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Chapter 1: Nothing Unusual
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Axel didn’t bother looking up from his phone when he heard the knock at the door. It was probably one of the neighbours borrowing sugar again or some delivery mix-up. Nothing ever happened in this neighbourhood—it was the kind of place where every lawn was neatly trimmed, every porch had a seasonal wreath or decoration, and the most exciting thing that ever occurred was a garage sale.

From the kitchen, his mom called, “Can you get that?”

Axel sighed, shifting on the couch but making no move to stand.

A second knock, this time more urgent. His mother, clearly exasperated, wiped her hands on a tea towel and walked past him to answer the door herself.

The moment she opened it, Axel finally looked up—and his laziness evaporated.

Camilla. Their neighbour from across the street.

He had seen her before, but never up close like this. She was stunning in a way that didn’t feel real—effortlessly glamorous, even with a frazzled expression. Her hazel eyes were wide, lips slightly parted like she’d rushed here. She wore a sleek black dress that hugged her figure, a thin coat draped over her shoulders. The scent of something expensive—vanilla, maybe jasmine—drifted into the house.

Axel sat up slightly.

Damn.

“I’m so sorry to bother you,” Camilla said, voice smooth yet slightly hurried. “I know this is last-minute, but I—” She exhaled sharply, shaking her head. “My babysitter cancelled, and I have an event tonight that I cannot miss.”

Axel was barely listening to what she was saying. He was too busy looking—at the way her hair framed her face, at the gold pendant resting just above the neckline of her dress, at the subtle confidence she carried, even in distress.

“Oh, that’s awful!” his mother said sympathetically. “Have you tried calling anyone else?”

“I have,” Camilla groaned, exasperated. “No one’s available. I was hoping—” She hesitated, then turned to Axel. “Would you be interested in helping me out?”

Axel blinked. ‘Me?’ He wondered to himself. He was so surprised, he didn’t know what to say.

He didn’t immediately respond. Babysitting? For a four-year-old? Absolutely not. He didn’t do kids. Not that he hated them, but he wasn’t exactly the type to volunteer for babysitting duty on a school night. He had planned on spending the evening scrolling TikTok and maybe playing a few rounds of whatever game his friends were on.

Before he could politely decline, his mother stepped in.

“Oh, Axel would love to help!” she said with way too much enthusiasm.

Axel shot her a look. “I—”

“He’s great with kids,” his mom continued, as if he wasn’t sitting right there. “And he’s always looking to save up money for school. It’s perfect!”

Camilla exhaled in relief. “That would be amazing. It’s just for a few hours. Lily’s already eaten, and she’s winding down for bed. You’d just need to keep an eye on her.” She glanced at Axel again, giving him a small, almost knowing smile. “You’d be doing me a huge favour.”

Axel hesitated. He still didn’t want to do it. But Camilla was looking at him like that—like she needed him. And damn it, he was an eighteen-year-old guy. His brain was already filling in the blanks, even if it was ridiculous.

He forced himself to play it cool.

“Are you sure?” he asked, scratching the back of his neck. “I mean, don’t you want someone with actual babysitting experience?”

Camilla’s lips twitched, as if amused. “I just need someone responsible. And your mom seems pretty confident in you.” She arched a brow. “But if you’re not up for it, I understand.”

Axel knew this was his moment to say no thanks and go back to his evening. He could have just shrugged and let her find someone else.

Instead, he heard himself say, “Alright. I’ll do it.”

Camilla’s shoulders relaxed. “You’re a lifesaver! Thank you, Axel.”

The way she said his name sent an unexpected thrill down his spine.

His mother beamed. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

Camilla pulled out her phone. “Let me give you my number, so you have a way to reach me in case of an emergency.” She typed quickly, then looked up. “Would you be able to come over in the next twenty minutes?”

Axel shoved his phone into his hoodie pocket and nodded. “Yeah, sure.”

“Perfect.” She hesitated for a second, then smiled. “I owe you one.”

And just like that, she turned and walked back into the night, her heels clicking softly against the pavement.

Axel let out a slow breath, watching her go.

This was going to be an interesting night.
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Chapter 2: The First Night
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Axel took a deep breath as he stood on Camilla’s doorstep, shifting the weight of his backpack on one shoulder. The porch light cast a soft glow over the entrance, highlighting the sleek black door with its brass knocker. He lifted his hand to ring the doorbell but hesitated for just a second.

This was ridiculous. It was just a babysitting gig. Nothing weird about it.

And yet, as he pressed the button and heard the faint chime inside, his pulse picked up a little. Something about this excited him.

The door swung open almost immediately, and there she was.

Camilla stood in the doorway, adjusting one of her earrings with a delicate touch. If she had looked good earlier, now she looked insane. The dress—black, form-fitting, and effortlessly elegant—hugged her in all the right ways, and her hair, which had been slightly rushed before, now cascaded in perfect waves. She smelled even better up close, a mix of something floral and warm.

For a brief, unfiltered moment, Axel forgot how to speak. Again.

Then Camilla smiled. “Right on time.”

Axel swallowed, hoping he didn’t look as awkward as he felt. “Yeah. Figured I shouldn’t be late for my first shift!” He joked, trying to lighten the mood.

She chuckled, stepping aside to let him in. “Come in. Lily’s in the living room.”

Axel stepped past her, getting his first real look inside the house. It was nice—not overly fancy, but clean and stylish. Warm lighting, modern furniture, framed photos lining the walls. It smelled like vanilla and something sweet, maybe cookies.

Lily sat on the couch, swinging her legs as she hugged a stuffed bunny. When she saw him, she tilted her head curiously.

“Lily, this is Axel,” Camilla said, walking over to crouch beside her daughter. “He’s going to stay with you tonight while I’m out, okay?”

Lily studied him for a second, then grinned. “You have big shoes.”

Axel glanced down at his sneakers, then back at her. “Uh... thanks?”

Camilla laughed, smoothing Lily’s curls. “She notices everything.” Then she stood and turned back to Axel. “Alright, so here’s the rundown. She’s already eaten, and she had a bath earlier. She can watch one more episode of her show, then it’s bedtime.”

Axel nodded. “Got it.”

“She might ask for a bedtime story,” Camilla added. “There are books in her room, or you can make something up. She loves anything about bunnies.”

Lily gasped. “Bunnies are my favourite!”

Axel smirked. “I never would’ve guessed.”

Camilla smiled approvingly. “Alright. My phone number is on the fridge if you need me, but I don’t think there’ll be any issues. She’s pretty easygoing.”

Axel wasn’t so sure about that, but he nodded anyway. “Okay.”

Camilla grabbed her purse, checking her reflection in the mirror by the door. “Alright, I should head out.” She turned to Lily, giving her a kiss on the forehead. “Be good, sweetheart.”

“I am good,” Lily said matter-of-factly.

Camilla laughed softly, then looked back at Axel. “Thanks again for this.”

Axel shoved his hands into his hoodie pocket. “No problem.”

With one last smile, she was out the door, leaving Axel standing in the middle of the room with a four-year-old staring up at him like he was an alien.

Lily blinked. “Wanna watch cartoons?”

Axel exhaled. “Yeah, sure.”

It turned out Lily was pretty easygoing.

She curled up with her bunny and watched her show without complaint, giggling at the silly parts and occasionally glancing at Axel to see if he was paying attention. He found himself watching more than he expected, getting weirdly invested in whatever bizarre rabbit adventure was unfolding on screen.

When the episode ended, Lily turned to him and yawned. “Bedtime?”

Axel raised a brow. “You’re just... gonna go?”

She nodded like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Mommy says sleep is good for you.”

Axel snorted. “I mean, yeah, but I was expecting more of a fight.”

Lily grabbed her bunny and slid off the couch. “You have to tell a story first.”

“Right. The bunny thing.”

Lily led him upstairs to her room, which was a pastel-coloured wonderland of stuffed animals and twinkling fairy lights. She climbed into bed without fuss, pulling her blanket up to her chin.

Axel sat on the edge of the bed, thinking. “Alright. Once upon a time, there was a bunny who... uh... found a magic carrot.”

Lily gasped. “A magic carrot?”

“Yeah,” Axel said, rolling with it. “And when he ate it, he could jump super high. Like, insanely high.”

Lily’s eyes were wide. “How high?”

Axel smirked. “Like, outer space high.”

Lily giggled. “That’s silly.”

“Yeah, well, magic carrots aren’t exactly normal.”

She giggled again, her little body snuggling deeper into the blankets. Axel kept going for a few more minutes, weaving together a ridiculous story about space bunnies and moon races. By the time he finished, Lily’s eyes were drooping.

“Night, Lily,” Axel said quietly.

“Night, Big Shoes,” she murmured, already half-asleep.

Axel chuckled, switching off the light before slipping out of the room.

—-
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CAMILLA RETURNED JUST after eleven.

Axel was on the couch, scrolling his phone, when the door opened. He looked up as she stepped inside, looking slightly more tired but still effortlessly gorgeous.

“How was she?” Camilla asked, setting down her purse.

Axel stretched. “No issues. She went to bed on her own.”

Camilla’s brows lifted. “No complaints?”

He smirked. “I told a story about space bunnies. That seemed to do the trick.”

Camilla laughed softly. “I’m impressed. She usually takes a little longer to settle down.”

Axel shrugged, trying not to look too pleased with himself. “Guess I have a gift.”

Camilla smiled, a touch of warmth in her expression. “I guess you do.” She reached into her purse, pulling out some cash. “Here—”

“You don’t have to—”

“I insist,” she said, holding it out. “And I’d love to have you babysit again. If you’re interested.”

Axel hesitated, pretending to think about it, even though he already knew his answer.

“Yeah,” he said, pocketing the cash. “I’d be down.”

Camilla’s smile lingered as she walked him to the door. “Good. I’ll let you know when I need you next.”

Axel nodded, stepping outside. As he walked down the porch steps, he realized something.

He had signed up for this because Camilla was hot.

But now, after tonight?

He kind of didn’t mind the babysitting part either.
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Chapter 3: The Flirtation Begins
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Axel hadn’t expected this to become a regular thing.

After that first night, he figured Camilla might call him again if she was in a bind, but she had surprised him by texting just a few days later. Then again the following week. And then, almost every weekend, she asked if he was free.

At first, he told himself it was just about the money. Babysitting paid well enough, and if he was being honest, looking after Lily wasn’t exactly hard. She was a sweet kid, easy to entertain, and as long as he made up some ridiculous bedtime story featuring bunnies or princesses, she’d be out like a light. The job was a far cry from the retail nightmare he knew some of his friends were dealing with after school.

But it didn’t take long for Axel to realize that his willingness to keep coming back had little to do with the job itself.

It was Camilla.

Every time he showed up at her place, he found himself more and more aware of her—of the way she carried herself, the soft perfume she always seemed to wear, the way her lips curled when she teased him about something. She was never overtly flirtatious, never crossed any obvious lines, but there was something about the way she interacted with him that made it impossible to ignore the shift in energy between them.

Maybe it was in the way she leaned against the kitchen counter while they chatted before she left for the evening, her arms crossed in a way that made the neckline of her blouse just a little more noticeable. Maybe it was in the way her hand would linger for a second longer than necessary when she passed him cash at the end of the night. Maybe it was just the way her eyes stayed on him a beat too long when she said goodbye, as if there was something unsaid hanging in the air between them.

Or maybe—probably—he was just imagining it.

Still, it was hard to shake the feeling that something was shifting.

One evening, about a month after he started babysitting regularly, Axel arrived a few minutes early, as he usually did. Camilla answered the door in a fitted navy dress that made his brain stall for a second, her hair styled in loose waves. He had no idea what kind of event she was going to, but whatever it was, she looked incredible.

She smiled as she stepped aside to let him in. “Punctual as always.”

Axel shrugged, forcing himself to play it cool. “Figured I should at least act professional.”

Camilla smirked. “You say that, but Lily told me you taught her how to make a killer pillow fort last weekend.”

He grinned. “What can I say? I take my job very seriously.”

Camilla laughed softly, walking over to the kitchen island where her purse sat. “Well, she’s been excited to see you all day. You’ve officially won her over.”

Axel set his backpack down by the door, watching as she checked her phone. “That makes one of you.”

Camilla looked up, an amused glint in her eyes. “Oh, don’t be so sure.”

The words hung between them for a second longer than necessary, and Axel felt his pulse do something weird. But before he could overthink it, Lily came bounding down the hall in her pajamas, her stuffed bunny clutched to her chest.

“Axel!” she cheered, running straight for him.

He crouched to catch her in a mock tackle, lifting her slightly off the ground as she giggled. “Hey, kiddo. You ready for movie night?”

She nodded enthusiastically, then turned to her mother. “Can we have popcorn?”

Camilla chuckled, reaching for her coat. “If Axel says it’s okay.”

Axel pretended to think. “Hmm. Popcorn is a big responsibility...”

Lily pouted. “Please?”

He sighed dramatically. “Fine. But only if we make it extra buttery.”

Lily squealed in delight, running off toward the kitchen. Camilla watched with a soft smile before turning back to Axel.

“Seriously, though. Thanks again for doing this so often,” she said. “I know you probably have better things to do on a Friday night.”

Axel shrugged. “Not really.”

She raised an eyebrow. “No parties? No big high school drama?”

He smirked. “I think you’re overestimating how cool my life is.”

Camilla laughed, slipping on her coat. “Well, I appreciate it. I know Lily does too.”

Axel nodded, shoving his hands into his hoodie pocket. “Yeah. No problem.”

She held his gaze for a moment, then smiled. “Alright. I’ll see you later.”

—-
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THE NIGHT WENT SMOOTHLY, as it always did.

Lily was a breeze to watch, happy to cuddle up under a blanket and munch on popcorn while they watched a Disney movie. By the time she was asleep, Axel found himself scrolling through his phone on the couch, half-watching whatever random show he had put on in the background.

Camilla came home around eleven, like normal, stepping inside with a soft sigh as she kicked off her heels. Axel glanced up as she set her purse down, her posture slightly more relaxed now that she was back home.

“Good night?” he asked.

She exhaled. “Exhausting. Work stuff.”

Axel nodded, stretching his arms behind his head. “Lily went down easy, as usual.”

Camilla smiled as she walked into the kitchen, pouring herself a glass of water. “Of course she did. You have her wrapped around your finger.”

Axel smirked. “I think it’s the other way around.”

Camilla let out a soft laugh, shaking her head. She took a sip of water, then leaned against the counter, watching him for a moment.

“You’re good with her,” she said after a beat. “Not every teenager would be this patient.”

Axel rubbed the back of his neck. “I mean, she’s easy to watch.”

Camilla tilted her head slightly. “Still. I’m lucky to have found you.”

The way she said it—low, appreciative—made something shift in the air between them. Axel swallowed, suddenly hyper-aware of the way her fingers drummed lightly against the glass she was holding.

“Yeah, well,” he said, trying to sound unaffected, “I guess you got lucky.”

Camilla’s lips twitched in amusement. She took another sip of water, her eyes lingering on him for a second longer than necessary. It was as if... almost as if... she wanted to kiss him?

Axel wondered if that was actually what was happening. Was he dreaming all of this? Or was the tension underscoring this situation actually as heavy on her end as what he was feeling on his?

Then, just like that, the moment passed.

She pushed off the counter, reaching for her purse. “Here.” She handed him his usual cash. “And let me know if you’re free next weekend.”

Axel took the money, his fingers grazing hers just slightly. “Yeah. I’ll be around.”

Camilla gave him one last smile before walking him to the door. “Goodnight, Axel.”

“Night.”

As he stepped out onto the porch, the cool night air hitting his face, he exhaled slowly.

This thing between them—whatever it was—was getting harder to ignore.
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Chapter 4: A Moment Alone
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Axel had just settled into the couch when he heard the front door open.

It was earlier than usual—Camilla wasn’t supposed to be home for at least another hour. His first instinct was to check the time, wondering if he’d somehow lost track, but no. She was definitely early.

He sat up as she stepped inside, slipping off her heels with a quiet sigh before noticing him. “Oh,” she said, a little surprised. “Didn’t think you’d still be up.”

Axel shrugged. “Lily went down easy, so I figured I’d kill time with a movie.” He gestured to the screen, where some action scene was playing out. “Hope that’s okay.”

Camilla smiled—tired but warm. “Of course. You make yourself at home here, huh?”

Axel smirked slightly, leaning back into the couch. “Guess so.”

She exhaled, running a hand through her hair before heading to the kitchen. A moment later, he heard the familiar clink of a wine bottle.

“Long night?” he asked, glancing over as she poured herself a glass.

“You have no idea.” She took a slow sip, then hesitated before grabbing a second glass. “Want one?”

Axel blinked, caught off guard. “Uh—”

“Oh, come on,” she said, already pouring. “I won’t tell if you won’t.”

He chuckled as she walked over, handing him the glass before dropping onto the couch beside him. Not too close, but close enough that he could catch the faint trace of her perfume—something subtle, something expensive.

They sat in silence for a moment, watching the movie.

Then Camilla sighed. “You ever feel like you’re just... constantly on?”

Axel frowned slightly, glancing at her. “Like...?”

“Like no matter where you are, you have to be someone for other people,” she explained, swirling the wine in her glass. “At work, I have to be professional, sharp, on top of everything. At home, I have to be a good mom—always patient, always giving Lily my best.” She sighed. “Sometimes it feels like there’s no room left to just be me.”

Axel was quiet for a second. He’d never really thought about it before—about how much Camilla had on her plate. To him, she had always seemed... effortless. The confident, beautiful woman next door who had it all together.

But now, she just looked... tired.

He took a sip of his wine. “That sounds exhausting.”

She huffed a quiet laugh. “It is.” Then she glanced at him. “And what about you? You looking forward to college?”

Axel shrugged. “Yeah, I guess.” He didn’t seem to care too much either way.

Camilla raised an eyebrow. “That doesn’t sound very convincing.”

He hesitated, then sighed. “I don’t know. I should be excited. It’s what I’ve been working towards, saving up for. But lately... I’ve been wondering if I even know what I want.”

Camilla studied him. “That’s normal, you know. You don’t have to have it all figured out yet.”

Axel huffed. “Tell that to my mom.”

She smiled knowingly. “Parents always want us to have a plan.”

They fell into a comfortable silence after that, both sipping their wine as the movie played in the background. At some point, Camilla shifted slightly, angling her body towards him. The movement was subtle, but Axel felt it. The air between them seemed to shift, growing heavier, more charged.

When he turned his head, she was already looking at him.

Her lips parted slightly, her gaze flickering just briefly—to his lips, then back up.

Axel’s heartbeat stuttered.

For a split second, he thought—Is this happening?

He felt the warmth of her body so close to his, the way her breath had slowed, deepened. If he just leaned in a little more—

But then, just as quickly, Camilla blinked, inhaling sharply as if snapping herself out of it.

She let out a small, breathy laugh, shaking her head. “I should probably get to bed.”

Axel exhaled, forcing a smirk. “Yeah. Probably.”

She stood, grabbing their empty glasses and heading to the kitchen. “Thanks for tonight,” she said over her shoulder. “For listening.”

Axel lingered for a moment before standing, slipping on his jacket. “Anytime.”

As he stepped toward the door, he could still feel the ghost of her gaze on him.

And for the first time, he knew—without a doubt—he wasn’t imagining it.
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Chapter 5: Crossing The Line
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Axel wasn’t expecting anything out of the ordinary that night.

By now, babysitting for Camilla had become routine—an easy, almost natural part of his week. He’d show up, hang out with Lily, put her to bed, and then spend the rest of the night killing time on his phone or watching TV until Camilla came home. Lately, though, the time after she returned had started to feel like the real part of his job.

Because that was when the moments happened.

The lingering glances. The way she’d pause after handing him his money, her fingers brushing against his palm. The teasing comments that always felt like they carried more weight than she let on.

Tonight, though, was different.

He knew it the second she walked through the door.

She didn’t greet him with her usual easy smile, didn’t toss out some playful remark about how Lily had probably conned him into extra treats or another round of hide-and-seek. Instead, she let out a heavy sigh as she shut the door behind her, leaning against it for a moment as if the weight of the day had been too much to carry.

Her eyes were tired, her shoulders tense beneath the sleek black coat she hadn’t even taken off yet.

Axel sat up a little straighter on the couch. “You okay?”

Camilla let out a humourless laugh as she ran a hand through her hair. “Long day.”

She sounded drained, and Axel found himself frowning before he could stop himself. He’d never seen her like this before—not really. Camilla was always composed, always put-together. Even when she was teasing him, even when she was flirting, there was always this quiet confidence behind it, like she was the one in control.

Right now, though, she just looked... tired.

She exhaled, shaking her head as she finally pushed off the door and walked towards the kitchen. “Sorry, I don’t mean to dump that on you.”

Axel stood, stuffing his hands into his hoodie pocket as he followed her in. “It’s fine. Bad night?”

Camilla let out another sigh as she reached for a wine glass. “You could say that.” She hesitated before adding, “Work stuff. And some personal stuff. Just one of those days.”

Axel leaned against the counter, watching as she poured herself a generous amount of red wine. He debated whether to ask more, but she beat him to it.

“You ever have one of those days where it feels like everything is going wrong?” She let out a soft, bitter chuckle, shaking her head. “Like the universe is just screwing with you for fun?”

Axel smirked slightly. “I mean, yeah. Usually when my mom asks me to shovel the driveway the second I sit down to relax.”

Camilla let out a short laugh—not forced, not just polite, but real. And something about that made Axel’s chest feel a little lighter.

She took a sip of her wine before looking at him. “Sorry. You don’t want to hear me complain.”

Axel shrugged. “I don’t mind.”

Camilla studied him for a second, then sighed again, this time softer. She set her glass down, undoing the belt of her coat before finally slipping it off. Beneath it, she was wearing a fitted, dark blue dress, the kind that clung to her in all the right places. The kind that made it really hard for Axel to keep his eyes on her face.

She caught him looking.

He forced himself to clear his throat, glancing away, but Camilla only smirked slightly—like she enjoyed catching him.

“I don’t know,” she said after a moment, her voice quieter now. “It’s just been a lonely night, I guess.”

Axel felt his pulse kick up a notch. He didn’t know what to say to that—not exactly. But when she looked at him again, something in her expression felt... different.

Less guarded.

More open.

Like she wasn’t just making conversation anymore.

Like she wanted something.

Axel swallowed, the tension between them thickening with every second that passed.

Axel stood there, the air between them crackling with something he couldn’t quite name. Camilla’s eyes held his, and for a moment, it felt like the world had narrowed to just the two of them. Her lips parted slightly, and Axel’s heart hammered in his chest. He didn’t know what to say, what to do—but then she took a step closer, and suddenly, the distance between them felt impossibly small.

“You’re always so sweet,” she murmured, her voice low and soft, almost like she was speaking more to herself than to him. “I don’t think you realize how much that means to me.”

Axel’s throat felt dry. “I—uh... I don’t mind. Really.” He was at a loss for words.

Camilla chuckled, but it wasn’t her usual teasing laugh. This one felt... intimate. Like she was letting him in on something private. “You don’t mind listening to me complain? Or you don’t mind... this?”

She gestured vaguely between them, and Axel’s breath hitched. This. Whatever this was. The tension. The way her gaze lingered on him a little too long. The way she’d caught him looking at her more than once and hadn’t seemed to mind.

“I, uh...” Axel’s words stumbled, but Camilla didn’t wait for him to find them. She stepped even closer, her hand brushing against his arm. Her touch was light, almost fleeting, but it sent a shiver through him all the same.

“You’re nervous,” she said, her voice impossibly soft. “Why?”

Axel swallowed hard. “I’m not nervous.”

Camilla raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into that knowing smirk that always seemed to unravel him. “Really? Because you’re doing that thing where you don’t know where to put your hands.”

Axel froze, his hands awkwardly halfway to his pockets. He hadn’t even realized he’d been doing it. Camilla laughed softly, and the sound was so warm, so inviting, that Axel felt himself leaning into it—into her.

“It’s cute,” she added, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You’re cute.”

Axel’s face burned, but before he could think of a response, Camilla’s hand was on his chest, her fingers lightly toying with the fabric of his hoodie. Her touch was electric, and Axel’s breath caught in his throat as she leaned in, her lips just inches from his.

“Do you want to kiss me?” she asked, her voice so low it was almost a purr.

Axel’s mind went blank. He nodded, barely able to form the word. “Yes.”

Camilla’s smirk widened, and then, without another word, she closed the distance between them.

Her lips were soft, warm, and tasted faintly of wine. For a moment, Axel was frozen, his brain struggling to catch up with what was happening. But then Camilla’s hand slid up to cup the back of his neck, pulling him in closer, and suddenly, everything else fell away.

He kissed her back, clumsily at first, but eager. Camilla let out a soft hum of approval, her tongue lightly brushing against his, and Axel felt a jolt of heat shoot straight through him. His hands found her waist, hesitating for a moment before he pulled her closer, their bodies pressing together.

Camilla’s fingers tangled in his hair, pulling gently as she deepened the kiss. Axel’s heart was racing, his body on fire, and he couldn’t believe this was happening. That she was kissing him. That she wanted him.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Camilla’s eyes were dark, her lips slightly swollen, and she looked at him with something that made Axel’s stomach twist with anticipation.

“So,” she said, her voice husky, “do you still want to be a good boy and listen to me complain?”

Axel’s cheeks flushed, but he managed a shaky nod. “Sure.” He would’ve said anything at that point.

Camilla laughed, the sound low and sultry. “Good.” She stepped back, her hand sliding down to take his. Her fingers intertwined with his, and she gave him a tug. “Come with me.”

Axel barely had time to register what was happening before she was leading him down the hallway, her hips swaying slightly as she walked. His mouth went dry as he followed her, his mind racing with what she might have planned. She stopped at the door to her bedroom, turning to face him with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“You’ve been so good to me tonight,” she murmured, her free hand reaching up to trace the line of his jaw. “I think it’s time I return the favor.”

Axel’s heart was pounding so hard he was sure she could hear it. “Camilla, I...”

“Shh,” she whispered, pressing a finger to his lips. “Let me take care of you.”

She opened the door and pulled him inside, her movements slow and deliberate. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a bedside lamp casting shadows across the walls. Camilla turned to face him, her hands sliding up his chest to the zipper of his hoodie.

“You trust me, don’t you?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Axel nodded, his throat too tight to speak. Camilla smiled, her fingers tugging at the zipper until it was fully undone. She pushed the hoodie off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, and then her hands were on his shirt, slowly pulling it up and over his head.

“You’re so tense,” she murmured, her hands smoothing over his bare chest. “You need to relax.”

Her touch was warm, soothing, and Axel felt some of the tension leave his body. But then Camilla’s fingers trailed lower, skimming the waistband of his jeans, and he tensed all over again.

“Camilla...” His voice was shaky, unsure.

She looked up at him, her eyes soft but filled with desire. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “I’ve got you.”

Her hands made quick work of his jeans, pushing them down his legs until he was standing there in just his boxers. Axel’s face burned, but Camilla’s gaze was steady, her expression almost reverent as she looked at him.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, her hands sliding up his thighs. “So beautiful.”

Axel’s breath hitched as her fingers brushed against the front of his boxers, her touch feather-light but electric. He felt himself hardening under her gaze, under her touch, and he couldn’t believe this was real.

Camilla’s lips curved into a slow, teasing smile as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers. “Ready?”

Axel nodded, his heart pounding as she pulled them down, leaving him completely exposed. He felt vulnerable, but the way Camilla was looking at him—like he was the most desirable thing she’d ever seen—made him feel bold.

She took his hand, guiding him to sit on the edge of the bed. Then she stood in front of him, her fingers reaching for the zipper at the back of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, the sound of the zipper echoing in the quiet room. The dress slipped off her shoulders, pooling at her feet, and Axel’s mouth went dry.

Camilla was wearing a black lace bra and matching panties, her curves on full display. She was breathtaking, and Axel couldn’t look away.

“Like what you see?” she teased, her voice low and sultry.

Axel nodded, his throat too tight to speak. Camilla laughed softly, her hands moving to unhook her bra. It fell away, and Axel’s breath caught at the sight of her bare breasts, full and perfect. She stepped closer, her fingers brushing against his cheek as she leaned down to kiss him again.

This time, the kiss was slow, deep, and filled with promise. Axel’s hands roamed over her body, exploring her curves, and Camilla moaned softly into his mouth.

“Lie back,” she whispered against his lips.

Axel obeyed, sinking back onto the bed as Camilla climbed on top of him. Her hands slid down his chest, her touch setting his skin on fire. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.

“Relax,” she murmured. “I’ll take care of you.”

Her hands slid lower, her fingers wrapping around his length, and Axel gasped at the sensation

Camilla’s hand moved with a practiced ease, stroking Axel’s length in slow, deliberate motions that made him groan. His hips bucked involuntarily, and she let out a soft laugh, her breath warm against his neck. “Easy,” she whispered, her voice low and husky. “We’ve got all night.”

Her lips trailed down his chest, leaving a path of fire in their wake. Axel’s hands gripped the sheets as she kissed lower, her tongue flicking against his skin, teasing him mercilessly. He was already trembling, his body taut with anticipation, when she finally took him into her mouth.

Axel’s head fell back against the pillows, a strangled moan escaping his lips. Her mouth was hot, her tongue swirling around him in a way that made his vision blur. He couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe—couldn’t do anything but feel. Her fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, her movements steady and sure, and Axel felt like he was going to explode.

He’d never even had a blowjob before.

“Camilla...” he gasped, his voice trembling. “I can’t—I’m gonna—”

She pulled back with a wet pop, her lips swollen and slick. Her eyes met his, dark and hungry, and she smirked. “Not yet,” she said, her voice thick with desire. “Not until you’re inside me.”

Axel’s heart pounded as she pulled her panties off and straddled him; her hands sliding up his chest for balance. He could feel her warmth against him, the slickness of her arousal teasing the tip of his cock. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You ready for this?” she murmured.

He could only nod, his throat too tight to form words. Camilla chuckled softly, running a hand through his hair. “Relax,” she said. “I’ll guide you.”

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around his cock to position him. Axel held his breath as she slowly sank down onto him, inch by excruciating inch. His eyes fluttered shut, a groan tearing from his throat as she took him all the way in.

“God, you’re big,” Camilla breathed, her voice trembling slightly. She paused, letting them both adjust, before she began to move.

Her hips rolled in a slow, deliberate rhythm, and Axel’s hands instinctively went to her waist. He could feel every inch of her, the tight, wet heat of her body engulfing him. It was overwhelming, intoxicating—and he was already on the edge.

“Camilla,” he gasped, his fingers digging into her skin. “I don’t know how long I can last.”

She smirked, her hips grinding against him. “Don’t you dare,” she teased. “Not until I say so.”

Her movements became more urgent, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. Axel could feel her tightening around him, her body trembling as she chased her own release. He tried to hold on, tried to focus, but it was impossible. The sensations were too much, too intense.

“Camilla, I—” he started, but she cut him off with a moan.

“Come on, Axel,” she gasped, her hips slamming down onto him. “Come for me.”

That was all it took. Axel’s entire body tensed, his orgasm crashing over him with a force that left him breathless. He thrust up into her, his release spilling deep inside her as she let out a cry of her own, her body shuddering as she came.

For a moment, they stayed like that, joined together, their breathing ragged and uneven. Camilla leaned down, her forehead resting against his as she caught her breath. “Not bad for your first time,” she murmured, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

Axel blushed, his hands still resting on her hips. “I... I didn’t know it could feel like that,” he admitted.

She chuckled softly, pressing a kiss to his lips. “There’s a lot more I can show you,” she said, her voice low and suggestive. “But let’s save that for later.”

She climbed off him, collapsing onto the bed beside him. Axel turned to her, his heart still racing, and without thinking, he leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t urgent or desperate like before—it was softer, sweeter, filled with something he couldn’t quite name.

Camilla smiled against his lips, her hand coming up to cup his cheek. “Get some rest,” she murmured, her voice soft and soothing. “You’ve earned it.”

Axel nodded, his eyes already heavy with exhaustion. He nestled against her, their bodies fitting together perfectly as they drifted off, the weight of the night’s passion hanging heavy in the air.
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Chapter 6: Aftermath
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Axel woke to the scent of vanilla and the lingering warmth of the bed beside him. For a moment, he didn’t move, keeping his eyes closed as he tried to process the night before.

It had happened.

His body still thrummed with the memory—Camilla’s touch, her lips, the way she had pulled him into her, as if she needed him just as much as he needed her. But now, in the soft morning light, reality settled in like a weight on his chest.

What now?

He turned his head slightly, finding the other side of the bed empty. The sheets were rumpled, the spot where Camilla had been already cooling. His stomach twisted.

Did she regret it?

The sound of movement drifted in from down the hall—muffled footsteps, the quiet clinking of dishes. Axel exhaled, raking a hand through his hair before pushing himself up. He grabbed his boxers from the floor, slipping them on before hesitating. Was he supposed to just... walk out there? Act normal?

Nothing about this felt normal.

Still, he couldn’t just sit here.

He found his jeans and tugged them on before stepping cautiously into the hallway. The smell of coffee hit him first, rich and inviting. He followed it to the kitchen, where he found Camilla standing by the counter, her back to him.

She was dressed again—just a simple robe, tied loosely at the waist. But it was enough to make Axel’s pulse quicken.

She must have heard him approach because she glanced over her shoulder. For a split second, something flickered in her eyes—hesitation? Relief? He couldn’t tell.

“Morning,” she murmured, turning back to pour a cup of coffee.

Axel leaned against the doorway, rubbing the back of his neck. “Morning.”

A stretch of silence filled the space between them, and Axel hated how awkward it suddenly felt. Last night hadn’t been awkward. Last night had been... incredible. But now, standing here, neither of them seemed to know what to say.

Camilla slid a mug toward him without looking up. “Coffee?”

He took it, fingers brushing hers briefly. She pulled away too fast.

Axel frowned, watching her. There was something different about her this morning—something guarded. Last night, she had been all in. Now, it was like she was trying to rebuild a wall between them.

He took a sip of coffee, studying her. “So...”

Camilla let out a breathy chuckle, shaking her head. “So.”

Axel smirked slightly, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Is this the part where you tell me last night was a mistake?”

“Shhh, keep it down. You might wake Lily,” she warned him in a hushed whisper.

Axel had nearly forgotten about her. He had a slight internal panic, accompanied by a guilty look shooting across his face. “Sorry, didn’t mean to!” he whispered back to Camilla.

Camilla finally met his gaze then, lips parting slightly as if to argue—but no words came. That told him everything.

Camilla sighed, setting down her mug. “It’s not that I—” She hesitated. “I just don’t know what this means.”

Axel swallowed, forcing himself to play it cool. “Does it have to mean anything?”

She gave him a look—one that made him feel both older and younger at the same time. “You know it’s not that simple.”

He did. But he also didn’t want to admit it.

Camilla ran a hand through her hair, exhaling. “You’re eighteen, Axel.”

He tensed. “You think I don’t know that?”

“That’s not what I—” She closed her eyes briefly before meeting his gaze again. “I just... I need to be careful.”

Axel studied her, searching for any sign that she actually regretted it. He didn’t see it. If anything, she looked torn.

He set his coffee down and stepped closer—just enough to test the waters. “Do you want this to be a mistake?”

Camilla inhaled sharply. He saw it then—the way her grip tightened around the counter, the way her breath hitched just slightly. She was feeling this just as much as he was.

But then, just as quickly, she straightened, forcing a small, careful smile. “Lily’s going to be up soon.”

Axel exhaled, yawning, while reaching his arms up to stretch the night of sleep away.

That was his answer. For now.

He nodded, stepping back. “Right.”

Camilla picked up her mug again, eyes lingering on his for just a second longer than necessary.

“Axel?” Camilla started.

He paused.

She hesitated, like she wanted to say something else—but in the end, she just smiled softly. “Thanks for staying.”

He nodded once before turning toward the door.

As he stepped outside into the crisp morning air, he realized something.

This wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.
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Chapter 7: Secrets and Lies
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Axel had never been good at keeping secrets.

It wasn’t that he wanted people to find out—he knew what was at stake. But lately, it felt like the entire world was conspiring against him, making it harder and harder to hide what was going on between him and Camilla.

Especially when he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Every babysitting shift now carried an unspoken tension, a quiet game of stolen glances and subtle touches when no one was looking. Camilla was careful, but there were moments—quick brushes of her fingers against his arm, lingering eye contact—that made it clear she wasn’t indifferent to what they were doing.

And then there was Lily.

She was too young to understand, but she was perceptive in that innocent, unfiltered way that children were.

“Mommy, you smile more when Axel’s here,” she announced one evening, swinging her legs from her favourite spot on the couch.

Camilla, who had just finished buttoning up her blouse before heading out, stilled for half a second—so quickly that anyone else wouldn’t have noticed. But Axel did.

She recovered smoothly, laughing as she leaned down to kiss Lily’s forehead. “That’s because Axel’s a big help, sweetheart.”

Lily tilted her head. “But you don’t smile like that when Daddy comes.”

Axel’s grip on the juice box he’d been handing her nearly crushed it.

Camilla’s expression remained neutral, but her fingers curled slightly at her sides.

“That’s different, baby,” she said softly, brushing Lily’s curls from her face. “Now, be good for Axel, okay?”

Lily accepted this without question, grabbing her juice and turning back to her cartoons. Camilla met Axel’s gaze briefly—just long enough for him to read the silent warning there. Be careful.

He swallowed and nodded.

Keeping their secret from Lily was one thing. But keeping it from everyone else? That was getting trickier.

—-
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“YOU’RE ACTING WEIRD, man.”

Axel glanced up from his locker to find his best friend, Jordan, eyeing him suspiciously.

“What are you talking about?”

Jordan crossed his arms. “I’m talking about how you’ve been distracted as hell lately. You disappear right after school. You barely hang out anymore. And you suck at lying, so don’t even try.”

Axel rolled his eyes, shoving a textbook into his backpack. “I told you, I’ve been working.”

“Right,” Jordan drawled. “Babysitting.” He smirked. “Must be really exhausting, huh? That’s why you’re never around to game anymore?”

Axel stiffened. He didn’t like how close Jordan was getting to the truth, even if it was just a joke.

Jordan’s grin widened. “Dude. Are you seriously—”

“No.” Axel cut him off, slamming his locker shut. “I’m not seriously anything. I babysit, I get paid, end of story.”

Jordan squinted at him, unconvinced.

“Whatever you say, man.” Jordan had a bit of knowing smirk plastered across his face.

Axel was smart enough to know this wouldn’t be the last he heard of it.

—-
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CAMILLA WAS ALREADY home when Axel arrived that night.

That wasn’t unusual—sometimes, she’d get back early and sit with him for a while, pretending nothing was out of the ordinary. But tonight, something was off.

She was tense. Restless.

The moment he stepped inside, she shut the door quickly behind him, crossing her arms. “Tony’s been calling me.”

Axel’s stomach clenched. “What does he want?” Axel realized he didn’t know much at all about Tony. Tony was Lily’s father.

“The usual,” she muttered, pacing. “To check in on Lily. To remind me how hard it is for him being so far away. To guilt me into letting him back into our lives.”

Axel hated the way her voice tightened when she talked about her ex. Hated that this man—who had left her, who had made her feel like she wasn’t enough—still had the power to get under her skin.

“He’s coming into town this weekend,” she added, stopping to glance at him. “He wants to see her.”

Axel frowned. “Is that a problem?”

She hesitated. “It wouldn’t be, except... he’s unpredictable. He always finds a way to make things about us. To push for more.”

Axel’s jaw clenched. The idea of Tony trying to insert himself back into Camilla’s life made his blood boil.

“You don’t owe him anything,” he said firmly.

Camilla sighed. “I know. But I have to be careful.”

She stepped closer then, resting a hand against Axel’s chest. It was a small touch, but it grounded him.

“Just... we have to be smart about this, Axel,” she murmured. “No more close calls.”

He nodded, but before he could say anything, the sound of a car door slamming outside made them both freeze.

Camilla’s eyes widened.

“That’s him.”
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Chapter 8: Facing Reality
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Camilla had always been good at keeping her composure. She had learned, through years of necessity, how to smile when she didn’t want to, how to smooth over tension with well-practiced ease. But ever since Tony’s unexpected visit, she felt like she was walking a tightrope—and it was only a matter of time before she lost her balance.

She had barely slept. The weight of it all pressed against her chest, suffocating her. She wasn’t just worried about herself—this wasn’t just her mess. Axel was in it too, whether she wanted to admit it or not.

And the more she tried to push the anxiety away, the heavier it became.

Axel was struggling too.

He had always been a decent student—not top of the class, but good enough to keep his grades steady without having to kill himself studying. But lately, school felt like an afterthought. He barely ever had time for it.

Assignments piled up. Tests came and went. He found himself zoning out in class, staring at nothing while his teachers’ voices blurred into white noise.

All he could think about was her.

He hadn’t seen Camilla in a few days. After Tony’s unexpected arrival, she had been careful, distant. The silence between them felt heavier than anything she had actually said.

Maybe she was second-guessing things. Maybe she was regretting it.

The thought made his stomach twist.

“Axel.”

He blinked, realizing too late that his English teacher was staring at him expectantly.

“Sorry, what?” He hadn’t been paying attention. Typical, as of late.

A few quiet snickers echoed from his classmates. The teacher sighed, arms crossed.

“I asked if you had your essay.”

Shit.

He had started it. He just... hadn’t finished. Or printed it. Or remembered it existed until this moment.

“Uh,” Axel hesitated. “I—”

“See me after class.” This only made his classmates laugh and heckle him more.

Great.

—-
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CAMILLA WAS ON EDGE the moment she saw Tony’s name flash across her phone screen.

She hesitated before answering. ‘Be calm. Be neutral,’ she kept trying to remind herself.

“Hello?”

“Hey,” Tony said, voice casual—but she wasn’t stupid. She knew him too well. “Just checking in. Wanted to see how Lily was.”

“She’s fine,” Camilla replied evenly.

“Good, good.” A pause. “So... who was that kid?”

Her fingers tightened around the phone.

“What?”

“The one at your house,” Tony continued. “The babysitter. Lily mentioned him.”

Camilla exhaled slowly, keeping her tone controlled. “Axel. He watches Lily when I have work events. That’s all.”

Tony hummed like he didn’t quite believe her. “He looked kinda young.”

“He’s responsible.”

Another pause.

“Right.”

Camilla could feel the suspicion in his voice, the way he was fishing for something. He had no proof. He wouldn’t get proof.

“Tony,” she said tightly. “Lily is fine. That’s all you need to worry about.”

She hung up before he could say anything else.

Her hands were shaking.

—-
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WHEN AXEL FINALLY SAW Camilla again, it wasn’t at her house.

She had texted him—We need to talk. Meet me at the park at 7.

His stomach twisted at those words. Nothing good ever came from ‘we need to talk.’

She was already there when he arrived, sitting on one of the benches, arms crossed. Even in the dim glow of the streetlights, she looked tired.

Axel sat beside her, unsure where to start. “Is everything okay?”

Camilla let out a quiet laugh, though there was no humour in it. “No. Not really.”

Silence stretched between them. Then, finally, she turned to him, her expression serious.

“This isn’t sustainable, Axel.”

His chest tightened. “What do you mean?”

“I mean...” She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Tony’s suspicious. My life is already complicated enough. And you—you should be focusing on school. Not... this.”

Axel swallowed hard. “Are you saying you want to stop?”

Camilla didn’t answer right away.

Did she?

She should. Both of them figured as much.

But when she looked at him—when she saw the way his eyes searched hers, when she remembered the way he made her feel—she wasn’t sure she had the strength to walk away.

“I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Axel reached for her hand, threading his fingers through hers. “I don’t want to stop,” Axel reaffirmed.

Camilla closed her eyes, exhaling shakily.

“Neither do I.”

But what if they didn’t have a choice?
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Chapter 9: A Risky Decision
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The park was quiet, the kind of quiet that felt heavy, like the world was holding its breath. The streetlights cast long shadows across the pavement, and the occasional rustle of leaves in the breeze was the only sound breaking the stillness. Camilla sat on the bench, her arms wrapped around herself like she was trying to hold everything together. Axel sat beside her, close enough that their knees almost touched, but the distance between them felt wider than ever.

Neither of them spoke for a long time. The weight of everything—Tony’s suspicions, Axel’s slipping grades, the constant fear of being found out—hung in the air like a storm cloud ready to burst. Camilla stared at the ground, her mind racing. She had always been good at making decisions, at weighing the pros and cons and choosing the path that made the most sense. But this? This wasn’t something she could logic her way out of.

Axel broke the silence first. “Camilla,” he said, his voice soft but steady. “I know this is complicated. I know it’s risky. But... I don’t want to stop. I can’t.”

She looked up at him then, her eyes searching his. There was so much she wanted to say, so much she needed to say, but the words caught in her throat. How could she explain the way he made her feel—alive in a way she hadn’t felt in years—without sounding selfish? How could she justify risking everything for something that might not last?

“Axel,” she began, her voice trembling. “I don’t want to stop either. But we have to be realistic. Tony’s already suspicious. If he finds out... if anyone finds out...” She trailed off, the unspoken consequences hanging between them.

Axel reached for her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers. His touch was warm, grounding, and for a moment, it felt like everything might be okay. “I get it,” he said. “I do. But we can be careful. We can make this work. I don’t care if it’s risky. You’re worth it.”

Camilla’s breath hitched. She wanted to believe him, to believe that they could navigate this minefield without getting hurt. But the fear was still there, gnawing at the edges of her resolve. “What about school?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “You’ve been struggling. I don’t want to be the reason you mess up your future.”

Axel shook his head. “You’re not. I’ll figure it out. I’ll get my grades back on track. I just... I need you to believe in us. In me.”

Camilla looked at him, really looked at him, and saw the determination in his eyes. He wasn’t just some kid anymore—he was someone who cared about her, who was willing to fight for her. And maybe, just maybe, that was enough.

“Okay,” she said finally, her voice firm despite the tears welling in her eyes. “Okay. We’ll figure it out. Together.”

Axel’s face broke into a relieved smile, and he pulled her into a tight embrace. Camilla buried her face in his shoulder, breathing in the scent of him—clean and familiar and safe. For the first time in days, she felt like she could breathe.

The next few days were a whirlwind of stolen moments and whispered promises. They became more careful, more deliberate. Camilla stopped texting Axel unless it was absolutely necessary, and they avoided being seen together in public. It wasn’t easy, but it was worth it.

One evening, after putting Lily to bed, Camilla found herself standing in the kitchen, staring at the clock. Axel was supposed to come over later, after he’d finished up an assignment he was working on. She had told herself it would just be a quick visit, just to talk, but deep down, she knew better.

When the doorbell rang, her heart skipped a beat. She took a deep breath, smoothing her hands over her jeans, and opened the door. Axel stood there, his hair slightly messy from the wind, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Hey,” he said, stepping inside.

“Hey,” she replied, closing the door behind him.

For a moment, they just stood there, the tension between them palpable. Then Axel reached for her, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her. It was slow and deep, the kind of kiss that made her forget about everything else—about Tony, about the risks, about the world outside.

When they finally pulled apart, Camilla rested her forehead against his, her breath coming in short gasps. “We’re really doing this, aren’t we?” she whispered.

Axel nodded, his eyes dark with emotion. “Yeah. We are.”

Later, as they lay tangled together in the dim light of her bedroom, Camilla traced idle patterns on Axel’s chest. The weight of their decision still lingered in the back of her mind, but for now, she pushed it aside. They had made their choice, and there was no going back.

“We’ll be careful,” Axel murmured, his voice drowsy but firm. “We’ll make this work.”

Camilla nodded, pressing a kiss to his shoulder. “I know we will.”

And for the first time in a long time, she actually believed it.
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Chapter 10: The New Normal
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Life had a way of settling into patterns, even when those patterns were built on secrets. For Axel and Camilla, their new normal was a delicate dance—a balancing act of stolen moments, careful planning, and the constant hum of risk that lingered just beneath the surface. But somehow, they made it work.

Axel had thrown himself into his schoolwork with renewed focus. He knew he couldn’t afford to slip up again, not if he wanted to keep Camilla from worrying. He spent late nights at the library, catching up on assignments and studying for exams. It wasn’t easy, but the thought of her—of them—kept him motivated.

Camilla, for her part, had become a master of compartmentalization. She poured herself into her work during the day, focusing on her clients and meetings with a single-minded intensity. At home, she was fully present for Lily, making sure her daughter never felt the weight of her mother’s divided attention. And then, when the house was quiet and Lily was asleep, she allowed herself to think about Axel. To want him. To need him.

Their time together was scarce, but that only made it more precious. They met in the quiet hours of the evening, when the world outside seemed to fade away. Sometimes it was at her house, after Lily was in bed. Other times, it was at his place, when his parents were out for the night. They were careful, always careful, but in those moments, it was easy to forget the risks.

One Friday evening, Axel arrived at Camilla’s house just after sunset. He had texted her earlier to let her know he was on his way, and she had replied with a simple ‘Be careful.’

He parked his car a few houses down, out of sight, and walked the rest of the way. The street was quiet, the only sound the crunch of gravel beneath his shoes.

Camilla opened the door before he could knock, her finger pressed to her lips in a silent shh. She stepped aside to let him in, her eyes scanning the street behind him before she closed the door.

“Lily’s asleep,” she whispered, leading him into the living room. “But keep your voice down, just in case.”

Axel nodded, following her. The house was dimly lit, the soft glow of a table lamp casting warm shadows across the room. Camilla looked effortlessly beautiful, her hair pulled into a loose bun, her face free of makeup. She was wearing an oversized sweater and leggings, and Axel couldn’t help but smile at how comfortable she looked.

“How was your day?” she asked, sitting down on the couch and tucking her legs beneath her.

“Long,” Axel admitted, sinking into the cushions beside her. “But good. I aced my history test.”

Camilla’s face lit up. “Axel, that’s amazing! I knew you could do it!”

He shrugged, trying to play it cool, but her praise made his chest swell with pride. “Yeah, well, I had a good reason to study.”

She reached over and squeezed his hand, her touch sending a jolt of warmth through him. “I’m proud of you.”

They sat there for a while, talking in hushed tones about their days. Camilla told him about a difficult client she’d had to deal with, and Axel vented about the mountain of homework he still had to tackle. It was easy, comfortable, and for a little while, it felt like they were just two people in love, without the weight of the world on their shoulders.

As the night wore on, the conversation shifted. Camilla leaned her head against Axel’s shoulder, her fingers absently tracing patterns on his arm. Axel wrapped an arm around her, pulling her closer. The air between them grew charged, the kind of electricity that made it hard to think about anything else.

“I’ve missed this,” Camilla murmured, her voice soft. “Just... being with you.”

Axel pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Me too. It’s been a long week.”

She lifted her head to look at him, her eyes searching his. There was something in her gaze—something intense and unspoken—that made his breath catch. She reached up, her fingers brushing against his cheek, and Axel leaned into her touch.

“Axel,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I...”

He didn’t let her finish. He kissed her, slow and deep, pouring everything he couldn’t say into it. Camilla responded instantly, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer. The world outside didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but this—but her.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathless. Camilla rested her forehead against his, her eyes closed. “We should...” she began, but her voice trailed off.

“I know,” Axel said, his voice rough. “We should be careful.”

She nodded, but neither of them moved. The pull between them was too strong, too undeniable. Camilla opened her eyes, meeting his gaze, and in that moment, they both knew they were past the point of caution.

Axel’s hand tightened around Camilla’s, his fingers lacing through hers as he stood up abruptly from the couch. She looked up at him, her breath catching in her throat, her eyes wide with a mix of surprise and anticipation. He didn’t say a word—he didn’t need to. The way his gaze burned into hers, the way his grip was firm yet gentle, spoke volumes.

He tugged her gently to her feet, their bodies close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off him. Camilla’s heart thudded in her chest, the sound almost deafening in the quiet room. She followed him without resistance, their steps soft and deliberate on the carpet as they moved toward the hallway. The house was silent, save for the faint hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen and the occasional creak of the floorboards beneath their feet.

As they approached the bedroom, Axel paused, turning to face her. His free hand came up to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. Camilla’s breath hitched slightly, her lips parting as she looked up at him. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the way his jaw tightened as he fought to keep himself in check.

“Axel,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He shook his head slightly, a silent plea for her to stay quiet. Then he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Trust me,” he murmured, his voice low and rough.

Camilla shivered, her body responding to his words before she could even process them. She nodded, her grip on his hand tightening as he guided her into the bedroom and closed the door behind them with a soft click.

The room was bathed in pale moonlight, the curtains drawn just enough to let the silvery light spill across the bed. Axel turned to her, his hands sliding down her arms until they rested firmly on her hips. He pulled her closer, their bodies flush, and Camilla could feel the hard length of him pressed against her stomach. Heat pooled between her thighs, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she looked up at him.

Without a word, she dropped to her knees, her hands moving to the waistband of his jeans. She could see the way his eyes darkened, the way his chest rose and fell with each laboured breath. She wanted this—wanted him. But before she could undo the button, Axel’s hands were on her shoulders, stopping her.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. He gently pushed her back until she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Then he knelt between her legs, his hands sliding up her thighs, beneath the oversized sweater she wore.

Camilla’s heart raced, her breath catching as his fingers brushed against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. She wanted to protest, to tell him that she needed to feel him inside her, but the words died on her lips as he leaned in, his breath warm against her core through the thin fabric of her leggings.

Axel’s hands moved to the waistband of her leggings, and he looked up at her, seeking permission. Camilla nodded, her chest rising and falling rapidly as he slowly pulled them down, along with her panties. The cool air of the room hit her exposed skin, but it did nothing to quell the heat that was building inside her.

His hands moved back to her thighs, spreading them wider as he leaned in closer. Camilla’s fingers tangled in the sheets, her body trembling with anticipation. When his tongue finally touched her, a soft gasp escaped her lips, her hips arching toward him. This was just the first time he’d given her oral.

Axel’s hands tightened on her thighs, holding her in place as he began to explore her with his tongue. The sensations were overwhelming, his movements slow and deliberate as he teased her. Camilla bit down on her lip, trying to stifle the moans that threatened to escape.

“Axel,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please...”

He didn’t respond, his focus entirely on her. His tongue flicked over her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Camilla’s back arched, her hands gripping the sheets tighter as he continued to work her, his lips and tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, Axel pulled back, his breath hot against her bare skin. “Flip over,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Camilla’s body obeyed before her mind could fully process his words. She turned onto her hands and knees, her heart pounding in her chest. Axel’s hands slid up her thighs, over her hips, and to her waist, squeezing gently as he positioned himself behind her.

She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, the heat of his body as he leaned in closer. His hands moved to her hips, gripping them tightly as he positioned himself at her entrance. Camilla’s breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation.

“Quiet,” he whispered, his voice rough with need.

Camilla nodded, biting down on her lip as he pushed into her in one slow, deliberate stroke. Her body clenched around him, a silent gasp escaping her lips as he filled her completely. Axel paused, giving her a moment to adjust before he began to move. He was still nervous, too; just pretending not to be.

His thrusts were slow at first, each one deep and intentional. Camilla’s hands gripped the sheets, her body rocking with his movements. The pleasure was overwhelming, each stroke sending shocks of electricity through her veins. She could feel him everywhere, the hard length of him hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She hadn’t expected him to be this big.

Axel’s pace quickened, his hips snapping against hers with increasing urgency. Camilla’s body responded, her hips meeting his thrusts as the pleasure built higher and higher. She could no longer control herself. She began letting out quiet moans, fighting as she attempted to stifle them.

She could feel herself teetering on the edge, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she fought to stay quiet. It was a losing battle.

“Axel,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I’m close... So close!”

He wanted to reach around her. To find a way to rub her clit and send her pleasure sky-high. But he figured it wasn’t quite realistic from this position and angle.

So instead, he spanked her, before gripping her hips even harder. He plowed her faster. Deeper. Rougher. And her growing moans confirmed to him that he was doing exactly what she needed.

He decided to order her to give herself more pleasure. “Rub your clit.” She was stunned, not reacting at first. He smacked her other ass cheek and then repeated himself. “You heard me. Rub your clit. Now.”

Camillia followed his instructions. Touching herself wasn’t something she was afraid of. In fact, this probably helped them. She knew just where to touch. She knew the motions and types of sensations she liked. And now, she was being filled just how she liked by Axel’s big, hard cock, while stimulating herself in all the best ways. Her moans nearly became screams, as her face turned red.

Soon, Camilla’s body tensed, a silent scream on her lips as she came undone around him. Axel’s thrusts became erratic, his grip on her hips tightening as he followed her over the edge, his cum spilling deep inside her.

“Fuckkkk!” Axel groaned, not doing a great job of staying quiet as he filled her. He couldn’t believe how pleasurable it was. He felt lucky to not have to use condoms. Something about filling her up turned him on so much.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies trembling with the aftershocks of their release. Axel’s breath was hot against her back, his hands still gripping her hips as if he was marking her as his. He never wanted her to think otherwise. He would’ve stayed there forever, inside her, if he could have. Camilla’s forehead rested on the bed, her body limp and spent.

And then, softly, Axel’s voice broke the silence. “Camilla...”

“Y-yeah?” she said, wondering what was on Axel’s mind.

“I love you,” he said, with nary a sense of hesitation.

Camilla was so pleasantly surprised. For some reason, she was expecting something worse. She thought perhaps he hadn’t enjoyed it. She felt such relief.

“I love you too,” she said back to him, before gradually pulling herself forward, out of his grip, and off of his cock.

The two kissed so passionately. Neither of them remembered anything other than kissing. They didn’t even recall passing out in each other’s arms that night.
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Chapter 11: Debriefing The Future
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The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over Camilla’s backyard. She and Axel sat side by side on the steps of the deck, their shoulders brushing, their hands intertwined. The air was cool but not cold, and the faint scent of blooming flowers lingered in the breeze. It was one of those rare, perfect moments where everything felt still, like the world had paused just for them.

Camilla tilted her head back, letting the fading sunlight wash over her face. She felt... light. Happier than she had in years. It was a strange feeling, one she was still getting used to, but she welcomed it with open arms. She glanced over at Axel, who was watching her with a soft smile on his face.

“What?” she asked, laughing a little.

“Nothing,” he said, shrugging. “You just look really happy right now. It’s nice.”

She squeezed his hand, her heart swelling. “I am happy. I think... I think we’re going to be okay, Axel.”

He nodded, his expression serious but hopeful. “Yeah. I think so too.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a while, just enjoying each other’s presence. It was moments like these that made all the secrecy and stress worth it. They didn’t need grand gestures or declarations—just being together was enough.

Eventually, Camilla broke the silence. “So,” she said, turning to face him. “What’s next for us?”

Axel raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk tugging at his lips. “What do you mean?”

“I mean...” She hesitated, searching for the right words. “We’ve been so focused on just getting through each day, on keeping this secret. But I want to talk about the future. Our future.”

Axel’s smirk softened into a smile, and he reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. “Okay. Let’s talk about it.”

Camilla took a deep breath, her fingers absently tracing patterns on his knee. “I know this isn’t easy. And I know there are going to be challenges—Tony, your parents, school, work... all of it. But I don’t want to just survive this, Axel. I want us to thrive.”

He nodded, his eyes never leaving hers. “I want that too. And I think we can do it. We’ve already come this far, right?”

“Right,” she agreed, smiling. “But we need a plan. Or at least... some kind of roadmap. Something to keep us grounded when things get tough.”

Axel leaned back, stretching his legs out in front of him. “Okay. So, what’s first on the roadmap?”

Camilla thought for a moment. “Well, for starters, we keep doing what we’re doing. Being careful, being smart. But we also need to make time for each other. Real time. Not just stolen moments.”

“Agreed,” Axel said. “And we need to communicate. No more bottling things up or assuming the worst. If something’s bothering me, I’ll tell you. And you’ll do the same.”

“Deal,” Camilla said, holding out her pinky. Axel laughed but hooked his pinky around hers, sealing the promise.

As the conversation continued, they talked about everything—their dreams, their fears, their hopes for the future. Camilla admitted how scared she’d been at first, how she’d worried she was being selfish. Axel confessed that he’d been terrified of messing things up, of not being enough for her. But now, sitting there together, those fears felt smaller, more manageable.

“You know,” Axel said, his voice thoughtful, “I used to think that love was supposed to be easy. Like, if it was meant to be, it would just... work. But now I think it’s the opposite. Love is choosing someone, every day, even when it’s hard. And I choose you, Camilla. Every day.”

Her breath caught, and she felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes. “Axel...”

He reached up, brushing a tear away with his thumb. “Hey, don’t cry. This is supposed to be a happy conversation, remember?”

She laughed, swatting his hand away playfully. “I’m not crying. You’re crying.”

“Sure,” he said, grinning. “Whatever you say.”

As the sky darkened and the first stars began to appear, Camilla rested her head on Axel’s shoulder. “You know,” she said softly, “I really do believe in us, Axel. We can make it work. Together. I really think so.”

Axel wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. “I know so,” he smirked as he turned, giving her a kiss on the cheek. “And no matter what happens, we’ll figure it out. One step at a time.”

They sat there for a while longer, wrapped up in each other and the quiet promise of the future. It wasn’t perfect, and it wasn’t easy, but it was theirs. And for the first time in a long time, each of them felt they were enough.
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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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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/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/scene_break.png





