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Chapter 1: Getting Ready
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The little black dress didn’t just hang in the closet; it beckoned. Christina caught its silhouette from the corner of her eye, a stark, simple promise against the chaotic rainbow of her old life—the sensible cardigans, the blouses chosen for a boardroom, not a bar. A month ago, that dress would have seemed like a costume. Tonight, it felt like a uniform for her new reality.

Her new apartment in Beltline still smelled of fresh paint and possibility. The move, the divorce, quitting her soul-crushing job as a marketing coordinator—it had all been a whirlwind of cardboard boxes and cathartic tears. But the dust, both literal and metaphorical, had settled. The silence in her new place wasn't lonely; it was spacious. It was a blank page. And tonight, she was going to write one hell of a first sentence.

“Okay, Christina,” she said to her reflection in the bathroom mirror, her voice a little too loud in the quiet. “This is a new you.”

The foundation was the first layer of the new narrative. She dabbed and blended, watching as the faint stress lines and the lingering pallor from too many late nights crying over a cheap merlot disappeared. She was covering up the past, quite literally, and the metamorphosis was thrilling. Goodbye, corporate wifey; hello... well, she wasn’t sure yet. But she was excited to find out.

Her friends, the ones she’d neglected for a year in her failing marriage, had been ecstatic over text.

“Girl, it’s about time!” Sasha had written. “Pre at my place in Mount Royal at 8. We’re painting the town red, and you’re finding a man-toy. No arguments.”

A “man-toy.” The phrase sent a jittery bolt of anticipation straight through her. It had been so long since she’d felt... desired. Since she’d allowed herself to want to be desired. Her ex, Brad, had made her feel about as exciting as a beige wall. But Brad was in the past, along with his critiques and his crappy, half-hearted lovemaking.

Now for the eyes. She reached for the eyeshadow palette Sasha had forced into her hands last week—“You need some drama, honey!”—and swept a shade called “Garnet Glow” across her lids. It was bold. It was unapologetic. It was a colour you wore when you weren’t asking for permission. She followed with a fierce flick of liquid liner, the wing sharp enough to kill a man. Or at least, wound his ego.

Her phone buzzed on the counter. A text from Jen: How’s the transformation going? The cougar is emerging from her den! ;)

Christina laughed. A cougar. The term used to make her cringe, but now? It felt powerful. It implied experience, confidence, and knowing exactly what she wanted and not being afraid to go after it. She wasn't looking for another husband; she was looking for an adventure. A hot, uncomplicated, no-strings-attached adventure with a man who wouldn’t take her for granted. At least, not for tonight.

She slicked on a layer of deep, wine-red lipstick—the kind she’d never dare wear to the office—and blotted. The result was stunning. Her hazel eyes, amplified by the garnet shadow, sparkled back at her with a mischief she hadn’t seen in years. The woman in the mirror was a stranger, but a thrilling one.

Slipping into the little black dress was a ritual. The silk whispered against her skin, hugging curves she’d rediscovered at hot yoga classes. She stepped into a pair of killer heels, instantly feeling taller, stronger, invincible. A spritz of perfume at her wrists and décolletage—the final signature on the masterpiece.

Her phone lit up again. This time, it was the Uber app. Her driver, Amir, was two minutes away. The final flutter of nerves took flight in her stomach. This was it. No turning back.

She grabbed her clutch, gave her reflection one last, approving nod, and headed for the door. The click of her heels on the hardwood floor was a confident staccato, a drumbeat marching her toward her new life.

Down in the crisp evening air, a silver Honda Civic pulled up to the curb. She slid into the warm backseat, the city lights of downtown Calgary glittering in the distance like a field of diamonds.

“Good evening,” the Uber driver said as Christina entered the car to sit down.

Christina smiled, a slow, secret smile. “It is now!”
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Chapter 2: Pre-Drinking
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The Uber pulled up to a charming, character-style house in Mount Royal, its windows glowing with warm light. Christina could feel the bass of the music thumping gently from the street. She took a deep, steadying breath, the crisp air mixing with the scent of her perfume. Showtime.

Before she could even knock, the door flew open, and she was engulfed in a wave of warmth, laughter, and the unmistakable beat of Carly Rae Jepsen.

“SHE’S HERE!” Sasha shrieked, pulling her into a hug that smelled of vodka-cranberry and expensive conditioner. “Look at you! Oh my god, that dress! The cougar has claws!”

Christina laughed, the last of her nerves dissolving in the familiar chaos. The living room was a whirlwind of her closest friends—a glorious mess of curling wands, discarded outfit options, and open bottles of rosé. Jen, already perfectly styled in a sharp jumpsuit, thrust a glass of white wine into her hand.

“You’re late. Drink up, we’re on a schedule,” Jen said, her stern tone betrayed by the gleam in her eyes.

“The Uber took the scenic route through the Beltline,” Christina said, taking a grateful sip. “You all look amazing!”

And they did. It was a symphony of fierce femininity. Laughter echoed from the kitchen where Mira was taking a group selfie, the flash punctuating the music. The energy was infectious, a direct injection of joy after a year of self-imposed isolation.

The sole exception was Chloe, who was standing miserably by the fireplace, glaring at her own reflection in a small hand mirror.

“I look like a startled raccoon,” she moaned, poking at a smudge of dark eyeshadow under her eye. “This wing was supposed to be a fierce flick, not a tragic blob. I can’t go out like this!” She seemed as though she could be on the verge of tears.

“Oh, hush,” Sasha said, swooping in with a makeup wipe and a steady hand. “Nobody gets left behind. Tilt your head.” With the practised precision of a seasoned pro, Sasha erased the mistake. “Jen, pass me the liquid liner. The good one, not the drugstore crap that betrays you.”

Jen supplied the liner like a surgical nurse. Christina came over, holding Chloe’s wine glass for her. “You’ve got this, Chlo. We’ve all been there.”

“Remember my ‘sunset eyes’ that turned into a pink eye infection?” Mira called out from the kitchen, earning a round of groans and laughter.

“We don’t speak of that,” Jen declared.

In under a minute, Sasha had created two perfect, symmetrical wings. Chloe blinked at her reflection, her face transforming from despair to delight.

“Sasha, you’re a wizard.”

“I know,” Sasha said, capping the liner. “Now, stop touching your face and finish your drink. Our chariot awaits in, like, ten minutes.”

The next few minutes were a flurry of final adjustments—a last spritz of perfume, lipstick checks in the now-free bathroom mirror, phones and lip glosses being shoved into clutches. The music was turned up one last time, and they all sang along at the top of their lungs, a unified front of excitement and solidarity.

Christina felt a surge of pure affection for them. This was what she’d been missing. This unshakeable support, this shared madness. It was the armour she needed.

Sasha’s phone buzzed. A notification lit up the screen: Your UberXL has arrived.

“He’s here!” she announced.

A collective cheer went up. The girls took one last look around for their things, making doubly sure they had all of their most prized possessions. They grabbed their purses and poured out the front door, a chattering, glittering procession into the cool Calgary night.

Idling at the curb was a massive black SUV. The driver, a friendly-looking man, gave them a slightly wary but amused smile as he saw the group of six determined women approaching.

“Alright, ladies,” Sasha said, swinging the door open. “Mount Royal is lovely, but it’s time to go find some real trouble!”

Laughing, they piled into the spacious interior, a tangle of long legs and high spirits. The door slid shut with a heavy, final thud, sealing them in their mobile party capsule. As the SUV pulled away from the curb, Christina looked around at her friends’ glowing, excited faces, and knew, without a doubt, that this night was going to be unforgettable.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: The Club
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The UberXL deposited them on a buzzing stretch of 17th Avenue, right in the heart of the action. The energy was palpable, a hum of anticipation and bass lines bleeding from doorways. A line of people, clad in everything from designer dresses to artfully distressed jeans, snaked from the entrance of a sleek, modern building with a pulsing neon sign that simply read: VELVET CHINOOK.

“Ugh, a lineup,” Jen groaned, pulling her wool coat tighter against the crisp night air. “I hate feeling the prairie chill in my heels.”

“Relax, it’s moving fast,” Sasha declared, steering their group toward the end with the determination of a naval commander. “And it’s worth it. The DJ here is supposed to be unreal.”

Christina fell into line, the cold seeping through the thin silk of her dress. She crossed her arms, not just for warmth, but to contain the flutter of nerves and excitement. This was it. The threshold. The line moved quickly, and soon a broad-shouldered bouncer in a black jacket was checking their IDs with a nod, his expression one of bored professionalism. He unhooked the velvet rope, and they spilled inside.

The transition was instantaneous. The chill of the Alberta night was replaced by a wall of warmth and sound. The music wasn’t just heard; it was felt, a deep, rhythmic thrum that vibrated up through the soles of her shoes. After the brief, necessary chaos of the coat check—a flurry of shedding wool coats and trading loonies for tickets—they were free, emerging into the main cavern of the club.

It was a multi-level spectacle of dark wood, exposed brick, and gleaming metal. A sea of bodies moved on the dance floor under shifting coloured lights, while those on the upper-level mezzanine leaned over railings, cocktails in hand, surveying the scene below.

“First order of business: liquid courage,” Sasha announced, leading the charge to the long, crowded bar.

In minutes, they were armed. Christina clutched a cold vodka-soda, the condensation wet against her palm. The girls formed a small, powerful circle near the edge of the dance floor, clinking glasses.

“To Christina!” Sasha cheered. “And her new, dramatically more interesting life!”

“To Christina!” they echoed. The vodka burned a pleasant, confident path down her throat. She felt her shoulders relax, her hips beginning to sway almost imperceptibly to the beat.

Jen grabbed her hand. “Come on, let’s dance!”

They pushed their way into the thick of it, finding a pocket of space to claim as their own. The music took over. For a few glorious songs, there was nothing but the beat, the laughter of her friends, and the freedom of movement. Christina closed her eyes, letting the rhythm wash away the last remnants of her old self. She was here. She was alive.

When she opened them, catching her breath and taking a sip of her drink, her gaze swept across the dance floor.

And then she saw him.

He was leaning against a pillar on the far side of the room, slightly removed from the densest crowd. He was younger, maybe late twenties—the kind of youth that felt both tantalizing and intimidating. He had a lean, athletic build, visible even through his simple dark button-up and well-fitted jeans. His hair was dark, either brown or possibly even black, but it was difficult to discern with the lighting and from this distance. It looked well-cut and seemed maintained, the kind that looked effortless but probably took careful work. He held a bottle of beer loosely in one hand, his other thumb hooked in his pocket as he surveyed the room with a calm, almost amused confidence.

But it was his face that held her captive. Even from a distance, she could make out strong, clean lines—a sharp jaw, a straight nose. And then, as if he sensed her attention, his head turned slightly, and his eyes met hers.

They were a deep, enthralling brown, striking even across the shadowy, strobe-lit room.

A jolt, electric and undeniable, shot through her. It wasn't just that he was handsome; he was beautiful, exactly like the man on the cover of her new life. He looked like trouble. The best kind.

He didn't smile, but he didn't look away either. He just held her gaze, a silent, challenging question in his expression.

Christina’s breath hitched. She quickly averted her eyes, her heart hammering against her ribs like a wild thing. She took a gulp of her drink, the ice clinking loudly in the suddenly intimate space between her and a stranger twenty feet away.

Okay, she thought, a slow, secret smile playing on her lips as she stared resolutely into her glass. The hunt is on.
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Chapter 4: Travis
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The thought echoed in her mind, a silent scream over the pulsing music: I can’t do this.

The old Christina—the one married to Brad, the one who deferred in board meetings, the one who chose beige wallpaper—would have let the moment pass. She would have admired him from afar, maybe shared a conspiratorial glance with her friends, and let the fantasy live and die right there on the dance floor. The old Christina was safe. The old Christina was boring.

But the old Christina is gone, she reminded herself, the vodka-soda warming her veins with a false, but welcome, courage.

He was still there, leaning against the pillar, his dark eyes now casually scanning the crowd again, though she could have sworn his gaze lingered in her direction for a fraction of a second longer than anywhere else. It was now or never.

“I’ll be right back,” she said to Jen, her voice sounding strangely calm despite the hurricane in her chest.

Jen followed her gaze and her eyes widened with gleeful understanding. “Get it, girl!” she hissed, giving Christina an encouraging push.

Every step across the dance floor felt like a mile. The space between them was a chasm of potential humiliation, and with each click of her heels on the polished concrete, she felt a dozen eyes on her, judging, laughing. Abort, abort, abort, her old self pleaded. Her heart wasn't just beating; it was a frantic bird trying to escape the cage of her ribs. She could feel a faint, nervous sweat on the back of her neck.

But she was the New Christina. And the New Christina did not abort. She advanced.

She navigated the edge of the dancing crowd, the bass seeming to sync with her heartbeat. Thump-thump. You’re-crazy. Thump-thump. You’re-crazy. He hadn’t seen her approach yet. He took a slow sip of his beer, the muscles in his forearm flexing subtly. He was even better looking up close. The clean line of his jaw had just the faintest hint of stubble, and his dark hair was indeed perfectly, artfully messy.

She stopped, now standing directly in his line of sight. He lowered his beer bottle, his deep brown eyes meeting hers again. This close, they were even more captivating, flecked with gold in the club lights. There was a question in them, and a spark of interest.

This was it. No turning back.

She offered a smile, hoping it looked confident and not utterly unhinged. “Hi,” she said, and was relieved her voice didn’t crack. “I was across the room and I just... I had to come over and introduce myself.”

He looked surprised, but pleasantly so. A slow, easy smile spread across his face, and it was devastating. It crinkled the corners of his eyes. God, he’s young, she thought, but the thought was quickly drowned out by his presence.

“Yeah?” he said, his voice a low, warm baritone that cut through the music. It was a voice that suggested calm confidence. “I’m glad you did.”

He straightened up from the pillar, and she had to tilt her head back slightly to maintain eye contact. He was tall. He extended his hand. It was a strangely formal, charming gesture in the middle of a club. “I’m Travis.”

Travis. A solid, unpretentious, all-Canadian name. It suited him.

She placed her hand in his. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers, and a fresh jolt of electricity passed up her arm. The simple contact felt more intimate than any she’d had in years.

“Christina,” she said, her name feeling new on her tongue. She couldn’t help but blush a little.

“Christina,” he repeated, as if tasting the name himself. He didn’t let go of her hand immediately. “So, Christina, what brings you to the Velvet Chinook on a night like this? Business or pleasure?”

The flirty, playful tone was unmistakable. The New Christina soared.

“Definitely pleasure,” she replied, finally slipping her hand from his, feeling the ghost of his touch linger. “It’s my first night out in... well, let’s just say it’s been a while. I’m christening my new life.”

His smile widened. “A christening? That sounds serious. And you chose this place? I’m honoured.”

“Don’t be too honoured yet,” she fired back, surprising herself with her own wit. “The night is still young. The jury’s out on whether this was a wise choice.”

Travis threw his head back and laughed, a genuine, hearty sound that seemed to draw a bubble of quiet around them despite the noise. “I like your honesty. Most people just say they’re here for the ‘great music.’”

“Is the music great?” Christina teased. “I hadn’t noticed. I was too busy being nervous about walking over here.”

His expression softened into something more genuine, more appreciative. “Well, for what it’s worth, I’m really glad you fought the nerves and won. It takes guts to do that.”

“You have no idea,” she breathed, the admission making her feel vulnerable and powerful all at once.

They stood there for a moment, just smiling at each other, the charged air between them crackling with possibility. The initial terror had melted away, replaced by a thrilling, buzzing anticipation.

“So,” Travis said, breaking the silence and gesturing with his now-empty beer bottle. “Can I buy the brave Christina a drink to celebrate her new life? I feel like I should contribute to the christening.”

The New Christina didn’t even have to think. She met his gaze, her earlier nerves completely gone, replaced by a wave of pure, unadulterated triumph.

“I’d like that,” she said. “Lead the way.”

As he turned towards the bar, he placed a gentle, guiding hand on the small of her back. It was a simple, casual gesture, but it sent a shiver straight through her silk dress and down to her very core. She fell into step beside him, the loud, crowded club fading into a blur around them. All that existed was the path to the bar, and the magnetic man walking beside her.
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Chapter 5: Flirting
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The walk to the bar was a short journey through a forest of bodies, Travis’s hand a warm, sure guide on the small of her back. They didn't find stools; in a place like this, you were lucky to find a square foot of floor space. Instead, they carved out a small territory near the end of the long, gleaming bar, surrounded by the press and hum of the crowd.

It was a different kind of intimacy, standing so close they were almost touching, their conversation a private world in the public chaos. Travis effortlessly caught the bartender's eye with a raised chin and a calm smile.

"What can I get for you?" the bartender shouted over the din, her gaze skipping between them.

Travis leaned in, his shoulder brushing Christina's. His voice was a warm vibration near her ear. "What's your poison?"

The proximity was electrifying. "Vodka-soda with lime, please," she said, hoping her composure held.

"And for you?" the bartender asked Travis.

"I'll have a Fortress Dark Ale," he said, his choice of a local dark beer striking her as both unpretentious and confident.

The bartender nodded and turned away, leaving them sealed in their bubble once more. The noise forced them to lean in close to hear each other, their heads almost touching.

"So," Travis began, his voice a low rumble meant just for her. "A christening. That implies a burial at sea for something old. What are we sending to the bottom of the ocean tonight?"

Christina smiled, emboldened by the shelter of the crowd. "Let's just say a very beige, very boring chapter of my life. The details are... depressingly unoriginal."

"A bad breakup?" he guessed, his tone gentle, not prying.

"Yeah, a bad breakup. The final chapter of a bad marriage, actually," she clarified, deciding to own it. The New Christina was divorced and on the prowl. It was a fact, not a failure.

Travis didn't flinch. He seemed a bit surprised, but didn’t offer pity. He simply nodded, his engaging brown eyes holding hers. "His loss. Clearly,” he said, as he gestured up and down as if to show off Christina’s figure.

The simple, confident statement sent a warm flush through her. The bartender returned with their drinks. Travis paid with a folded bill from his wallet, waving off her attempt to contribute. He handed Christina her glass, his fingers brushing against hers deliberately, and then raised his dark pint.

"To new chapters," he said, his gaze intense in the dim light.

She clinked her glass against his. "To new chapters."

They each took a sip, the moment stretching between them despite the jostling crowd. He shifted slightly, his body creating a protective barrier between her and the main throng.

"What about you?" she asked, raising her voice just enough. "What brings Travis to the Velvet Chinook tonight? Did you just say you were working?"

He laughed, a sharp, happy sound. "God, no. I'm an architect. I couldn’t handle working in a bar. Not anymore, anyway." He took a slow drink of his ale. "I'm just here with a couple of buddies from the firm. Or at least, I was. We just finished a big project, so this is the victory lap. They went for a smoke and I don’t know what happened to them."

An architect. It made perfect sense—the calm confidence, the observant eyes, the well-fitted clothes. It also explained why he’d seemed to be alone.

"Oh, well, congratulations on finishing whatever it was," she said, genuinely impressed. "What was the project?"

His face lit up with passion. "A new community centre in the northeast. Trying to make something both functional and beautiful. It's not the Louvre, but..." he trailed off with a modest shrug.

"But it matters more," Christina finished for him, seeing him in a new light. "That's incredible."

He looked at her, a genuine appreciation in his smile. "Thanks. Most people just glaze over when I talk about load-bearing walls and sustainable materials."

"Maybe you just haven't been talking to the right people," she countered, holding his gaze.

"Maybe I haven't," he said softly, his eyes dropping to her lips for a heartbeat before meeting hers again.

The flirtation was a tangible thing now, a current running back and forth between them with every glance and smile. They talked about everything and nothing—their favourite Calgary neighbourhoods, their mutual hatred for the city's potholes every spring, their shared love for a good patio on a rare hot day. He was easy to talk to, witty and sharp, and he listened to her answers as if they were the most interesting thing he'd heard all night.

At one point, a rowdy group pushed past, and Travis instinctively moved closer, his hand finding her waist to steady her. He didn't pull back immediately. His touch was firm, possessive in the best way, and she felt a shiver of pure desire. The noise, the crowd, the entire club—it all faded away until the only thing that was real was the heat of his hand through the silk of her dress and the promise in his deep brown eyes.
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Chapter 6: More?


[image: ]


The current song faded into another with a heavier, more insistent beat. Travis’s hand was still on her waist, a brand through the silk of her dress.

“So, architect who builds community centres,” Christina said, her voice a little breathless. “Can you dance, or do you just stand around looking structurally sound?”

A wicked grin spread across his face. “I guess you’ll have to be the judge of my structural integrity.”

He kept one hand on the small of her back and took her hand with his other, leading her not into the chaotic centre of the dance floor, but into a slightly less packed pocket of space nearby. There was no formal dancing, not really. It was just a slow, rhythmic swaying, a private conversation held with their bodies. They moved together easily, his lead confident but not demanding. Christina let the music take over, her hands resting on his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “For the record,” he murmured, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her, “you are even more stunning up close.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. The old Christina would have deflected with a self-deprecating joke. The New Christina met his gaze, her eyes sparkling with challenge. “For the record,” she replied, “you’re not so bad yourself.”

The space between their faces vanished. It wasn't a question or a hesitant exploration; it was an inevitability. His lips found hers, and the world dissolved. The blaring music, the crowd, the club—it all melted into a distant hum. His kiss was firm and sure, tasting of dark ale and pure, unadulterated want. It was a kiss that erased a decade of mediocre, passionless marriage in a single, searing moment. Her fingers tangled in the hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer.

When they finally broke apart, they were both breathless. A loud, familiar whistle cut through the air. Christina glanced over Travis’s shoulder to see her friends clustered by a high-top table. Sasha gave an exaggerated, double thumbs-up, while Jen mimed wiping a tear from her eye. They were beaming, but made no move to interrupt, giving her the space she needed to conquer her world.

She hadn’t forgotten why she was here. The kiss had only solidified her mission. This was her night. Her rules.

They danced for a few more songs, the flirting now laced with a new, raw electricity. Every brush of his hand felt intentional, every look loaded with promise. During a brief lull, she took a deep breath, her courage soaring on a cocktail of vodka and triumph.

She turned to face him fully, her expression growing serious beneath the playful glint in her eyes. “So, Travis,” she began, her voice steady despite the nerves fluttering in her stomach. “I have a proposition for you.”

“Oh yeah?” he asked, intrigued, leaning in closer. “I’m listening.”

“My place isn't far from here. In the Beltline.” She paused, letting the implication hang in the air between them. “We could get out of this noise... and continue this conversation there.”

For a heartbeat, he just looked at her, as if processing her boldness. Then, a slow, understanding smile dawned on his face. He leaned in so close she could feel his breath on her skin.

“Just so I’m perfectly clear,” he said, his voice a low, intimate rumble. “Are you asking me to come home with you?”

Christina held her ground, her gaze unwavering. “I am.”

The grin that broke across his face was instantaneous and brilliant, stretching from ear-to-ear. It was a look of pure, unadulterated male pleasure. He let out a short, amazed laugh.

“We could do that,” he smirked, his eyes dark with anticipation. He gently took her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. “Lead the way.”

As she led him through the crowd, a wave of powerful, unshakeable confidence washed over her. The old Christina was a distant memory. This new version? She was just getting started. And things were most definitely on the up-and-up.
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Chapter 7: At Home
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After the third Uber of the night, Christina was finally home.

Only this time, she wasn’t alone.

The click of the lock, the gentle push of the door, and they stepped into the quiet sanctuary of her apartment. The faint scent of fresh paint and her perfume still hung in the air, but now it was mingled with the crisp, cold energy of the night clinging to their coats.

“Welcome to my humble abode,” she said, her voice a little hushed in the sudden quiet, a stark contrast to the club's roar. She flicked on a soft, ambient lamp, casting the open-concept living room in a warm, golden glow.

Travis stepped inside, his eyes scanning the space with an architect’s appreciative gaze. “It’s great,” he said, his voice low and genuine. “It feels like you. Modern, but warm.”

The compliment sent a thrill through her. He was already seeing her, not just the decor.

“Make yourself at home,” she said, slipping off her heels with a sigh of relief. The simple act felt incredibly intimate. “Can I get you a drink? I think I have some beer, or I could make a cocktail... or there’s wine.”

He shrugged out of his jacket, draping it over one of the barstools at her kitchen island. “A beer would be perfect. Thanks.”

She moved to the kitchen, acutely aware of his eyes on her, following the sway of her hips in the little black dress. She pulled two bottles of a local IPA from the fridge, the cold a welcome shock to her still-buzzing system. When she turned, he was right there, having crossed the room silently to lean against the island, just a few feet away.

She handed him a bottle. Their fingers touched, and the eye contact they held was more potent than any alcohol.

“To successful escapes from loud clubs,” he said, raising his bottle.

“To successful escapes,” she echoed, clinking her bottle against his. She took a sip, her eyes never leaving his over the rim of the bottle.

He took a long swallow, then set his bottle down with a definitive click. “Come here,” he murmured, his voice a soft command.

It wasn’t a question. Heart hammering, Christina placed her own bottle on the counter and closed the small distance between them. He didn’t wait, meeting her halfway. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her jawline as his lips found hers.

This kiss was different from the one in the club. It wasn't fueled by the frantic energy of a night out, but by a slow, burning certainty. It was deeper, more exploratory. He tasted of beer and the cold night and pure, undiluted desire. Her hands slid up his chest, feeling the firm plane of his muscles beneath the soft cotton of his button-up, before linking behind his neck, pulling him closer.

He backed her gently against the kitchen island, his body pressing against hers, and she could feel the hard evidence of his arousal. A moan escaped her, swallowed by his kiss. Her own hands grew bolder, slipping beneath the fabric of his shirt to splay across the warm, smooth skin of his back. He shuddered under her touch.

“Christina,” he breathed against her lips, his voice ragged.

In response, she kissed him harder, pouring all the pent-up longing of her “beige” years into it. His hands slid from her face, down her neck, over her shoulders, coming to rest on her hips. Then, they moved to the zipper at the back of her dress.

The sound of it sliding down was deafening in the quiet room. He broke the kiss, his dark eyes searching hers for any hesitation. She gave him a slow, confident smile, the “New Christina” in full, glorious control. With a gentle push of his hands, the silk dress slid from her shoulders, pooling in a dark puddle at her feet.

He let out a soft, appreciative breath, his gaze burning as it traveled over her, clad only in her black lace bra and panties. “You are so beautiful,” he said, the words sounding like a vow.

He bent his head, his mouth finding the sensitive skin of her neck, then her collarbone, while his hands explored the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. Every touch was like a spark, igniting a fire that had been dormant for far too long.

“Travis,” she whispered, her own hands working to unbutton his shirt, fumbling slightly in her urgency. He helped her, shrugging it off to reveal a torso that was every bit as sculpted as she had imagined. Her hands roamed over his chest, feeling his heart beat as wildly as her own.

The couch was only a few steps away. They stumbled towards it, a tangle of eager hands and hungry mouths, never breaking contact. They fell onto the soft cushions in a heap of limbs and laughter and desperate kisses. His weight on top of her was an anchor, grounding her in this unbelievable reality. His hands and mouth were everywhere, learning her, worshipping her, and she met his passion with her own, arching into his touch.

After long, breathless minutes, Christina broke the kiss, her chest heaving. She looked into his heavy-lidded eyes, dark with need.

“The bedroom is through there,” she whispered, nodding towards the hallway, her voice thick with promise.

A slow, predatory smile touched his kiss-swollen lips. In one fluid motion, he stood, and then scooped her up from the couch into his arms as if she weighed nothing. A small, surprised gasp escaped her, followed by a thrill of pure delight.

“Then show me,” he said, his voice a low growl against her ear.

With her arms wrapped around his neck, she pointed the way, their journey to the bedroom a trail of fervent, lingering kisses that promised the night was far, far from over.
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Chapter 8: Sex
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The command in his voice, “Then show me,” was the final spark. It didn’t intimidate her; it ignited her. The New Christina, the one who had asked him home, who had shed her dress with a confident smile, was ready to lead the hunt.

As Travis carried her into the bedroom, she didn’t feel like a prize to be won. She felt like a queen being carried to her throne. He laid her gently on the cool duvet, his body following hers down, but she placed a firm hand on his chest.

“My turn,” she whispered, her voice husky but unwavering.

With a surprising strength fueled by pure adrenaline, she rolled them over, reversing their positions. He landed on his back with a soft grunt of surprise, looking up at her with wide, intrigued eyes. She straddled his hips, pinning him beneath her, her hands planted on his hard chest. The power was intoxicating.

“I like this view,” he groaned, his hands coming to rest on her thighs, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin.

“Good,” she said, leaning down to capture his mouth in a deep, claiming kiss. “Because you’re not going anywhere.”

She kissed a blazing trail down his neck, over his collarbone, down the firm plane of his stomach. He shuddered beneath her, his breath hitching. She could feel the rigid length of him straining against his jeans, and a thrill of feminine power shot through her. With deliberate slowness, she unbuttoned his jeans, her eyes locked on his the entire time. His gaze was dark, hungry, and utterly captivated.

She freed him, and for a moment, just looked, her confidence surging at the raw evidence of his desire. Then, she lowered her head.

It wasn’t a prolonged act of submission, but a brief, devastating display of control. A teasing, expert flick of her tongue, a deep, slow stroke that made his entire body tense and a guttural, choked curse tear from his throat. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding, but gripping, holding on for dear life.

“Christina... fuck,” he gasped, his hips bucking off the bed. He couldn’t help himself, he needed to push further into her open mouth.

That was all she wanted—to shatter his cool composure, to reduce him to a state of pure, desperate need. After a few more moments, she pulled away, leaving him breathless and wanting.

She rose from her knees, her own need a roaring fire in her veins. With a fluid, confident motion, she unhooked her bra and let it fall away, then hooked her thumbs into the sides of her black lace panties and slid them down her legs, tossing them aside. Now, she was completely bare before him, illuminated by the sliver of city light filtering through the window.

“You’re still wearing too much,” she said, her voice a low purr as she gestured to his jeans, still bunched around his thighs.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He kicked them off with a frantic, clumsy urgency that made her smile. As he moved to sit up, she placed a hand on his chest again, pushing him back down.

“Uh-uh. My show, remember?”

His answering grin was wild, surrendering, and full of awe. “Yes, ma’am.”

She reached into the nightstand drawer, retrieving a condom with a hand that was surprisingly steady. She tore the foil with her teeth, her eyes never leaving his. She sheathed him herself, her touch firm and deliberate, drawing another sharp hiss from his lips.

“Now,” she commanded, her voice thick with desire before she positioned herself over him. “Climb fully into bed. This is where you belong tonight.”

He obeyed, shifting his body fully onto the mattress, his head on her pillows. The sight of him, laid out for her, completely at her mercy, was the most potent aphrodisiac she had ever known. She climbed atop, then lowered herself onto him, taking him inside her in one slow, excruciatingly perfect glide.

A shared, shuddering moan filled the room. For a moment, she just stayed still, letting them both adjust to the breathtaking fullness, her eyes closed in ecstasy.

Then, she began to move.

She set a slow, rolling rhythm at first, her hands braced on his chest, her head thrown back. The old Christina, the submissive one in the bedroom with Brad, was a ghost. This woman was a force of nature. With every rise and fall, her confidence grew. She controlled the pace, the depth, the angle. She watched his face, contorted in pleasure, and felt a savage joy.

“God, you feel... incredible,” he rasped, his hands gripping her hips, not to steer, but to feel more of her.

“I know,” she breathed, the words a revelation to herself. She still was unsure where this newfound confidence was coming from, though she loved it regardless.

She increased the tempo, riding him with a fierce, untamed energy that matched the wild beat of her heart. The room filled with the sounds of their passion: their ragged breaths, the slick, rhythmic friction of their bodies, the soft, desperate curses he muttered into the night. He was losing control beneath her, his hips meeting her thrusts with increasing frenzy.

“Oh Christina! Christina!” Travis groaned.

“Yes! Take it!” she ordered him, her hand pressed hard to his chest as she stared intently into his eyes.

“Christina, I’m... I can’t...” he warned, his voice strained.

“Let go,” she commanded, leaning forward to whisper in his ear, her own climax growing closer. “Make a mess of me, Travis.”

That was his undoing. With a raw, guttural cry, his body arched off the bed, and he spilled into her, his release entirely filling the condom.

As Travis continued to buck, his cries and groans drove Christina to the edge. “Oh! Oh! Like that! Fuck me, Travis!”

Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, so intense it was almost painful, and she cried out, her inner muscles milking him through his own powerful release until he was completely, utterly spent.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them slick with sweat and gasping for air. His arms came around her, holding her tightly as their heartbeats slowly synced into a steady, languid rhythm.

In the quiet aftermath, as the reality of what she had done—what she had orchestrated—settled over her, Christina smiled against his skin. She had not just taken a lover; she had claimed her prey. And in her new, out-of-the-ordinary way, she had truly made him her cub.
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Chapter 9: Take Charge
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They lay tangled together in the dark, the only sounds their slowing breaths and the distant hum of the city. Christina’s head rested on Travis’s chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his skin. A profound, buzzing satisfaction settled deep in her bones. She had done it. She had been the architect of her own pleasure and had claimed exactly what she wanted.

Just as she was nearly ready to drift into a hazy, contented sleep, she felt a shift beneath her. Travis’s hand, which had been stroking her back, stilled. He took a deep breath.

“Hey,” he murmured, his voice sounding somehow both rough and sensual.

“Hmm?” she hummed, not opening her eyes.

He shifted, rolling onto his side to face her. In the sliver of moonlight, she could see his expression was serious, his dark eyes intent. “I’m not done with you yet.”

A fresh thrill, sharp and sweet, shot through her. His words made Christina wake up instantly. It had been so long since she’d felt this desired.

“Oh?” she said, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her lips. “And what did you have in mind?”

In answer, he leaned over her, his body caging hers, and captured her mouth in a deep, languid kiss that tasted of possession and renewed hunger. When he pulled back, he was grinning, that same confident, boyish grin from the club, but now layered with a new, intimate knowledge of her.

“My turn to take charge,” he said, his voice a low promise. He reached for the nightstand, retrieving another foil square with a confident efficiency that made her stomach flutter.

She watched, mesmerized, as he sheathed himself, her own desire rekindling into a roaring flame. This was different. The first time had been about her control, her conquest. This was about to become a partnership of pure, unadulterated hunger.

“Turn over,” he commanded softly, his hand guiding her hip.

Heart hammering with anticipation, Christina obeyed. She got onto her knees, bending forward until her face was buried in the pillows, the cool cotton a stark contrast to her heated skin. He moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his thumbs pressing into the small of her back.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he growled, as he took several gentle practice thrusts. When he discovered she was still wet enough to take him, he slowly slipped his head in. Then once he was finally inside Christina, he held her tight and in just one powerful thrust, he stole the air from her lungs.

This time, there was no slow build. He set a relentless, driving pace from the start, each thrust a punctuation mark on the night’s narrative. The headboard tapped a steady, frantic rhythm against the wall, a primal drumbeat to their union. Christina gasped into the pillows, her fingers clutching the sheets as he filled her completely, again and again.

“Oh fuck!” Christina began to moan.

“Is this what you wanted?” he rasped, his voice strained with effort.

“Yes!” she cried out, the word muffled by the fabric.

“Louder,” Travis insisted.

“YES!” she screamed, no longer caring who heard, lost in the sensation of being utterly, wonderfully taken.

“Good girl!” he said, smacking her right ass cheek hard. He wanted Christina to know exactly how bad he wanted to claim her.

Christina gasped with pleasure, moaning as she continued to take Travis deep.

He leaned over her, his chest pressed against her back, his mouth near her ear. “You’re incredible,” he breathed, the words a hot benediction against her skin as his rhythm became faster, more urgent.

His praise, the feel of him, the entire, unbelievable night—it all coalesced into a tidal wave of pleasure that broke over her without warning. Suddenly she found herself near the edge again, albeit much more quickly this time.

Her climax was a silent, screaming thing that ripped through her, seizing every muscle, turning her vision white. She could only scream and groan.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Fuck me, Travis! Please fuck me!”

Travis smacked her left ass cheek now as he drilled her. “Yeah! Like that! Good girl! Fucking take me!”

“OH! UGH! UGHHH! AH! OH MY FUCKING GOD!” Christina cried as his hard dick delivered her intense climax. She continued to scream, words unable to form, now.

“Ohhh! Ughhhh! Ohhhhhhh! Uggggh..hmmmm! AHHH!”

Travis just continued to drive into her, not wanting to rob her of any pleasure. But her loud screams beckoned to him, drawing him nearer to his own finish line.

She suddenly felt him follow her over the edge with a guttural shout, his body shuddering against hers as he held her tightly, filling the condom once again with seed.

“Christina! Christina! Fuck! You’re so perfect! Don’t move!” He thrust himself in deep and held her there, his manhood completely inside her.

Christina enjoyed the feeling of him filling her. Through the thin lining of the condom, she could feel his entire release. This man, this young, sexy man, was just a stranger earlier tonight. Now, a thin layer of latex was all that prevented his fluids from mixing inside her.

As the two of them gasped for breath, he collapsed forward onto her. Travis slid off to one side, where both Christina and he lay, spent and breathless.

This time, the silence was different. It was full, complete, the quiet of a storm that had passed and left perfect calm in its wake.

“Oh my God. You’re incredible.” Travis stated, sounding both entirely pleased and certain this was the best night of his life.

Christina couldn’t help but giggle.

—
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LATER, AFTER TRAVIS had slipped out with a final, deep kiss and a promise to call, Christina lay alone in her bed. The room still smelled of sex and his cologne. She stared at the ceiling, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across her face.

She had done it. The woman who had chosen beige wallpaper had just had the most passionately colourful night of her life. The woman who had felt old and discarded had been worshipped by a younger, stunning man who couldn’t get enough of her. The woman who had deferred for so long had taken exactly what she wanted and had been rewarded beyond her wildest dreams.

This was more than just a hookup to Christina. It was a revelation. It was proof. She wasn't too old. Her life wasn't over. She was desirable, powerful, and capable of crafting her own happiness, one bold, fearless choice at a time.

The first chapter of her new life was written, and it was a bestseller. As sleep finally claimed her, Christina knew, with every fibre of her being, that it was only the beginning.

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

-Ms Naughtee
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        The MILF & The Pool Boy
by Ms Naughtee
When eighteen-year-old Brayden takes a summer job skimming leaves and balancing pool chemicals, he expected sunburns, chlorine, and boredom. He didn't expect her—Judy, a gorgeous, lonely MILF who hasn't felt truly wanted in years.
On the surface, she's the classy married woman with a perfect life and a picture-perfect house. But beneath her polite smile, Judy is starving for touch. Their flirtation builds slowly—sun-drenched days, accidental eye contact, small invitations—until one mistake changes everything. In that moment, the fantasies she's buried for decades become very real.
What begins as innocent curiosity between two very different generations becomes a raw, explosive affair neither of them can walk away from. Brayden awakens a hunger in Judy that shocks even her—and Judy, in return, gives Brayden a taste of womanhood he will never forget.
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This is a story about temptation that feels too good to resist… and the consequences that come when a grown woman finally stops behaving herself.
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