
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

The Muscled Janitor


Copyright © 2025 by Coleen F. Brennan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Coleen F. Brennan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Coleen F. Brennan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

The Muscled Janitor
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Firebound Lovers
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



The Muscled Janitor

The silence of the house had become a presence of its own, a palpable entity that had settled into every corner and crevice. It was a heavy, velvet curtain, thick and suffocating, draped over a life that had, for two full decades, been orchestrated by the precise, methodical sounds of her husband, Richard. The silence was not merely an absence of noise; it was the ghost of sound, the negative space where footsteps should have been. Richard had been a man of clocks and calendars, of impeccable routines and unwavering predictability. His life was a metronome, ticking away in the even crests of his evenly spaced footsteps on the polished hardwood floors, the crisp, deliberate rustle of the morning paper opened to the financial section, the soft, rhythmic clink of his spoon against a porcelain teacup at precisely four in the afternoon.

His death six months prior hadn’t brought the storm of chaotic grief she’d read about in romance novels, the rending of garments and sleepless, tear-soaked nights. It had brought this, a profound, echoing quiet that seemed to have a physical weight, pressing down on her shoulders, filling her lungs. The house, his meticulously designed monument to a well-ordered life, a testament to control and minimalist elegance, was now Edith’s mausoleum. The air inside tasted of dust and memory, a stale perfume of a life no longer lived.

She had wandered its halls for what felt like an eternity, a ghost in the architecture of her own life, a wraith haunting the spaces she was meant to inhabit. Her days were spent in a listless pilgrimage through the rooms, her fingers trailing over the frigid, unyielding surfaces of the cool, marble countertops he’d chosen from a quarry in Italy, the stone veined with gray like a frozen river. She would find herself straightening the minimalist art he’d hung with a laser level, stark black lines on white canvases that offered no comfort, no story. She would spend minutes at a time adjusting the Venetian blinds, tilting the slats to the exact thirty-degree angle he’d always preferred, a precise configuration designed to allow light in without the vulgarity of a direct sunbeam.

At forty-three, she was a widow, a word that felt both foreign and ill-fitting, like a borrowed coat. But more than that, she was a project left unfinished, a beautiful object he had acquired and curated, placed carefully on a high shelf and now left to gather the fine, pale dust of neglect. Richard had been fifteen years her senior, established, his life already a set and hardened thing when she’d entered it. He had loved her in the way one loves a prized possession: with meticulous care, with undeniable pride, but with a distinct, almost clinical lack of messy, consuming passion. Theirs was a love built on admiration and shared aesthetics, not on frantic, fumbling need.

He had given her security, a fortress of wealth and status. This palatial home, sitting smugly on the most affluent side of town, was her gilded cage. But in providing everything he thought she needed, he had inadvertently starved her of the one thing she now craved with a desperate, unfamiliar hunger that clawed at the inside of her stomach: chaos. She craved a disruption, a crack in the smooth, sterile veneer of her existence. She wanted a tremor to run through the foundations of this perfect, silent house.

The first crack in the pristine facade of her grief, the first tremor of rebellion, had been the lawn. Richard had employed a landscaping service whose name was synonymous with suburban perfection. They arrived every Tuesday at 8:00 a.m. sharp, a small army in khaki uniforms, their movements synchronized, their mowers and edgers creating a deafening symphony of order. After his death, after the casseroles stopped arriving and the sympathy cards dwindled, Edith had picked up the phone, her hand trembling slightly, and canceled the service. She hadn’t known why, not precisely. She just wanted to see what would happen.

The grass grew. It grew with a shameless, untamable exuberance, a riot of green that seemed to laugh in the face of the neatly trimmed hedges bordering the property. Dandelions, Richard’s sworn enemy, which he had once paid a man to poison one by one, appeared like a diaspora of cheerful little suns, their bright yellow heads a brazen splash of color against the encroaching green. The rose bushes, which he had kept ruthlessly pruned into tight, geometric shapes, began to arch and sprawl in languid, thorny embraces, their heavy-headed blooms releasing a heady, decadent perfume into the afternoon air. The wildness of it was a small, secret thrill, a personal act of defiance she could watch from the safety of her kitchen window, a cup of cooling tea in her hands. It was a tiny, unfolding chaos, and it felt like breathing for the first time.

But the wildness had its limits, and the thrill was beginning to curdle into anxiety. The untamed yard was starting to cross the line from rebellious to neglected, and she was not a neglectful woman. The neighbors, with their own perfectly manicured landscapes, were beginning to stare. She was not falling apart. She was… recalibrating. She needed help, but the thought of Richard’s anonymous, uniformed service returning made her skin crawl. She didn’t want a team of efficient automatons. She wanted a person. One person. Someone to bring life and sweat and tangible effort back into this sterile, hermetically sealed environment. She wanted to hear the grunt of physical labor, smell the scent of honest work, see a single human being impose his will upon the chaos she had allowed to bloom.

The agency she found online was discreet, its website a palette of muted grays and sophisticated fonts, clearly catering to the wealthy, privacy-obsessed clientele of the neighborhood. It offered everything from Cordon Bleu-trained personal chefs to live-in housekeepers and, further down the list, general-purpose handymen. Edith had scrolled through the profiles, her typed request for “lawn care and general household maintenance” feeling deceptively simple, a bland cover for a need she could not yet articulate even to herself.

Most of the profiles were of older, professional-looking men. There was a “Robert, 58,” with kind eyes and a résumé listing three decades of estate management. There was a “David, 62,” whose photo showed him smiling gently beside a prize-winning orchid. They were reliable, trustworthy, and safe. They were men Richard would have approved of. Her finger hovered over Robert’s profile, the sensible choice. And then she saw his.

Cyrus Ford. Twenty-five. The photo was a bit grainy, a selfie taken outdoors with the sun behind him, blowing out the background into a white glare. But the raw, unpolished vitality of him cut through the digital haze like a physical force. He had a strong, sharply defined jaw dusted with the shadow of a day’s worth of stubble, and his wind-tousled brown hair looked perpetually in motion. His eyes, even in the low-resolution image, seemed to hold a challenge, a glint of amusement and daring. He was the living, breathing antithesis of everything this house, and her life, had been for twenty years. On a dizzying impulse, a rush of heat that started in her chest and spread through her limbs, she clicked the button, requesting him specifically.

That morning, the anticipation was a physical thing, a humming, vibrating energy under her skin that was so foreign it was almost alarming. For the first time in six months, she’d woken not to the oppressive weight of the silence but to this nervous, thrumming energy. She felt like a teenager before a first date. She went to her closet, bypassing her usual uniform of tasteful, beige cashmere loungewear and gray silk pajamas, garments Richard had favored for their understated elegance. Her hand pushed past the sea of neutrals until it landed on a flash of color. She pulled out a sundress, a splash of brilliant yellow and white flowers on a sky-blue background. It was a dress she’d bought over a year ago on a rare solo shopping trip, a moment of whimsy, and had never worn. Richard, upon seeing it, had raised an eyebrow and commented that it was a bit “girlish,” and it had been relegated to the back of the closet, a forgotten rebellion. Today, it felt like armor. Its cotton fabric felt alive against her skin, a stark contrast to the lifeless silks she had grown accustomed to.

She’d spent an entire hour on her hair, a task she usually completed in minutes. She used hot rollers, the warmth against her scalp a pleasant, stimulating sensation, coaxing her normally straight, sandy blonde locks into thick, cascading curls that brushed with unfamiliar life against her collarbones and bare shoulders. She applied makeup with a jeweler’s care, not to hide her age but to highlight the life she’d lived within it—a touch of concealer to brighten her eyes, a sweep of mascara to empasize their frame of fine lines that spoke of laughter she hadn’t engaged in enough, a sheer, rosy lipstick to call attention to the natural fullness of her lips. Finally, she’d slipped on a pair of strappy, heeled sandals, the precarious height making her feel both powerful and vulnerable. The sharp click-clack they made on the floorboards as she walked was a deliberate, staccato announcement of her own presence. She was not a ghost today. She was solid, she was present, she was making noise.

Edith Schneider gave herself one last, critical look in the grand, gilded hall mirror before answering the door. The woman staring back was a stranger, all bright color and soft curls, a stark contrast to the pale, subdued widow of yesterday. And for the first time in a long time, she liked the woman she saw. A flicker of doubt, a cold whisper that sounded chillingly like Richard’s voice questioning the propriety of it all—Really, Edith, heels in the house? And that dress…—was swiftly, brutally silenced. She was the mistress of this house now. Her rules. A slow, genuine smile spread across her face, reaching her eyes. Pleased with her appearance, with the way the thick curls hung over her collarbone and brushed against the skin of her shoulders, she allowed the smile to linger.

The doorbell chimed, a clear, electronic, two-tone sound that sliced through the quiet like a thrown knife. Her heart gave a sudden, percussive leap, a violent thud against her ribs that made her gasp.

Taking a deep, composing breath, her lungs filling with the floral scent of her own perfume, she pulled open the heavy oak door. The influx of warm, humid air and bright sunlight was almost blinding. “You must be Cyrus,” Edith said, her voice a shade more breathless than she’d intended. She fought to keep her smile bright and welcoming, a mask of casual composure.

The man on her doorstep was even more potent in person. The grainy photo had been a profound disservice, a pale sketch of a vibrant reality. “I am,” said the man, and his voice was deeper than she’d imagined, a low, pleasant baritone that seemed to vibrate in the air between them. He extended a large, work-roughened hand. His handshake was firm, confident, the calloused texture of his palm a startling contrast to her own smooth skin. The contact sent a jolt, a current of surprising warmth, straight up her arm. He had a head of thick, brown hair, perfectly styled in a way that looked effortlessly artful, with a few strands falling boyishly over his forehead.

And his eyes.

His eyes were a startling, brilliant blue, the shade of a tropical ocean in a travel magazine, and they were looking directly at her with an unnerving intensity. He was tall, well over six feet, with broad shoulders that strained the fabric of his simple gray t-shirt, hinting at the powerful musculature beneath. Mrs. Schneider found him more than striking; he was a force of nature, a violation of the manicured serenity of her front porch.

“You must be Mrs. Schneider…” he began, his gaze polite but inquisitive.

“Oh, please,” said Mrs. Schneider, waving a dismissive, elegant hand, a gesture she’d practiced in the mirror just moments before, hoping it looked natural. “That was my husband’s mother. No one has called me that in twenty years. Call me Edith.”

Cyrus Ford, the twenty-five-year-old man sent by the agency to clean the house and tame the wild jungle her lawn had become, gave her a slow, appraising look. His blue eyes traveled from her carefully curled hair, down the lines of her sundress, to her heeled sandals, and back up to her face. It was not a leering look, but it was thorough, and she felt a blush creep up her neck. Edith had hoped for someone attractive, a bit of pleasant scenery to distract her while she navigated the barren landscape of her new life, but she certainly wasn’t expecting this specimen of raw, masculine beauty. When Cyrus cracked a smile, it transformed his entire face. It wasn’t just his mouth that moved; the smile reached his bright eyes, crinkling their corners in a way that was utterly genuine and unguarded. It disarmed her completely, melting the carefully constructed facade of the cool, composed widow.

“Edith,” he repeated, the name sounding foreign and strangely intimate on his lips. He tested the shape of it, his tongue tapping the back of his teeth. “Alright. You’ve got a great house.”

His gaze drifted past her shoulder to the soaring entryway, his eyes widening slightly as they took in the sweeping staircase that curved elegantly to the second floor, the cool, reflective gleam of the marble floors beneath their feet. She saw a flicker of genuine awe in his expression, an admiration he quickly masked with a professional demeanor. “Thank you,” Edith said, her voice regaining its composure. She stepped back, the movement a clear invitation. “Richard, my late husband, designed it. He was very particular.” The words came out automatically, a well-worn refrain she’d repeated to countless guests over the years.

She led him inside, her heels clicking a confident, almost defiant rhythm against the marble. The sound echoed in the cavernous space, a stark contrast to the muffled quiet she was used to. She felt his presence behind her, a solid, warm weight in the air that was both unsettling and thrilling. She was acutely aware of him, of the space his body occupied, of the faint, clean scent of soap and fresh air that clung to him. She led him through the living room, a vast, two-story space with cathedral ceilings and an imposing stone fireplace that could have roasted an ox.

She guided him through the formal dining room, where the long, polished mahogany table hadn’t seated more than two people in a decade, its surface reflecting their passage like dark water. She deliberately skipped Richard’s study, steering them past its closed double doors. That room was still a shrine, its air thick with the scent of old paper, leather, and the ghost of his cigars. She wasn’t ready for Cyrus’s vibrant life force to intrude upon that hallowed ground.

Cyrus was quiet for the most part, observant, his blue eyes taking everything in with a quick, intelligent curiosity. He wasn’t just looking at the work that needed to be done; he seemed to be looking at the life that was, or wasn’t, lived here. He noted the lack of personal photographs, the absence of clutter, and the museum-like quality of the space. “It’s… immaculate,” he said finally, as they stood in the state-of-the-art kitchen. The stainless steel appliances gleamed under the recessed lighting, and the black granite counters were polished to a mirror shine. The word hung in the air, freighted with unspoken meaning. Immaculate, sterile, untouched, unlived-in.

“It is,” Edith agreed, her tone carefully neutral. She refused to let him see the flicker of shame the word ignited in her. “Which is why we’ll start outside.” She gestured with a sweep of her arm through the large picture window above the sink, which overlooked the sprawling, unruly backyard. “I’d like you to start with the back lawn. Richard was a fiend for a crosshatch pattern, but frankly, you can mow it in circles for all I care. Just… tame it.”

And then she handed him his first assignment, dispatching him to the garage. She watched through the kitchen window as he disappeared from view and emerged moments later, rolling the large, self-propelled mower onto the patio. He yanked the starter cord with a single, powerful pull, and the engine roared to life, a guttural, masculine sound that filled the afternoon and shattered the silence she had grown to hate. It was a sound of action, of progress. His forehead glistened with a fine sheen of sweat almost immediately, even though the reason he had tackled the lawn first was that it was still early in the day, before the sun became truly sweltering. He moved with an easy, physical grace, his body accustomed to labor.

His muscles flexed and shifted under his t-shirt as he maneuvered the heavy machine in long, straight lines across the overgrown grass. Edith leaned against the cool granite of the counter, a glass of water forgotten in her hand, utterly mesmerized. He was pure, untamed energy, a vibrant force conquering the wildness in her yard. And with every pass of the mower, with every swath of shorn grass, she felt a corresponding thrill, a strange sense of liberation, run through her own veins.

When he finished, an hour later, the yard was transformed. The air hung thick and sweet with the scent of fresh-cut grass and the sharp, chemical tang of gasoline, a perfume she found unexpectedly, primally intoxicating. He shut off the engine, and the sudden silence was different. It was a peaceful silence, the quiet of a job well done. He stood on the back porch, pushing his damp, dark hair off his forehead with the back of a hand, his gray t-shirt now clinging like a second skin to the hard planes of his chest and abdomen, outlining every defined muscle.

Edith had anticipated this. As he’d worked, she’d prepared a tall, sweating glass of homemade lemonade, squeezing the lemons herself, the tart, clean scent filling the kitchen. She’d made it just the way she liked it, sweet but with a sharp, acidic bite, and filled the glass with chipped ice. She had left it on a small wicker table on the porch. He spotted it immediately, his blue eyes lighting up with genuine gratitude. He picked it up and chugged down half the glass in one long, satisfying gulp, his throat working, his Adam’s apple bobbing. That’s when he saw her, looking through the kitchen window and into the living room beyond.

The layout of the house was open-concept, a sea of interconnected spaces that Richard had designed for entertaining. From his vantage point on the back porch, Cyrus had a clear, unobstructed line of sight straight through the kitchen, through the dining area, and into the grand living room at the front of the house. The afternoon sun was now streaming through the tall front windows, and it caught her figure in perfect, stunning silhouette. The outline of her body was stark against the blindingly bright light, the sun beaming around her, creating an ethereal halo effect. Her shape was all soft curves and womanly grace, but there was something different, something that made his breath catch. The floaty, innocent sundress was gone. This silhouette was sleeker, sharper, more defined. Had she changed into lingerie? Cyrus thought, his mind struggling to process the image. He squinted, his throat suddenly dry for a reason that had nothing to do with thirst. He could just make out the delicate, impossibly thin lines of what looked like garters and straps, the dramatic curve of her hip, the long, elegant line of a thigh encased in silk. It was a deliberate, artfully constructed pose, and it sent a bolt of pure, unadulterated lust straight to his groin, hot and immediate.

He quickly finished the rest of the lemonade, the cool liquid doing nothing to quench the fire that had just been lit inside him. His mind was racing. Was he imagining it? Was she aware he could see her? Was this woman, this elegant, wealthy, and very recent widow, playing some kind of intricate, seductive game with him? He set the glass down with a soft, deliberate click and squared his shoulders, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. He had to go back inside. He had to get his next set of instructions. He had to walk past her.

“Oh, Cyrus, there you are,” Edith’s voice floated from the kitchen. It was cool and utterly calm, possessed of a musical quality that seemed to mock his internal chaos, as if she hadn’t just been staging a one-woman shadow-puppet show for his benefit. When he stepped from the bright sunlight of the porch into the cool dimness of the kitchen, his eyes took a moment to adjust. And then he saw her. She was standing by the sink, ostensibly rinsing her lemonade glass, wearing a dark blue bikini that revealed a body that was, in a word, magnificent. She was not a girl; she was a woman, and she wore her age with a confident, ripe sensuality that Cyrus found far more intoxicating than the taut, gym-sculpted bodies of the women his own age.

Her stomach was flat, but soft, her hips flaring in a perfect, womanly curve that his hands itched to hold. Her breasts were full and round, a natural abundance barely contained by the small triangles of blue fabric. The bikini straps clung to her damp curves in a way that made Cyrus want to trace their path with his fingers, to find the small knots at her neck and back and untie them. The material of her bottoms was cut high on her hips, elongating her already long legs and drawing his eyes inevitably to the soft swell of her mons beneath the tight fabric.

“I was just about to hop into the pool for a bit. It gets so stuffy in the house this time of day,” she said, the epitome of casualness, gesturing vaguely toward the sparkling turquoise water visible beyond the porch. “Please, do go ahead and start cleaning off both the back and the front porch for me, will you? The power washer is in the garage, just to the left of the door.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Cyrus managed, his voice coming out a little hoarse. He cleared his throat, trying desperately to avert his eyes, to focus on the sink, the floor, the ceiling, anything but the vast, distracting expanse of golden, sun-kissed skin in front of him. But it was like trying not to look at the sun. He could feel the heat of her, see the lush curves of her body in his periphery, smell the commingled scent of her floral perfume and the faint, clean smell of chlorine.

Edith, seemingly oblivious to his inner turmoil, walked to the back door, her bare feet silent on the tile. She descended the porch steps with a languid grace that was almost feline. She tested the water with a perfectly pedicured toe, then sank into the refreshing pool with a soft sigh of pleasure, the water level rising to embrace her body. She began to float lazily on her back, her arms outstretched as if in surrender, her eyes closed against the bright afternoon sun.

Cyrus retreated to the back porch, his movements stiff and jerky, his mind a jumble of professional obligation and primal, unprofessional desire. He swept it clean of the loose grass clippings, his motions overly forceful. Then he retrieved the power washer from the garage. The machine’s violent, hissing spray was a welcome distraction, its roar drowning out his own racing thoughts. He focused on the layer of green grime on the flagstones, blasting it away with methodical, almost punishing precision, watching the dirt retreat under the powerful jet of water.

“Cyrus, be mindful of the wicker furniture!” Edith cried out, her voice carrying easily over the roar of the machine. He glanced over, his finger still on the trigger. She was leaning over the edge of the pool now, her elbows propped on the coping, chin resting in her hands as she watched him. The water’s buoyancy pushed her breasts up and together, creating a deep, shadowed cleavage that made his mouth go dry all over again. Droplets of water glistened on her skin like diamonds.

She was forty-three years old and liked things a certain way. He could see that in every detail of the house. It was a fortress of taste and money, and he was the hired help, the temporary help. He was here to follow orders. And yet… the bikini, the shadow play in the window, the way she was watching him work now, with that small, knowing curl to her lips. This felt less like instruction and more like… a performance. A show put on just for him.

A few minutes later, the roar of the power washer died as he moved the machine to a different outlet. In the sudden, ringing quiet, he looked over his shoulder to check on his progress and saw that Edith had moved. She was now sitting on the edge of the pool with her back to him, her feet dangling in the water, creating lazy ripples. His jaw fell open. With a slow, breathtakingly deliberate movement, as if she could feel his eyes on her, she reached behind her back. His breath caught in his throat, a sharp, painful hitch. He watched, mesmerized, as her fingers found and deftly unhooked the clasp of her bikini top.

Her skin was smooth and lightly tanned, the muscles of her back defined and graceful under the warm sun. Her shoulder blades, delicate as a bird’s wings, pulled and flexed as she raised her arms and ran her fingers through her now-damp, sandy blonde hair, shaking out the water from her curls. The sight was incredibly, shockingly intimate, a private moment she was making public just for him. He felt like a voyeur, a trespasser, yet he was utterly incapable of looking away.

“Cyrus,” she called, her voice soft but perfectly clear in the still air. She didn’t turn around. “Could you get the trimmers and fix up that rose bush on the corner of the house? It’s starting to look a bit wild.”

His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. The rose bush in question was on the far side of the pool. To get to it, he would have to walk the entire length of the pool deck, directly past her exposed, naked back. His mind reeled. This couldn’t be an accident. “Right away, ma’am,” he managed to choke out, the words feeling thick and foreign in his mouth.

As he watched, frozen in place, Edith slipped back into the water, her movements fluid and silent. The blue ripples of the pool distorted the perfect, pale globes of her breasts as she submerged them, a brief, tantalizing vision that was immediately burned into his mind’s eye. He retrieved the hefty electric trimmers from the garage, the tool feeling heavy and clumsy in his suddenly sweaty hands. He walked by her, his gaze fixed determinedly on the path ahead, but his peripheral vision drank in every forbidden detail: the elegant curve of her neck, the vulnerable line of her spine, the way her wet hair clung to her shoulders. He could feel her eyes on him, a palpable touch on his skin, and he could almost hear the smile in her voice.

His face was flushed and bright red, a fact that he was painfully aware of, a teenage blush that felt utterly humiliating. And Edith, floating serenely on her back now, her arms spread wide, loved it. She loved the raw, volatile power she felt, a sensation so potent it was almost dizzying. She loved the intoxicating thrill of winding this young, vital man so tight he was about to snap. It was a game, a dangerous and exhilarating one, and she was discovering that she was very, very good at it.

For the next few days, this continued, a slow, torturous dance of seduction. Each day, Edith pushed the boundaries, testing the limits of his professionalism, of his control. One sweltering afternoon, while he was on a stepladder cleaning the high exterior windows on the patio, she “accidentally” dropped a tube of sunscreen. She bent over very, very slowly in a tight-fitting white tennis skirt to retrieve it, giving him a long, deliberate, and unobstructed view of the pale curve of her ass, made all the more enticing by the clear lack of any underwear beneath the flimsy fabric.

Another day, she asked him to retrieve a heavy crystal vase from a high shelf in the dining room. As he stood on his toes, straining to reach it, she came up behind him, ostensibly to “steady the shelf,” pressing her body against his back. He felt the soft, firm pressure of her breasts against his shoulder blades, her warm breath on his neck, and her scent, that heady mix of flowers and woman, overwhelmed his senses so completely he almost dropped the priceless object.

For Cyrus, the work week became a special kind of hell, a paradise of torment. He’d arrive each morning with a knot of anxious anticipation and raw dread churning in his stomach. The house, once just an impersonal job site, was now a sexual minefield, and he was on constant, high alert. He was perpetually, achingly aroused, his thoughts consumed by her, by the memory of her skin, her scent, the sound of her voice. He’d go home at night to his small, lonely apartment and lie awake, his body humming with frustrated energy, replaying every loaded glance, every “accidental” touch, every tantalizing glimpse of skin. He knew this couldn’t be one-sided. He knew, with a certainty that was both terrifying and exhilarating, that she was orchestrating it all. The only question left was when, not if, she would finally make her move.

Everything came to a head on a sweltering Friday afternoon. The air was thick and heavy, so humid it felt like breathing water. The world outside the climate-controlled house was alive with the incessant, high-pitched hum of cicadas, a sound that grated on the nerves. Cyrus had just finished polishing the hardwood floors in the entryway, the lemony scent of the wax stinging his nostrils. He was heading toward the living room to put away his supplies when he saw her.

She was on the chaise lounge, a long, elegant piece of furniture upholstered in cream-colored linen, positioned strategically near the front window where the afternoon light was softest. She was propped up on her elbows, a leather-bound book lying forgotten on her stomach. Her legs were bent up and open, her knees falling away from each other in a pose of languid, careless abandon.

She was wearing another sundress, this one a pale, innocent lavender, the light fabric draped artfully over her lush figure. But it was the space between her raised knees that captured his entire, undivided attention. The dress had fallen away, its hem riding high on her thighs, revealing the smooth, golden expanse of her inner thighs and, at their apex, the dark, shadowy triangle of curls. She was wearing no panties underneath. The sight was so stark, so explicit, so utterly intentional, that it stopped him dead in his tracks.

He froze in the doorway, the polishing rags slipping from his numb fingers to fall silently on the floor. His blood, which had been simmering for days, turned to fire, roaring in his ears and sending a violent, painful pulse to his groin.

“Cyrus,” said Edith, and her voice was different. It was thick and husky, clouded with sleep or something else entirely. She didn’t move an inch, didn’t try to cover herself. Her eyes, heavy-lidded and full of a dark, unmistakable intent, met his across the silent room. “Can you come here and dust this windowsill?”

Cyrus swallowed hard, his throat clicking with the effort. The request was ludicrous, a piece of absurdist theater. He had to cross the entire length of the cavernous room, a journey that would take him directly past the chaise lounge, to reach the window she’d indicated. The window beside her had been cleaned spotless by him just the day before; there wasn’t a single speck of dust on its gleaming sill. The light glinted off the polished wood. The pretense had finally, utterly, been dropped. This was not a request. This was the invitation.

His feet felt like lead as he crossed the room, each step an eternity. The air crackled with a tension so thick he could taste it on his tongue, metallic and electric. As he drew closer, he could smell her perfume, a light, floral scent he now knew intimately, mixed with the warm, musky, and utterly intoxicating aroma of her skin. He stopped beside the chaise, his back to the window, his body rigid. He pretended to inspect the sill, his heart pounding a frantic rhythm against his ribs.

“It looks like the window is…” Cyrus began, his voice strained, almost unrecognizable to his own ears.

He never finished the sentence. Edith’s hands, impossibly cool and confident, reached for the waistband of his denim work pants. Her fingers brushed against his heated skin as she unfastened the top button with a deft, practiced movement. He knew what her intentions were. He knew what was about to happen. Any protest he might have formed died in his throat, replaced by a sharp, shuddering intake of breath.

She was already pulling him down, her grip surprisingly firm, her gaze locked on his, pulling him into the depths of her dark eyes. He stumbled, his balance gone, and fell onto her, his weight supported by his hands as he instinctively braced them on either side of her head. He was on top of her, their bodies pressed together, the thin lavender fabric of her sundress a flimsy, useless barrier between them. Without a word, Edith quickly reached for the bottom hem of Cyrus’s t-shirt, her knuckles grazing the hard ridges of his washboard abs. With a single, fluid motion, she tugged it up and over his head, tossing it onto the floor.

Her breath caught in her throat when she saw his body, bare to her for the first time. He was even more beautiful than she’d imagined in her most vivid fantasies. His chest and shoulders were a breathtaking sculpture of lean, hard muscle, his skin tanned a deep gold and smooth to the touch. A light dusting of dark hair trailed from the center of his pecs down over his flat, corded stomach, disappearing below the waistband of his jeans. He was a perfect specimen of masculine youth and hard, physical labor, and he was hers.

“Mmm, Cyrus,” Edith moaned, the sound a low, guttural purr of pure, unrestrained appreciation. She raked her nails lightly over his shoulders, feeling the solid muscle bunch beneath her touch as his lips, tentative at first, then demanding, began to work their way from her jaw to the sensitive skin on the side of her neck, then to her earlobe. A jolt of pure, raw electricity shot through her. His mouth was hot and wet, his stubble a delicious, rasping friction against her skin.

Her pussy was already throbbing, a deep, insistent ache that had been building for days, for weeks, for years. She had forgotten what this felt like, this raw, consuming, obliterating need. With Richard, sex had been a quiet, almost perfunctory act, performed in the dark with minimal fuss. This was a storm, and she was willingly, eagerly, at its very center. She nearly lost all control when, with a fluid, surprising movement, Cyrus shifted his weight, his powerful body sliding down hers. His mouth left her neck, blazing a trail of fire over her collarbone, down into the valley between her breasts, and lower still, over the fabric of her dress covering her stomach.

He reached the hem of her sundress and, without a moment’s hesitation, pushed it up to her waist with both hands. Her legs were still parted, and he settled himself between them, his face hovering just inches above her. The cool air of the room hit her bare, damp skin, and she gasped, a shiver of acute anticipation and thrilling vulnerability running through her entire body.

Then Cyrus’s mouth reached her pussy.

The shock of it, the sheer, audacious intimacy of the act, made her cry out. His tongue, hot and impossibly wet, began to massage gentle, slow circles over her clit, coaxing and teasing with agonizing patience. Edith writhed and panted underneath him, her hands fisting in the expensive linen upholstery of the chaise lounge, the fabric bunching in her desperate grip. A part of her, the ghost of the proper Mrs. Schneider, wanted to be demure, to be the lady of the house, but that woman was gone, burned away by the searing heat of his mouth. Frantic with a need she hadn’t known she possessed, she lifted her head and looked down between her legs to watch it unfold.

The sight was primal, devastating, and utterly erotic. Cyrus had pulled her thighs farther apart, his head nestled between them, his dark, tousled hair a stark and beautiful contrast to her pale skin. His tongue, a wet, pink muscle, was splayed out perfectly on her most sensitive spot, flicking and stroking with an expert, hypnotic rhythm that was clearly not his first time.

“Oh… Oh, fuck.”

Edith cried out loudly, the last syllable coming out as an extended, shuddering moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure. The sound was raw, ripped from the very depths of her being. “Oh, yes. Oh, God, keep doing that, Cyrus. Please…”

It was the most important order she had ever given him, and he obeyed with a fervent, almost religious devotion. He changed his rhythm, his tongue becoming more insistent, lapping at her, suckling her, driving her higher and higher into a frenzy. It didn’t take long. She was coming completely, violently undone. Her orgasm, a thing she’d thought long-dormant and buried, crashed over her with the force of a tidal wave. It was a beautiful, shattering release, making her toes curl and her back arch away from the chaise lounge in a desperate, instinctual movement, as though she was trying to get more of his mouth, more of this obliterating pleasure. She cried out his name, over and over again, her voice hoarse and unrecognizable as her own.

Finally, as the last delicious shudders subsided, he grinned and sat up, moving to kneel on the floor beside her. His lips were glossy and swollen, slick with her wetness. He looked utterly, devastatingly triumphant.

“I certainly wasn’t expecting this when I came to work today,” he said, his voice laced with a breathless amusement as he shook his head in disbelief, a wide grin spreading across his face.

Edith, her body still humming and alive, let out a throaty, breathless laugh. She reached out, her hand trembling slightly, and expertly undid the button on his pants. Cyrus stood, kicking them off along with his heavy work boots, his powerful thighs now level with her face. She eagerly hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his boxer briefs, pulling them down and making his hard, thick cock spring out, impossibly erect and pointing straight at the ceiling. It was magnificent, a perfect specimen of male arousal, thick and long, with a prominent, dark purple head already beaded with a drop of clear precum.

“Oh, fuck,” Cyrus groaned, the sound a low, resonant rumble in his chest as Edith’s mouth, greedy and wet, slid around the head of his cock and down his long, hard shaft. She took as much of him as she could, her throat muscles contracting around him in a warm, tight embrace. Her tongue snaked around his length as she sucked, her own slickness mingling with his. Spit and lubricant pooled at the corners of Edith’s lips as she gave him the sloppiest, most worshipful blowjob she had ever given in her life.

Her head bobbed up and down, her cloud of blonde hair curtaining his hips, her pace becoming more eager, more frantic with each of his escalating, desperate moans. Cyrus was so wonderfully responsive, his body an open book of pleasure for her to read. He groaned loudly, his hands gently holding the back of her head, not to force her, but to steady her, his fingers threading through her soft hair.

“I want you,” he said firmly, his voice almost wavering with a desperate, ragged impatience. “I need to be inside you, Edith. Now.”

“I’m all yours,” Edith replied smoothly, her voice a purr of welcome and invitation. She pulled her mouth from him with a wet, popping sound that echoed in the quiet room. Without hesitation, she turned over onto all fours, presenting herself to him. She braced her hands on the high back of the chaise lounge, her back arched, her ass high in the air. The position was wanton, submissive, and utterly decadent, and it drove him wild.

Cyrus knelt on the chaise behind her, a possessive growl of pleasure rumbling in his throat. His hands landed on her ass, squeezing for a moment, his thumbs pressing into the soft, round globes of her cheeks, admiring the smooth, ample flesh before he finally positioned himself at her entrance. He pressed the thick, wet head of his cock against her.

“Holy shit, you’re soaked,” he grunted, a shiver of pure, unadulterated lust running over his entire body as he nudged into her slick, waiting folds.

Edith giggled, the sound light and girlish, a sound she hadn’t made in years. “Thanks to you.”

With one long, slow, infinitely deliberate push, he entered her. Edith gasped as he filled her, stretching her, seating himself as deep inside her as he could possibly go. He paused for a heart-stopping moment, letting them both savor the exquisite feeling of their joining, the searing heat and pressure. Then, he began to move.

Cyrus’s stamina was like nothing Edith had ever seen, or more accurately, ever felt before. He withdrew almost to the tip before plunging his cock back into her pussy in a series of deep, fast, punishing strokes that made her weak-kneed and dizzy with pleasure. His grunts and groans were almost animalistic, sounds of pure, primal pleasure that vibrated through her own body, and they made Edith swoon. This, this, was the chaos she had been craving. This was the messy, sweaty, all-consuming passion that had been so profoundly absent from her sterile life. This was what she’d wanted from the very moment she first saw him standing on her front step, a handsome harbinger of the storm she was about to unleash upon herself.

“Do you like the way my cock feels inside you?” Cyrus growled, leaning over top of Edith, his sweaty chest pressing against her back, his lips moving almost directly into her ear. His hot breath sent electric shivers down her spine.

“I do,” Edith’s voice was breathy, a mere wisp of sound snatched from her lungs. “Oh, God, Cyrus… you feel amazing.”

His cock stretched her out and gave her that full, splitting feeling she had been craving for so, so long. He was hitting her cervix with every deep, powerful thrust, sending jolts of bright, explosive pleasure straight to her core. His heavy balls swung underneath, slapping audibly against her skin with each powerful piston-stroke, a wet, percussive rhythm that underscored their frantic, desperate coupling.

“Ugh, fuck, I’m close,” said Cyrus, hissing the words through his clenched teeth, his pace becoming even more frenetic, more desperate, his hips slamming into her with brutal force.

“Oh, yes, Cyrus,” Edith cried, her voice rising in pitch, a plea and a command all in one. “Come for me. Fill me up with your cum.”

Her fingers clenched the linen upholstery as Cyrus slammed into her one last, impossibly deep time, his hips bucking wildly against her. She felt the deep, internal pulse of his cock as it twitched and spasmed deep in her pussy. He threw back his head, the cords in his neck standing out in sharp relief, and let out a loud, long, guttural groan of pure ecstasy while he flooded Edith with his hot, thick cum. Cyrus couldn’t see it, but the overwhelming sensation of being filled so completely by him, of his life force spilling inside her, made a slow, predatory smile crawl up Edith’s face.

She hadn’t felt this sated, this thoroughly, beautifully used, in a long, long time. Perhaps ever.

Finally, as his orgasm subsided, Cyrus pulled out from her with a wet, slick sound. Edith, boneless and trembling, her muscles quivering with exhaustion and pleasure, slid down onto the chaise lounge to make room for him. He lay down next to her, his long body spooning hers, his arm draped possessively over her waist. He buried his face in her hair, his breathing ragged as he tried to catch his breath. The room was quiet again, save for their synchronized, ragged breathing and the distant, indifferent hum of the cicadas outside.

“You know,” he said after a long moment, his voice still hoarse, a laugh bubbling up in his chest as he processed the sheer insanity of the last hour. “This goes against every boss-employee code of conduct in the book.”

Edith’s fingers moved lazily up his bicep, tracing the hard, defined muscle, and then roamed over his damp, expansive chest. She turned her head on the cushion to look at him, her eyes soft and languid, still glazed with pleasure.

“Do you really care about that?” she murmured, her voice a low, seductive whisper.

In response, Cyrus took her face gently between his hands, his thumb stroking her cheekbone, and pressed his lips to hers. The kiss was different from their earlier, frantic encounters. It was slow, deep, and full of a nascent, surprising tenderness. It wasn’t the kiss of a conqueror, but of a partner. It was a kiss that promised more than just sex, more than just a single afternoon of chaos.

The front lawn, she thought distractedly, as her mind finally, blissfully went blank under the sweet pressure of his mouth, could definitely wait.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Lavender Seductions
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An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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