit him immediately, a mix of holiday candles and whatever she’d been baking. Already, he didn’t want to leave.

Sabrina took the bag from him, her fingers brushing his for a moment. “You’re sweet,” she said with a smile. “Let me put these away.”

As she walked toward the living room, Hunter couldn’t help but notice how effortlessly graceful she was. The dress swayed with each step, and he had to remind himself to breathe. Part of him worried she could smell his desire for her on him.

“You’ve been busy,” he said, nodding toward the decorations that filled her house. A large, beautifully adorned Christmas tree stood in the corner, and the mantle was lined with stockings and twinkling lights.

“Guilty,” she said with a laugh, setting the ornaments on a side table. “I go a little overboard every year. I can’t help it—it’s my favourite holiday.”

“It shows,” he said, smiling. “Looks amazing.”

“Thanks.” She leaned against the arm of the couch, her gaze softening as she looked at him. “How’s your decorating coming along? Or are your parents still making you do all the work?”

“Pretty much,” he said with a shrug. “But I’m almost done. They’re lucky I’m such a team player.”

“Oh, is that what we’re calling it?” she teased, her eyes sparkling. “I seem to recall you being pretty handy with that wreath the other day.”

Hunter laughed, feeling the tension ease between them. “What can I say? I’m a man of many talents.” Hunter liked where this was heading. Or at least, where he hoped this was heading.

“I’ll bet,” she said, her voice dipping just slightly, enough to send a shiver down his spine. ‘God, what a woman,’ Hunter thought to himself.

There was a pause, the kind of silence that wasn’t awkward but charged with something unspoken.

“Hey,” she said suddenly, pushing off the couch. “Since you’re here, would you mind giving me a hand? I’ve been struggling with this stupid ladder all afternoon.”

“Sure,” he said, grateful for the distraction. “What do you need?”

Sabrina led him to the hallway, where a tall step ladder stood beneath a high shelf. “I’m trying to hang this garland,” she explained, holding up a long strand of greenery decorated with twinkling lights and red bows. “But I can’t seem to get it to stay in place.”

Hunter climbed the ladder, his height giving him an advantage. “Like this?” he asked, securing one end of the garland.

“Perfect.” She held the other end, stretching up to meet him. Her fingers brushed his as they worked together, the small contact sending a jolt of electricity through him.

“Careful,” she said with a soft laugh. “Wouldn’t want you to fall.”

“Not a chance,” he said, his voice steady despite the rapid beating of his heart.

They finished securing the garland, and as Hunter stepped down from the ladder, he found himself standing closer to Sabrina than he’d realized.

“Thanks,” she said, her voice softer now. Her eyes met his, and for a moment, the world seemed to shrink to just the two of them.

“No problem,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. His eyes were completely locked onto hers.

The air between them felt heavy, charged. Sabrina’s gaze flickered to his lips, just for a second, but it was enough to send his thoughts spiraling.

“Hunter,” she said, her tone carrying a hint of warning, though her expression betrayed a flicker of something else—something dangerous, exciting.

“Yes?” he said, his voice catching slightly.

She opened her mouth to say something but seemed to think better of it. Instead, she stepped back, breaking the tension.

“You’re a lifesaver,” she said with a smile, though her cheeks were faintly pink. “I don’t know what I’d do without my helpful neighbour.”

“Anytime,” he said, his own face warm.

As he walked back home, his heart pounding, Hunter couldn’t shake the feeling that the line between them had blurred—just a little. And it left him wanting more.
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Chapter 6: Tea or Hot Chocolate?
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The afternoon sky was overcast, a thick blanket of grey clouds threatening snow. Hunter was outside stringing the last of the Christmas lights along the bushes in front of his house. He figured he’d make his mom happy. It’d be something nice to return home to.

His breath came in puffs, the cold biting at his fingertips despite his gloves. He hated how the cold affected his fingers. This was his least favourite part of Winter. Well, that or the shoveling.

It wasn’t the most exciting way to spend a Saturday, but he was glad to keep busy. It kept his thoughts from drifting too far—specifically toward Sabrina.

At least until he saw her.

She was outside on her porch, bundled in a chic coat with a scarf wrapped loosely around her neck. Sabrina waved when she caught his eye, her smile as warm as ever.

“Hunter!” she called. “Still working on those lights?”

“Just about finished,” he said, straightening up and wiping his gloved hands on his jacket.

She stepped off the porch and crossed the street, her boots crunching against the frost-covered pavement. Hunter’s heart did that now-familiar lurch, and he quickly busied himself with the tangled strand of lights in his hand.

“You look frozen,” she said when she reached him. “How long have you been out here?”

“A while,” he admitted, shrugging. “Gotta get it done before it snows.”

Sabrina frowned slightly, her brows knitting together. “You’ll catch your death in this weather. Come over and warm up. I just made hot chocolate. Or, I have tea if you’d prefer!”

Hunter hesitated, glancing toward his house. He was unsure if he should finish first. But he definitely wanted to spend some more time with Sabrina.

“No one’s home, right?” she added, her voice light but teasing. “I promise I won’t tell your parents you took a break.”

He chuckled, feeling his resolve crumble. “Okay, you’ve convinced me. Hot chocolate sounds pretty good right now.”

She led him across the street and into her cozy, warmly lit house. The smell of cinnamon and vanilla wrapped around him like a hug, instantly melting away the cold.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Sabrina said, hanging her coat on the rack by the door. She disappeared into the kitchen, leaving Hunter standing awkwardly in the living room.

He sat on the couch, glancing around. The Christmas tree twinkled in the corner, and the soft hum of holiday music played from a speaker. Everything about her home felt inviting, like stepping into one of those Christmas movies his mom loved.

Sabrina returned with two steaming mugs, setting them on the coffee table. “Hot chocolate with marshmallows,” she said with a grin. “The only way to have it.”

“Thanks,” he said, taking a mug and smiling wide. The warmth seeped into his hands, and he took a careful sip. It was rich and creamy, with just the right amount of sweetness. It was exactly what he needed.

“So,” Sabrina said, settling onto the couch beside him, her legs tucked under her. “How’s the decorating going? Almost done?”

“Almost,” he said. “It’s a lot more work than I thought it’d be.”

She laughed softly. “Welcome to adulthood. It’s not all fun and games, is it?”

Hunter smirked. “I guess not. But hey, at least the lights look good!”

“They do,” she agreed, her gaze lingering on him. “You’re a good kid, Hunter. Your parents must be proud.”

He shifted slightly, suddenly feeling self-conscious. “I don’t know about that.”

“I do,” she said, her tone sincere. “You’re hardworking, polite... and you’ve got a good sense of humor.”

Hunter felt his face heat, and it wasn’t just from the hot chocolate. “Thanks,” he said, not sure what else to say. He wanted to say so many things to her. But his mind couldn’t form a coherent thought. He struggled to say something. Anything. What he would have given to say something that would make her like him more.

The conversation drifted to other topics—school, her job, holiday plans. The more they talked, the more at ease he felt. Sabrina had a way of making him feel like the most interesting person in the room, even when he was sure he wasn’t.

At some point, she shifted closer, reaching for a blanket draped over the back of the couch. “It’s freezing in here,” she said, pulling it over her legs. “You must be freezing too.”

“I’m okay,” he said, though the warmth of the blanket looked tempting.

Sabrina raised an eyebrow, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “Don’t be shy. There’s plenty of room.”

Before he could think too much about it, she draped the blanket over both of them. The soft fabric brushed against his arm, and he caught a faint whiff of her perfume—vanilla and something spicy. It was intoxicating.

“Better?” she asked, her voice softer now.

“Yeah,” he said, his heart thudding in his chest.

They sat in silence for a moment, the only sound the crackling of the fireplace and the faint strains of holiday music.

“You’re a good neighbour, you know that?” Sabrina said, her gaze fixed on him.

Hunter chuckled nervously. “I try.”

She reached out, her fingers lightly brushing his arm. “I mean it. You’re sweet... and mature for your age.”

He swallowed hard, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through him. “Thanks,” he managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sabrina’s gaze lingered on him, her smile softening. “It’s nice having someone around who’s so... dependable.”

The air between them felt heavy, charged with something unspoken. Hunter’s pulse raced, and for a moment, he thought she might lean closer.

But instead, she pulled back, her smile turning playful. “You’d better finish your hot chocolate before it gets cold,” she said, breaking the tension.

“Right,” he said, his voice a little shaky.

As they sipped their drinks, the moment hung in the air, unspoken but undeniable. Sabrina’s smile, her laugh, the way her fingers had brushed his arm—it was very mild, but somehow still so sexy to Hunter. He felt enamoured with her.

And for the first time, he couldn’t help but wonder if she felt it too.
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Chapter 7: The Night


[image: ]


The fire crackled softly in Sabrina’s living room, casting a warm, golden glow over the space. The scent of pine and cinnamon lingered in the air, mingling with the faint traces of Sabrina’s vanilla-and-spice perfume. Hunter leaned back on the couch, his body half-wrapped in the shared blanket, his mind racing.

The evening felt surreal, like the kind of perfect holiday moment you'd see in a movie. But what struck Hunter most was the way Sabrina looked at him. It wasn’t just friendly or neighbourly—it felt like something more.

And then she said it.

“You know, Hunter,” Sabrina began, her voice low and smooth, “it’s nice having someone around I can actually talk to.”

He glanced at her, caught off guard. “Really?” He asked, trying not to sound too excited.

She smiled softly, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. “Absolutely. The holidays can feel... lonely sometimes. It’s nice to have company.”

Hunter swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. “I mean, I’m happy to help. Anytime you need, you know... company.” Immediately after saying it, he wondered if he’d been too forward.

Her lips quirked into a playful smile, and she leaned back against the couch, stretching her legs slightly under the blanket. Her socked foot brushed against his, a casual touch that sent a spark through him.

“Well, don’t say that unless you mean it,” she teased.

Hunter hesitated, his pulse quickening. “I mean it.”

The air in the room shifted. It was subtle—just the way her gaze lingered on his a moment too long, the way her fingers toyed absentmindedly with the edge of the blanket. Sabrina seemed completely at ease, but to Hunter, the tension was palpable.

“Do you want another hot chocolate?” she asked suddenly, breaking the silence.

He shook his head quickly. “No, I’m good. This is... nice.”

She studied him for a moment, her expression unreadable, then smiled. “It is nice.”

Sabrina leaned forward to adjust the blanket, her fingers brushing against his leg. It was an innocent touch—completely accidental—but Hunter felt his breath hitch. She must have noticed because her eyes flicked up to meet his, a flicker of amusement dancing in her gaze.

“You okay?” she asked, her voice tinged with laughter.

“Yeah,” he said quickly, his face flushing.

Sabrina chuckled softly, settling back into the couch. “Relax, Hunter. You look like you’re about to jump out of your skin.”

He let out a nervous laugh, running a hand through his hair. “Sorry. I’m just... I don’t know.”

“Don’t be sorry,” she said gently. Her voice softened, and she reached out, placing a hand lightly on his arm. “It’s just me.”

The warmth of her touch sent a shiver down his spine, and for a moment, neither of them moved. Her hand lingered on his arm, her fingers curling slightly as if testing the waters.

Hunter didn’t dare breathe.

“You’re sweet,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper.

Her gaze dropped to his lips for the briefest moment before she pulled her hand back, breaking the spell. She stood abruptly, smoothing the blanket over her legs.

“Well,” she said, her tone returning to its usual lightness. “It’s getting late. You’re welcome to stay a little longer if you want, but I don’t want your parents to worry.”

Hunter blinked, trying to process the sudden shift. “They’re not home until tomorrow.”

Sabrina paused, her eyes meeting his. “Oh? Oh yeah. Right, I forgot. Then I suppose you’re not in a rush.” Sabrina smiled warmly at him.

He shook his head. “Not at all.”

She smiled, her gaze lingering on him. “In that case, why don’t you stay a while? I’ll make some tea—or maybe another hot chocolate?”

Hunter’s heart pounded. There was something in her voice, in the way she looked at him, that made it impossible to say no. “Yeah,” he said, his voice steadier than he felt. “I’d like that.”

“Good,” Sabrina said, her smile widening. She turned and headed toward the kitchen, leaving Hunter alone with his thoughts—and the overwhelming anticipation of what might come next.
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Chapter 8: Wanting
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The fire had burned down to a gentle glow, and the room was filled with the soft hum of holiday music. Hunter sat on the couch, his nerves tingling as he stole a glance at Sabrina. She was radiant in the dim light, her smile relaxed as she leaned against the armrest, sipping the last of her tea.

He felt like he was teetering on the edge of something monumental. The way she looked at him tonight—those lingering glances, the soft brush of her fingers against his arm—it all felt different. More intense.

“Hunter,” she said softly, breaking the silence.

“Yeah?”

She set her cup down and turned to face him fully. “Can I tell you something?”

His throat tightened. “Of course.”

Sabrina hesitated, her gaze searching his face. Then she smiled, her eyes soft. “I’ve really enjoyed tonight. It’s been a long time since I’ve had company like this—someone I can just... be myself with.”

Hunter’s heart raced. “Me too,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Her smile deepened, and she reached out, her fingers grazing his. It was such a small touch, but it sent a jolt of electricity through him.

“Come here,” she said gently, her voice laced with something he couldn’t quite place.

Hunter hesitated for a fraction of a second before sliding closer to her. The blanket pooled around them as Sabrina shifted, her hand lightly resting on his knee.

“You’re so sweet,” she said, her voice low. “And I think you know how much I’ve come to enjoy having you around.”

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly feeling dry again. “I—I like being here.”

Her laugh was soft, almost musical. “I can tell.”

And then, before he could overthink it, she leaned in. Her lips brushed against his, warm and soft, and for a moment, the world seemed to stop.

Hunter froze, his mind reeling, but Sabrina didn’t pull away. She lingered, her kiss light and unhurried, as if waiting for him to respond.

Tentatively, he kissed her back, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. His hand found her arm, trembling slightly as he touched her.

When they finally parted, Sabrina smiled, her face mere inches from his. “Was that okay?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Yeah,” he said quickly, his cheeks flushing. “It was... amazing.”

She laughed softly, her hand brushing against his cheek. “You’re adorable, you know that?”

Hunter’s lips curled into a shy smile. “I don’t know about that.”

“Well, I do,” Sabrina said, her tone playful. Her fingers traced a light path along his arm, sending shivers down his spine.

For a moment, they sat in comfortable silence, their gazes locked. Then Sabrina tilted her head slightly, her smile turning mischievous.

“Would you like to see my bedroom?”

Hunter’s breath hitched, and he blinked, unsure if he’d heard her right. “Your bedroom?”

She nodded, her eyes glinting with amusement. “Yes. I’ve been working on decorating it for the holidays—new lights, new bedding. I’d love your opinion.”

He hesitated, his mind racing. Did she mean what he thought she meant? Or was he just reading too much into it?

“Unless,” Sabrina added, her voice light but teasing, “you’d rather not?”

“No!” he said quickly, then flushed. “I mean, I’d love to. See it, I mean.”

Her laughter was soft and warm, and she reached out, taking his hand in hers. “Come on,” she said, standing and gently tugging him to his feet.

Hunter followed her, his hand trembling slightly in hers. As they climbed the stairs, he couldn’t help but wonder what awaited him. His pulse raced, a mix of excitement and nerves.

When they reached her bedroom door, Sabrina paused, glancing over her shoulder with a playful smile. “Ready?”

Hunter nodded, his voice caught in his throat.

She pushed the door open, revealing a softly lit room decorated with delicate string lights and a perfectly made bed adorned with festive pillows. It was cozy, warm, and undeniably Sabrina.

“Well?” she asked, turning to face him, her hand still in his. “What do you think?”

Hunter swallowed hard, his gaze darting from the room to her. “It’s... beautiful.”

“Good,” Sabrina said, her smile softening. She stepped closer, her free hand resting lightly on his arm. “I hoped you’d like it.”

The air between them felt heavy, charged with unspoken tension. Hunter’s heart pounded as Sabrina leaned in again, her lips brushing against his in a kiss that was deeper, more deliberate this time.

His hands found her waist, trembling slightly as he held her. She smiled against his lips, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Relax,” she whispered, her voice like velvet. “We’ve got all the time in the world.”

And with that, she pulled him further into the room, closing the door softly behind them.
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Chapter 9: Climax
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The room felt warmer now, though the fire downstairs had long since burned low. It wasn’t the temperature but the intensity between them, the way Sabrina’s eyes held his like they were sharing a secret.

Hunter stood frozen in her bedroom, taking in the soft glow of the string lights reflected on her skin. Sabrina stepped closer, her smile soft and inviting, her fingers trailing lightly along his arm.

“You’re quiet,” she teased gently. “What’s going on in that head of yours?”

“Nothing—everything,” he admitted, his voice shaky.

She laughed softly, her hands sliding up to his shoulders. “You’re adorable when you’re nervous. But there’s nothing to be nervous about, Hunter. It’s just us.”

“Just us,” he echoed, though his heart was pounding in his chest.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a kiss that was slow and unhurried, each movement deliberate. Her hands slid to the back of his neck, her fingers tangling in his hair. Hunter melted into her touch, his own hands hesitating before resting on her waist.

“See?” she murmured against his lips. “Not so scary, is it?”

He shook his head, his confidence growing as he kissed her back. Her scent—warm, spicy, intoxicating—wrapped around him, clouding his thoughts.

Sabrina’s hands moved lower, skimming over his chest and down to the hem of his shirt. “This has to go,” she said softly, tugging at the fabric.

Hunter swallowed hard, nodding as he lifted his arms. Sabrina slid his shirt over his head, letting it drop to the floor. Her eyes roamed over him, a slow, appreciative smile curving her lips.

“Very nice,” she said, her tone playful but genuine.

Hunter blushed under her gaze, but her hands on his skin chased away any lingering insecurity. Tentatively, he reached to grab her sweater, his fingers brushing against the soft fabric. He clearly wanted to remove it. He paused, looking up at her for permission.

Sabrina smiled, her hands covering his and guiding him. “Go ahead.”

He pulled the sweater over her head. Revealing her brassiere. Before he knew it, she leaned in for a kiss, allowing him to remove her bra as well. He couldn’t wait to get another look at her topless.

Hunter’s breath hitched, his eyes drinking her in. She was stunning, and the way she looked at him made his head spin.

“You’re doing great,” Sabrina whispered, her hands sliding up to cradle his face. She kissed him again, her lips firmer this time, her body pressing against his.

He let his hands rest on her hips, his fingers curling into the stretchy fabric of her jeans. Sabrina’s hands roamed over his back, her touch igniting sparks wherever she touched.

Slowly, she pulled back, her smile turning sly. “You don’t have to be shy, Hunter. I want you to touch me.”

Her words sent a rush of heat through him, and his hands moved more confidently, exploring the curve of her waist and the smoothness of her back. Sabrina’s own hands drifted lower, grazing along the waistband of his jeans.

“You’re overdressed,” she teased, her fingers toying with the button.

Hunter’s breath caught again, but he nodded, his hands dropping to help her. Together, they worked the button free, the sound of the zipper loud in the otherwise quiet room.

Sabrina smiled, stepping back just enough to ease his jeans down, her hands brushing against his legs as she worked. Hunter’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t stop her, his heart racing as the garment joined the growing pile on the floor.

When she stood again, their gazes locked, the air between them electric. Sabrina’s hand cupped his cheek, her thumb brushing his skin as she leaned in for another kiss.

“Still okay?” she murmured, her lips brushing his.

“Yeah,” he managed, his voice rough. “More than okay.”

The pair leaned in for another kiss. As they slowly pulled away from it, Hunter didn’t know how to escalate further. He only knew that he wanted to.

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

Sabrina’s smile turned tender, and she leaned in, kissing him deeply. Her hands roamed over his chest, her touch setting his skin on fire.

The rest of their clothing came away piece by piece, the intimacy growing with each layer shed. The closeness, the shared laughter as they navigated their nervous energy, made the moment feel almost magical.

Sabrina stepped back, her hand still in his as she guided him toward the bed. “Come here,” she whispered, her voice like a siren’s call.

He followed her into the bed, the pair getting closer than they’d ever been.

He kissed her again, more desperately now, with his hands roaming her naked body. She was perfection, her skin smooth and warm under his fingertips; the way she moved was electric. He couldn’t get enough, his lips and hands roaming every inch of her as if it were his mission to memorize her form.

“Fuck,” he whispered, his breathing ragged. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

“Mmm, watch your language,” she teased breathily, the words muffled by the wet heat of her lips. They kissed again. It was wetter, now.

He didn't care about his dirty talk anymore. He just wanted to make love to her like his life depended on it.

“Fuck me now,” she demanded breathily, her hands tugging him closer. "Don't hold back." Those were almost the exact words he craved, verbatim.

Hunter didn't need to be told twice. In one fluid motion, he took her, the both of them crying out at the sudden shock of intimacy. Had he been more experienced, he probably would have given her more of a warm up. Soon, the only sound was their pounding heartbeats and the gentle sound of skin slapping wet skin.

“Fuck yes,” she gasped, her nails digging into his back. "Harder.”

He didn't hesitate to comply, the both of them moving together in a frenzy of lustful, desperate motions. He wanted to show her just how much he wanted her. Needed her. This was it, the only thing that mattered. She was all he’d ever wanted.

“Fuck,” he grunted, his hips pounding wildly now, the sweat dripping down his back. The two smirked at each other when their eyes connected. Everything felt so right between them.

The heat of the moment overtook them, a primal urge driving them to new heights. Hunter couldn't get enough, his lips and hands roaming every inch of her, his touch sure and confident now. His hands, the strength of his need, the intensity of his desire. He had to show her how wanted she was.

Sabrina moaned, the sound muffled yet full of desire; the pleasure driving them wild. Hunter's hips continued in his primal rhythm, the sensation of her clenching around him driving him crazy.

"More," she panted, "Harder. Harder! Fuck me like that," she begged, her nails digging into the muscles of his back. The clawing hurt at first, but only served to turn him on even more.

He obliged, the sounds of pounding and their lustful union filling the room. "I love the way you moan for me," he grunted with a naughty smirk. It made him feel as though he were fulfilling her needs. She made him feel like such a man.

"More," she demanded, "I need it! Fuck me hard, please!" She begged Hunter, her nails continuing to rake his skin. She knew digging them in had earned her a harder pounding moments earlier. So she eagerly tried it again.

He didn't hesitate, the rhythm of their passion increasing, the room a haze of lustful intent. "I will, forever," he promised, kissing her deeply. They moaned into each other's mouths.

"Fuck! You take me so well," he whispered, the emotion raw and unfiltered. Their eye contact showed each of them how much desire they still had for one another.

Sabrina began to scream, the ecstasy in the moment proving too much. "Hunter," Sabrina cried out, loving the sensations he was giving her with each thrust.

“Ohhhh! Ohhhh!” she screamed out. But then, even though it looked as if she were going to say something, she suddenly couldn’t speak. Sabrina didn’t dare make a sound. He’d brought her right to the edge, and was hitting exactly the right spot.

And that was it. She began to cum, growing immensely loud and gripping tightly at his arms. She needed him close to her.

“Fuck, fuck yes Hunter! Yes please!!!”

Sabrina screamed again, the pleasure of her orgasm proving too much to handle. "Hunter!" she cried out, her voice the only one in the room. The only other sound was the slapping of his testicles against her as he thrusted so deeply inside.

All of her screams, moans, and the grip of her tight pussy squeezing him had carried Hunter to his own climax now. He could feel it building. He was so, so close. It was right there, ahead of him.

He followed her just a moment later, the pleasure too much. He couldn’t wait a single second longer.

“Fuck yeah!” he cried out as he thrusted deeply on his last few strokes before orgasm. Quickly, he pulled out. He played with himself rapidly, before firing it all over her. This was a much better idea than finishing inside, without a condom. There’d be no good way to explain to his mother how Sabrina was pregnant with his baby. Thankfully they’d avoided that.

He came all over her body, just as he’d wanted. Several ropes of his cum shot out of him, landing everywhere. They covered Sabrina’s abdomen, thighs, and some had even landed on her breasts. She seemed happy to please him.

Then, they collapsed in a heap of sweaty, naked limbs, the room a haze of lustful intent. Each of them struggled to catch their breath. Their intimate moment together had been so intense.

The pair smirked at each other. Both Sabrina and Hunter looked exhausted, but they were so very happy with the results.

“How was that?” Sabrina asked him. The look on her face told him that she’d enjoyed it, too.

“So good!” Hunter said, pausing to catch his breath. He grinned, smiling from ear-to-ear, then continued:

"I'm addicted to the way you scream."
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Chapter 10: Rest
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The room was silent except for the soft hum of the heater and the occasional creak of the house settling against the winter chill. Moonlight seeped through a gap in the curtains, casting pale silver streaks across the bed where Hunter lay, wide awake.

Beside him, Sabrina’s breathing was slow and even, her bare shoulder peeking out from beneath the covers. Hunter turned his head, careful not to move too much, and gazed at her. Her hair was spread out across the pillow, the strands catching faint glimmers of light. Her face was peaceful, a soft curve of her lips suggesting she might be dreaming something pleasant.

His chest tightened—not with nerves, but with something deeper, something he hadn’t expected to feel so soon. He thought about the evening that had led them here, the gentle touches, the laughter, and the passion that seemed to ignite every time their eyes met.

For the first time in his life, he felt like he was where he was meant to be.

Hunter shifted slightly, propping himself up on an elbow to get a better look at her. She was mostly covered by the blanket, but the curve of her body was unmistakable. Even in her sleep, she was captivating. He let his gaze linger for a moment, his mind drifting to the way she had looked at him earlier—like he was more than just a boy fumbling through his first real connection, like he was someone who mattered to her.

‘Does she feel the same way I do?’ he wondered, his heart giving a little jump.

He wasn’t naïve enough to think he had it all figured out. There was an undeniable thrill in what they had shared, but with it came questions. How would this change things between them? What would happen when his parents came back? And most of all, how much did she truly care for him?

Still, the doubts weren’t enough to overshadow the happiness he felt in that moment. He glanced at the clock on her bedside table—3:14 a.m. The numbers glowed faintly, a reminder of how late it was. But sleep didn’t come easily, not when his mind was racing with thoughts of her.

Hunter sighed softly, lying back down and turning onto his side to face her. The faint scent of her perfume still lingered in the air, warm and comforting. He smiled to himself, remembering the way she had laughed at his jokes, how she had teased him for being so nervous, and the way she had looked at him afterward, her eyes filled with something he couldn’t quite name but hoped was affection.

Unable to resist, he leaned forward and pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead. Her skin was warm beneath his lips, and for a moment, he stayed there, letting the moment settle over him.

As he pulled back, Sabrina stirred, her brows knitting together for a second before her expression softened again. She shifted closer to him, one arm reaching out to drape across his chest. Her fingers curled slightly, resting against his skin as she snuggled into him.

A wave of warmth flooded him, and Hunter instinctively wrapped his arms around her, pulling her closer. The feel of her body against his was grounding, as if nothing else in the world mattered but this.

Sabrina let out a soft, contented sigh, her face nestled against his shoulder. Hunter closed his eyes, his own breathing beginning to match hers. The weight of the day—and the night—finally began to pull him under.

As sleep claimed him, his last thoughts were of her—the way she made him feel alive, the way she had taken a chance on him, and the hope that this was just the beginning of something neither of them could have anticipated.

With Sabrina in his arms, Hunter drifted off, feeling more at peace than he ever had before.
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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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	      Also by Ms Naughtee

	    

      
	    
          
	      A History In Love

          
        
          
	          A History In Love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      BLACKED

          
        
          
	          Blacked Friday: A Cuck/Hotwife Novel

          
        
          
	          Black Friday 2: Blacker and Darker

          
        
          
	          Interracial: One Wet Night

          
        
          
	          Interracial: Intertwined

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Collections

          
        
          
	          Cucked 2 Book Collection: Backyard Pool Party & A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Sexy St. Patrick's Day: 2 Book Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Cuck: Backyard Pool Party

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Vacation

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Streamer Girlfriend

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Taking It All

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Firefighter Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Halloween Hijinks!

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Boudoir Photo Shoot

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Very Merry XXXmas

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared At Home

          
        
          
	          Cucked: A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The St. Patrick's Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Wife And Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Age Gap Affair

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Know

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Behind Closed Blinds

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Tattoo Artist

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cool Hiking

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Boudoir Photographer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Hedonism

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Neighbor's Son

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared at Sea

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Resort

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Shower Scene

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Dark Desires

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Cold Revenge

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cold Winter Night

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Away At College

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The New Year's Eve Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Unfaithful Wife

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: At The Cottage

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Into His Arms

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lesbian

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Party: A Lesbian Romance Novel

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: My Forever Valentine

          
        
          
	          Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Lesbian Pool Party

          
        
          
	          The Hot Tub: A Lesbian Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Letters

          
        
          
	          Love Letters: A Young Love Story

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 2: The Second Chapter

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 3: A New Beginning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      MILF

          
        
          
	          MILF: Crossing The Age Gap

          
        
          
	          MILF: On The Naughty List

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Babysitter's Secret

          
        
          
	          MILF: My Busty Neighbour

          
        
          
	          MILF: No One Can Know

          
        
          
	          MILF: Books For Sale

          
        
          
	          Cougar: Single & Ready to Mingle

          
        
          
	          The Cougar and Her Cub: An Age Gap Fantasy

          
        
          
	          MILF: Eyes on the Prize

          
        
          
	          MILF: Full-Body Inspection

          
        
          
	          The MILF & The Pool Boy

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey

          
        
          
	          MILF: An Unexpected Hookup

          
        
          
	          MILF: Public Seduction

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Wild Ride

          
        
          
	          MILF: Taken By The Fire

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Bar Pickup

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pregnancy

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Suspense and Secrets

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: The Best Christmas Present

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Prenatal Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Threesome

          
        
          
	          The Threesome: MMF

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: By The Christmas Tree

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: A First Time For Everything

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: St. Patrick's Day

          
        
          
	          Gangbang After Dark: An Interracial Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Silent Springs Secrets

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Til Dawn Do Us Part

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Art Studio

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Blacker & Darker

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Trans

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Dark First Time (M To F)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Friendship Gone Right (Or Wrong)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: My Old Crush

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: Hookup At The Party

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Genie of Love

          
        
      

      
    
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



d2d_images/teaser_2337843_image.jpg





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/scene_break.png





