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Chapter 1

I was tossing the salad when I heard John's phone buzz on the kitchen counter, that distinctive vibration that meant the power company was calling on a late Sunday afternoon. The sound cut through the comfortable noise of the living room, where he and Mack had been settled into the couch for the past hour, shouting at the game like the refs could actually hear their complaints about bogus pass interference calls, or whatever. I set down the wooden spoons and glanced over my shoulder just as John grabbed his phone, his face already shifting into that expression I knew too well, the one that meant a transformer had blown somewhere or a line was down and they needed him to suit up.
“The timing,” he muttered, swiping to answer. "Yeah, this is John."
I wiped my hands on my jeans and leaned against the counter, watching him push up from the couch and walk toward the window. Mack looked back at me from his spot on the sectional with raised eyebrows, and I gave him a knowing shrug. This was the reality of being married to a lineman. The game, the nachos I had planned to make, the lazy Sunday evening we had carved out, all of it could disappear in an instant when a storm knocked out power to half the county or some idiot drove into a utility pole.
"How bad is it?" John asked, his free hand already running through his hair the way it always did when he was processing bad news. "Both substations? Christ. Yeah, I can be there in about twenty."
He turned back toward us, and I could already see the apology forming on his face before he even opened his mouth. Mack hit mute on the game, and the sudden silence made the moment feel heavy.
“Transformer blew, about four thousand homes on the east side," John said, setting his phone down on the coffee table. "They need all hands on deck. It's going to be a while.”
"That's brutal," I said, abandoning the salad to walk over and squeeze his shoulder. "Do you need me to pack you anything?"
"Nah, they'll have someone do a run,” he said, then looked at Mack. "Man, I'm sorry."
Mack was already reaching for his coat on the back of the recliner. "Don't worry about it, brother. You've got actual work to do. I can catch the rest of the game at home."
"Don't be stupid," John said, waving him off as he headed toward the bedroom to change into his work clothes. "Stay. Kate made that dip you love and the game's only second quarter." He called back over his shoulder. “Kate, tell him to stay."
"Seriously, Mack, it's fine," I said, walking back toward the kitchen. "I made enough food for a small army anyway. John will give me grief all week if I let you leave. Plus, I was planning to watch some of the game with you guys anyway."
Mack hesitated, his coat half on, looking uncertain. He was usually pretty confident. But now he looked like he was doing math in his head, trying to figure out if staying was right or wrong.
"I really don't want to impose," he said.
"You're not imposing," I insisted, pulling the dip out of the fridge and setting it on the counter. "What are you going to do, go home and eat cereal? Just stay, keep me company.” I glanced at the back of John going into our bedroom. “Otherwise I'm going to end up watching some home renovation show and fall asleep on the couch all alone.” I smirked.
John emerged from the bedroom in his work pants and a thermal shirt, moving quickly as he always did when duty called. He grabbed his keys from the hook by the door and his heavy work jacket from the closet.
"Mack, I'm serious, man. Stay," he said, pulling on the jacket. “Teach Kate what's happening." He grinned at me. "No offense, babe."
"None taken," I said, smiling back. "I don't understand what holding is,” I said, making a wide shrugging gesture. “Maybe he can show me,” I said playfully to my husband.
John snorted and walked over to kiss me quickly, his hand resting briefly on my hip. "I'll text you when I know more about timing. Could be late tonight.”
"Be safe up there," I said, because I always did. His job scared me more than I ever let on, but complaining about it would change nothing, and he was too good at what he did to ask him to find something else.
"Always am," he said, then clapped Mack on the shoulder. "Keep her entertained.” He tuned to me. “Be safe down here,” and he winked.
Mack chuckled, finally taking his coat back off and tossing it onto the recliner again. "Alright, alright. I'll stay. But only because that dip smells good.”
"That's the spirit," John said to him, heading for the door. “You can play the role of me tonight. You two have fun. I'll see you when I see you."
And then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him, and instantly the condo felt very different. The energy ramped up like the air pressure had changed. Mack and I stood still a moment, me by the kitchen counter and him by the couch, both of us aware now that we were alone in a way we had never been before.
"So," I said, trying to sound normal and breezy. "You want that dip now, or should I wait until the next period?”
"Now's good," Mack said, settling back onto the couch and unmuting the game. "No point in letting a good thing go to waste, right?” He ignored my self-deprecating gaff.
I brought the dip over with a bag of tortilla chips and set them on the coffee table, then settled into the recliner instead of the couch where I usually would sit between John and Mack. It felt safer, like I was maintaining an invisible boundary that hadn't existed earlier. Mack noticed but didn't say anything, just grabbed a chip and scooped up a generous amount of dip.
"This is dangerous," he said after the first bite, and I widened my eyes at him. "I could eat the entire bowl by myself."
"Please do," I said. "Otherwise I'll be eating it for breakfast tomorrow, and even I have standards."
He laughed, and the tension eased. We watched the game in a comfortable silence for a few minutes, but I kept noticing little things, like the way Mack's shoulders filled out his T-shirt, or the way his hands rippled when he reached for another chip. There was the fact that we were alone without John's presence to diffuse whatever this weird awareness was that had settled over me.
I pulled my ponytail and tried to focus on the screen, watching the players line up for what I assumed was an important play based on the way the announcers were building up the tension in their voices. Mack leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees, but I noticed that his eyes kept flicking away from the television, like he was having trouble concentrating too.
"So that guy is the quarterback, right?" I asked, pointing at the player in the blue jersey who was shouting something at his teammates.
"Yeah, that's right,” Mack said, glancing over at me. "Number twelve. He's having a pretty solid game so far."
"What makes it solid?" I asked, genuinely trying to understand.
"His completion percentage is good, and he's made some smart decisions under pressure," Mack explained, but his voice sounded a little off, like he was reciting information on autopilot rather than really engaging with it. "He's not forcing throws into coverage, he's been accurate on the deep balls."
"Right, that makes sense," I said, nodding like I understood more than I actually did.
The quarterback threw the ball down the field, and it sailed into the hands of a receiver who sprinted toward the end zone. Mack made a small noise of approval, but he didn't leap up or shout the way he normally would have when something exciting happened. I had seen him and John jump off the couch at least a dozen times during games, high-fiving, but now he just sat there, watching with a strange stillness.
"That was good, right?" I asked.
"Yeah, that was a great catch," he said. "Thirty-yard gain. Should put them in field goal range at least."
I nodded again and reached for a chip, suddenly very aware of how close we were sitting even though there was a good three feet between the recliner and the couch. I could smell his cologne, woodsy and clean.
The commercial break came and Mack sat back against the couch cushions, stretching his arms above his head in a way that made his shirt ride up. I looked away quickly, focusing on the chips in my hand like they were the most fascinating thing I had ever seen.
"You doing okay?" he asked.
"Yeah, of course," I said, maybe a little too quickly. "Why wouldn't I be?"
"I don't know," he said, shrugging. "You just seem kind of quiet. Usually you're giving me grief about something by now."
He was right. Normally by this point in the afternoon, I would have teased him about his team loyalty or stolen his bee to get a reaction out of him, which would inevitably lead to him retaliating with a poke to my ribs or a threat to mess up my ponytail. John loved watching us interact like that, laughing from the sidelines as Mack and I went back and forth. It was easy and fun when John was there, just friends being playful and comfortable with each other.
But now the idea of reaching over to swat at Mack's shoulder or make some joke at his expense felt too charged. The playfulness that had always come so naturally suddenly seemed dangerous, like crossing a line I wasn’t aware of  until John walked out the door.
"I'm just tired from my shift yesterday," I said, which wasn't entirely untrue. I had worked a twelve-hour rotation at the hospital, and my feet ached from being on them all day. "We had three admissions in the last two hours, and one of them was a fall patient who kept trying to get out of bed every five minutes."
"Sounds exhausting," Mack said, and he genuinely seemed interested. "You ever think about switching to a different floor? Something less intense?"
"Sometimes," I admitted. "But I like the pace of med-surg. It keeps me sharp, and I like that every day is different. Some of the other floors are too routine for me."
"That makes sense," he said. "You've never struck me as someone who likes routine."
"What's that supposed to mean?" I asked, and I tried to make it sound teasing, but it came out a little too soft, a little too curious.
"Just that you're always doing something," he said, gesturing around the kitchen where evidence of my cooking ambitions was spread across every available surface. "Trying new recipes, rearranging furniture, dragging John to different hiking trails every weekend. You've got that energy, you know? Like you need to be moving or creating or doing something all the time."
I felt strangely exposed by how accurately he had read me, like he had been paying more attention than I realized. John knew these things about me because he lived with me, but hearing Mack articulate them made me wonder how much he had actually noticed over the past couple of years of friendship.




Chapter 2

"I guess I do get restless," I said. "My mom always said I couldn't sit for more than ten minutes even as a kid."
The game came back on and we both turned our attention to the screen, but I could feel the awareness between us growing rather than fading. Every movement he made seemed amplified. When he reached for the dip, I found myself watching his hands. When he shifted his weight on the couch, I noticed the way his shoulders moved. When he laughed at something one of the announcers said, I caught myself smiling at the sound rather than at the joke itself.
This was not wrong in any way that mattered, because we weren't doing anything, but wrong in the sense that I shouldn't be noticing these things about my husband's best friend. I shouldn't be hyperaware of the fact that we were alone. I shouldn't be feeling this strange flutter of my stomach every time our eyes met.
I stood up abruptly, needing to move, needing to break whatever spell was settling over the room.
"I'm going to get the rest of the food ready," I announced. "You want a beer or something?"
"Sure, that'd be great," Mack said, and I thought I heard a note of relief in his voice, like he was glad for the interruption too.
I escaped to the kitchen and busied myself with pulling containers out of the refrigerator, arranging vegetables on a cutting board.
I grabbed a beer from the refrigerator and twisted off the cap before walking it over to him, careful to hand it to him in a way that our fingers wouldn't touch. He took it with a nod of thanks and took a long drink, his eyes on the television even though I had the distinct impression he wasn't really watching it anymore.
I went back to the kitchen and started chopping vegetables for the stir-fry I had been planning to make for dinner, the rhythmic sound of the knife against the cutting board filling the silence between plays. The announcers were discussing some kind of penalty, their voices rising and falling with enthusiasm, but the energy felt flat without John there to argue with their analysis or predict what would happen next.
Mack shifted on the couch again, and I heard him change the channel during a commercial break, flipping through a few stations before landing back on the game. He did it twice more over the next fifteen minutes, and I realized he was as restless as I was, unable to settle into the comfortable groove that usually made these Sunday afternoons so easy.
"You know what," he said finally, his voice cutting through the noise of the game in a way that made me look up from the carrots I was slicing. "I'm not really feeling this game anymore."
"Yeah?" I said, setting down the knife and wiping my hands on a dish towel. "I thought it was supposed to be a good matchup."
"It is, or it should be," he said, reaching for the remote and muting the television. "But I think I've lost interest. My team's not playing, and honestly, the whole thing feels kind of pointless right now."
I walked over to the edge of the kitchen, leaning against the counter that separated the cooking area from the living room. "So what do you want to do instead?"
He shrugged, looking around the room like the answer might be written on the walls. "I don't know. We could watch a movie or something. Might be better than pretending to care about a game neither of us is really watching."
The suggestion hung in the air between us, and I knew we were both aware that choosing to watch a movie together was somehow different than sitting through a football game together. A movie meant committing to sitting here together for two hours, meant actively choosing to spend time in each other's company rather than just letting John's plans carry us through the afternoon.
"That actually sounds good," I said. "I've been half-watching this game for the last hour anyway, and I have no idea what the score is."
"Twenty-one to seventeen," Mack said automatically, then smiled. "But yeah, I'm not invested either."
I moved back into the living room and sat down on the couch this time, keeping a reasonable distance between us but abandoning the recliner that had felt like a safety barrier earlier. If we were going to watch a movie, sitting in separate pieces of furniture seemed more awkward than just sharing the couch like normal people.
“So what kind of movie are you in the mood for?" I asked, tucking my legs underneath me and reaching for the remote.
"I'm easy," he said. "Action, comedy, whatever you want. I'm not picky."
"That's a dangerous thing to say to someone with access to the remote," I said, scrolling through the options on the screen. "I could make you watch some romantic drama about people finding themselves in Italy."
"I could handle that," he said, and he sounded like he meant it. "I'm secure enough in my masculinity to sit through a tearjerker if that's what you want."
"Now you're just calling my bluff," I said, smiling despite myself. "But I'll spare you. How about something with explosions and car chases? Something we don't have to think too hard about."
"Perfect," he said, settling deeper into the couch cushions.
I found an action movie that had decent reviews and looked mindless enough to serve as background noise without demanding too much attention. The opening credits started, all dramatic music and sweeping shots of a city skyline, and I set the remote down on the coffee table.
The movie progressed through its setup, introducing characters and conflicts with the kind of efficient storytelling that action films had perfected over the years. I found myself relaxing a little, the structured narrative giving me focus besides the strange awareness that had been building since John left. Mack laughed at a particularly absurd one-liner, and I found myself laughing too, the sound breaking some of the tension that had been coiling in my chest.
"This is exactly the kind of movie John hates," I said without thinking, then immediately wished I had kept my mouth shut.
"Yeah, he's always going on about how unrealistic the physics are," Mack said, grabbing another chip. "Like anyone watching these things cares if the explosions are scientifically accurate."
We fell back into silence, watching the main character navigate through an impossible series of obstacles with the kind of luck that only existed in movies. I reached for the dip at the same moment Mack did, and our hands collided over the bowl. We both pulled back quickly, and I felt heat rise in my cheeks.
"Sorry," I said.
"No, go ahead," he said, gesturing toward the bowl.
"I'm good, actually," I said, even though I had definitely been reaching for it. "I've probably had enough anyway."
The movie continued, cars crashing and bullets flying, and I tried to lose myself in the absurdity of it all. But I kept noticing small things. The way Mack's arm was resting along the back of the couch, not touching me but close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from his skin. The way he smelled, which was nice, masculine. The way his breathing had settled into a steady rhythm that I could hear during the quieter moments of the film.
I shifted my position, trying to get comfortable, and my shoulder brushed against his arm. I moved away immediately, but the brief contact left my skin tingling in a way that made me angry at myself. This was ridiculous. We were two adults watching a movie on a Sunday evening. There wasn’t anything happening except my own overactive imagination to normal proximity.
"You cold?" Mack asked, and I realized I had wrapped my arms around myself.
"A little," I lied, because it was easier than explaining the real reason for my body language.
He reached behind him and grabbed the throw blanket that was draped over the back of the couch, handing it to me without making it into a big production. I took it and spread it over my legs, adding another layer of barrier between us.
I spread the blanket over my legs and then extended it across his lap as well. It seemed like the natural thing to do, the friendly thing to do, the kind of casual gesture that meant nothing at all.
"There," I said, smoothing out the fabric. "Now we can both stay warm."
"Thanks," he said, and his voice sounded strained, though maybe I was imagining that too.
The light outside was fading faster, the winter afternoon giving way to evening. The television provided most of the illumination in the room now, casting flickering shadows across the walls as the action on screen intensified. I stood up, letting the blanket fall away, and walked over to close the curtains against the growing darkness outside.
"Getting the full movie theater experience now," Mack said from the couch.
"Exactly," I said, pulling the curtains closed and then moving to the dimmer switch by the kitchen. "Can't have proper explosions without proper ambiance."
I turned the overhead lights down until they were just a soft glow, enough to keep the room from being completely dark but dim enough to make the television the main source of light. It felt intimate in a way that made my heart beat a little faster, but I told myself I was being absurd. People watched movies in dim lighting all the time. This was completely normal.
"Now you just need to charge me fifteen dollars for stale popcorn and we're all set," Mack said, and I was grateful for the joke, for the way he was trying to keep things light.
"I could burn some popcorn in the microwave if you really want the authentic experience," I offered, walking back toward the couch.
"I'm good with the dip," he said, patting the cushion beside him. "This is way better than movie theater food anyway."




Chapter 3

I sat back down, and somehow in the process of getting comfortable again, I ended up closer to him than I had been before. Not touching, but close enough that I could feel the solid presence of him beside me, the warmth of his body under the blanket we were sharing. He was a big guy, athletic and built from years of running coaching clinics and staying active. I found myself acutely aware of his body.
I had never really thought about it before, or maybe I had thought about it in the abstract way you notice that someone is attractive without it meaning anything. But now, in the dimness of the living room with the blanket connecting us and the movie playing out its predictable plot, I couldn't stop noticing. The breadth of his shoulders. The solid, grounded way he took up space, like he was comfortable in his own skin in a way that drew people toward him.
I pulled my knees up, shifting my position to get more comfortable, and my leg pressed against his under the blanket. I let the contact remain, telling myself it was accidental, that moving away would just draw attention to it and make it weird.
Mack didn't move either. He kept his eyes on the screen, his breathing steady, but I thought I felt a slight tension in his body that hadn't been there before. Or maybe I was projecting, reading into every small detail because my own awareness had been dialed up to an almost painful intensity.
The movie hero was dangling from a helicopter now, shooting at bad guys with one hand while holding on with the other, and normally I would have laughed at the absurdity of it. But I couldn't focus enough to find it funny. All of my attention was consumed by the man sitting next to me, by the magnetic pull I felt toward him that I knew was wrong and dangerous and completely inappropriate.
I had been married to John for three years. We had been together for five. I loved him in the comfortable, steady way that came from truly knowing someone and choosing them every day. We had built a life together in this condo, had weathered his long shifts and my difficult patients, had learned each other's rhythms and habits and preferences. He was my person, my partner, my home.
And Mack was his best friend. They had known each other since college, had been through breakups and job changes and all the messiness of becoming adults together. Mack had been the best man at our wedding. He came over for dinner at least once a week. He was part of our lives in a way that was supposed to be uncomplicated and easy.
But nothing about this felt easy anymore. Everything felt complicated and charged and impossible to navigate. I was hyperaware of every breath he took, every small movement, every moment our bodies came close to touching under the shared blanket. My skin felt too tight, my nerves too close to the surface, like every cell in my body was oriented toward him in a way I couldn't control or shut down.
"This is the worst plot I've ever seen," Mack said suddenly, gesturing at the screen where the hero was now rappelling down the side of a building while being shot at from multiple directions.
"Completely terrible," I agreed, grateful for the distraction of conversation. "He's going to get himself killed about six different ways."
"And yet he'll somehow survive without a scratch," Mack said, shaking his head. "Movie logic."
"Maybe he's just lucky," I said.
"Nobody's that lucky," Mack replied, and his tone made me glance over at him.
He was looking at the screen, but there was a tightness around his eyes that suggested his mind wasn't really on the movie either. His jaw was set in a way I had seen before when he was working through something difficult, trying to figure out the right play to call or the right way to handle a situation that didn't have an obvious solution.
I wondered if he was feeling this too, this strange pull that seemed to thicken the air between us. I wondered if he hadn't noticed the same things I hadn't noticed, if he was having the same inappropriate thoughts that kept crowding into my mind no matter how hard I tried to push them away. I wondered if he was wishing John would come home soon, or if some part of him was glad that we had this time alone even though we both knew we shouldn't want it.
The movie exploded into another action sequence, all sound and fury, and I let it wash over me without really watching. My whole world had narrowed to the feeling of Mack's leg against mine under the blanket, to the rise and fall of his chest as he breathed, to the magnetic force that seemed to be drawing me closer to him even as every rational part of my brain screamed at me to move away.
I took a slow breath, trying to calm the racing of my heart, trying to find my equilibrium again. This was just a movie. We were just friends. Nothing was happening here except my own overactive imagination creating problems where none existed.
But even as I told myself these things, I knew they weren't quite true. The air between us hummed with possibility, with all the things we weren't saying and not doing, and I had no idea how to make it stop.
I shifted again under the blanket, trying to find a position that felt more comfortable, and somehow in the process I ended up leaning toward him. Just a small adjustment, nothing dramatic, but enough that my shoulder was now touching his arm. The warmth of his body radiated through the fabric of his shirt, and I found myself focusing on the screen where the hero was now defusing a bomb with thirty seconds left on the timer.
“I totally fear he’s not going to make it," I said flatly, my voice coming out quieter than I had intended.
"He always makes it," Mack said, and I could hear the vibration of his voice through the point where our bodies connected.
The seconds ticked down on screen, and I let myself lean a little more, my head drifting toward his shoulder as if pulled by gravity. My ponytail fell forward over my shoulder, the end of it brushing against his chest, and I reached back to pull the elastic out. I gathered my hair again and redid the ponytail, lifting it higher on my head so it would stay out of the way.
"Better?" I asked.
"Yeah," he said.
I let my head rest fully against his shoulder now, the solid warmth of him somehow exactly what I wanted in that moment. He shifted, adjusting his position in a way that seemed to accommodate my weight, and we stayed like that while the movie played out its predictable sequence of explosions and narrow escapes.
"Do you think those stunt people ever get tired of pretending to die?" I asked.
"Probably not," Mack said. "They're getting paid pretty well to fall off buildings and light themselves on fire."
"I couldn't do it," I said. "I get nervous just standing on a stepladder to change lightbulbs."
"You climbed that rock wall at the gym last month," he pointed out. "The one that goes up like forty feet."
"That was different," I said. "There were safety harnesses and mats and people watching to make sure I didn't do anything stupid."
"So you need an audience to be brave?" he asked, and I could hear the smile in his voice.
"Maybe," I said. "Or maybe I just need someone to talk me into doing things I wouldn't do on my own."
The hero on screen was running through a hallway now, dodging bullets in slow motion, and it made me laugh. The movement made my ponytail swing forward, and the end of it whipped across his face.
"Sorry," I said, reaching up to grab it.
Before I could pull it away, he caught the ponytail in his hand and gave it a gentle tug. The pressure tilted my head back, and I twisted around to face him, my hand coming up to tap his cheek in mock retaliation. My palm connected with his face in a light slap that was more playful than forceful, and he laughed and caught my wrist before I could pull away.
"You started it," I said.
"You hit me with your hair," he countered.
"That was an accident," I protested, pulling my hand free from his grip.
"Sure it was," he said.
I settled back against his shoulder, this time letting more of my weight rest against him. The conversation had broken some of the tension, or maybe it had just channeled it into the teasing banter we had always fallen into so easily.
"What time do you think your morning session starts tomorrow?" I asked.
"Eight," he said. "I've got the high school kids doing agility drills, and then the middle schoolers come in at ten for fundamentals."
"That's early for a Monday," I said.
"They don't care what day it is," he said. "They just want to run around and hit things."
"Sounds exhausting," I said.
"It's the best part of my week," he said, and I could hear the genuine enthusiasm in his voice. "Those kids have too much energy, and when you can channel it into something productive, when you see them actually getting better at something, it makes all the early mornings worth it."
"You're good at that," I said. "Seeing what people need and figuring out how to get them there."
"I don't know about that," he said.
"No, you are," I insisted. "I've seen you with those kids. You know exactly when to push them harder and when to back off. You know how to make them feel like they can do more than they thought they could."
He was quiet for a moment, and I wondered if I had made him uncomfortable with the compliment. But then he spoke again, his voice softer than before.
"That means a lot coming from you," he said.
"Why?" I asked.
"Because you do the same thing every day at the hospital," he said. "You're always talking about your patients like they're people you actually care about, not just cases you have to get through. You remember their names and their families and what they're afraid of."
"That's just being a decent nurse," I said.
"No, it's more than that," he said. "Most people just go through the motions. You actually care.”
The conversation had taken a turn toward the more serious, more real than the light teasing we usually traded. I found myself pressing closer to him, my hand moving from where it had been resting in my lap to settle on his thigh just above his knee. The blanket covered the contact, but I could feel the warmth of him through the fabric, the solid muscle beneath.
"Do you ever think about doing something else?" I asked. "Like coaching at a college or getting into professional training?"
"Sometimes," he said. "But I like working with kids more than adults. Adults already think they know everything. Kids are willing to learn."
"That makes sense," I said.
"What about you?" he asked. "You ever think about going back to school? Becoming a nurse practitioner or something?"
"I've thought about it," I said. "But I don't know if I want to be the one making all the decisions. I like being part of a team, being the person who notices things and flags them for the doctors but doesn't have to carry the whole weight of it."
"You'd be good at it though," he said. "If you wanted to."
"Maybe," I said. "But wanting to do something and actually doing it are pretty different things."




Chapter 4

His arm had found its way around my shoulders at some point during the conversation, but I couldn't remember when it had happened. The weight of it felt natural somehow, like we had been sitting this way for hours instead of minutes. I let myself sink deeper into his side, my body curving to fit against his.
"This movie is so terrible," I said, glancing at the screen where people were running and shooting and yelling.
"Absolutely awful," he agreed.
"Want to turn it off?" I asked.
"Not really," he said.
"Yeah," I said. "Me neither."
We stayed where we were, the movie playing out its nonsensical plot while we sat pressed together under the shared blanket. I could feel every breath he took, could feel the slight movements of his body as he shifted his weight or adjusted his arm around my shoulders. My hand remained on his thigh, and I felt his muscles tense and relax beneath my palm in small increments that seemed to match the rhythm of whatever he was thinking.
"You remember that time we all went to that state fair?" I asked, the memory surfacing suddenly. "And you convinced me to go on that horrible spinning ride that made me sick?"
"You said you wanted to try it," he protested.
"I said it looked terrifying," I corrected. "And you said it would be fun."
"It was fun," he said. "Right up until you threw up in the trash can afterward."
"That was your fault," I said, poking him in the ribs with my free hand.
He caught my hand before I could pull it back, holding it against his side for a moment before releasing it. The brief contact sent a shock through me that had nothing to do with the playful nature of the gesture and everything to do with the heat building between us in the darkened room.
"How is your work going with that new program?" I asked, searching for anything to fill the silence that felt too heavy when we weren't speaking. "The one for kids who can't afford the regular clinic fees?"
"It's good," he said. "We had eight new kids sign up last week. Parents are grateful to have somewhere to send them that doesn't cost an arm and a leg."
"That was a good thing you did," I said. "Starting that program."
"I couldn't have done it without the community center letting me use their space for free," he said. "And without people volunteering to help out."
"Still," I said. "It was your idea. Your initiative."
His fingers traced small circles on my upper arm where his hand rested, the motion so subtle I thought I was imagining it. But I could feel it, each tiny movement sending ripples of awareness through my] body. I pressed my face into his shoulder, breathing in the scent of him, letting myself exist in this moment without thinking about what came before or what would come after.
"Do you remember when you tried to teach me how to throw a football?" I asked, laughing at it. "And I kept throwing it sideways?"
"You weren't throwing it sideways," he said. "You were throwing it backwards. I've never seen anyone manage to throw a football behind themselves before."
"That's not true," I protested. "It went forward at least some of the time."
"Maybe ten percent of the time," he said, his hand coming up to tug on my ponytail again, harder this time.
My head jerked back with the pull, and I twisted around to swat at him, my hand connecting with his chest in a series of light slaps that had no force behind them. He laughed and caught my wrist again, but this time he didn't let go right away. He held it there against his chest, and I could feel his heartbeat under my palm, fast and strong.
"You're terrible," I said, but I was smiling.
"You love it," he said.
I pulled my hand free and settled back against him, closer now than before. My head found the curve where his shoulder met his chest, and I could feel the rise and fall of his breathing. His arm tightened around me, drawing me in, and I let myself melt into him in a way that felt both completely natural and completely wrong at the same time.
"Remember when you fell off the paddle-board into the lake?" he asked. "And you came up screaming because you thought you felt something touch your leg?"
"There was definitely something in that water," I said. "Some kind of fish or lake monster."
"It was probably a stick," he said.
"It wasn't a stick," I insisted. "Sticks don't move."
"Everything moves underwater," he said. "The current, the waves, your own panicked flailing."
I reached up and slapped his chest again, and he laughed, catching my hand and holding it. This time neither of us pulled away. My palm rested against him, and his hand covered mine, and we stayed like that while the movie played out another ridiculous action sequence that neither of us was watching.
My phone buzzed on the coffee table, the vibration loud enough to cut through the moment. I reluctantly pulled my hand free and reached for it, squinting at the bright screen in the darkness of the room.
"It's from him," I said, reading the message. "He says the damage is worse than they thought. They're calling in crews from the neighboring districts. He's going to be out there most of the night, maybe into tomorrow morning."
I felt Mack's body tense beside me, though he didn't move away.
"That's rough," he said.
I kept reading, scrolling to the second message that had come through. "He wants to know if you're still here."
The question hung in the air between us, weighted with implications. I turned to look at Mack, the glow from my phone screen illuminating his face in the darkness. Our eyes met and held, and there was acknowledgment of what we were doing, where we had been doing it, and what we might keep doing if we didn't stop ourselves.
"What do you think I should say?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
He looked at me for a long moment, his expression unreadable in the dim light. I could see the conflict playing out behind his eyes, the war between what he knew he should say and what he wanted to say.
"I don't know," he said finally. "What do you want to say?"
The question put the decision back in my lap, made me responsible for whatever happened next. I looked down at the phone in my hand, at the message waiting for a response, at the simple question.
"I could tell him you left," I said slowly, testing the words. "I could say you went home after the second quarter because the game was boring."
"You could," Mack said, his voice careful and neutral.
"Or I could tell him you're here," I continued. "That we're watching a movie and you're keeping me company like he asked you to."
"That's also true," he said.
I turned the phone over in my hands, feeling the weight of it, the weight of the decision I was making. If I told him Mack had left, we would both know what that meant. We would both understand that I was choosing to lie, choosing to create a space where anything could happen without anyone knowing about it. But if I told the truth, if I said Mack was here, we would have to maintain some pretense of propriety, would have to remember that someone knew we were alone together.
"He'll worry if I say you left," I said. "He'll feel bad that you went home instead of staying to keep me company."
"Probably," Mack agreed.
"And he specifically asked you to stay," I added. "He wanted you to be here with me.”
"He did," Mack said.
I looked at him again, searching his face for some indication of what he wanted me to do, but he was leaving it entirely up to me. His hand was resting on my shoulder, his thumb moving in small circles against my arm that he might not even have been aware of. We were pressed together under the blanket, occupying the same space we had been before the phone interrupted us.
"What would you do?" I asked. "If you were me?"
"I'm not you," he said quietly.
"But if you were," I pressed.
He was quiet for a moment, and I watched emotions flicker across his face too quickly for me to identify them all. Finally, he spoke, his voice low and rough.
"I think you should tell him whatever feels right to you," he said. "I'm not going to make this decision for you."
I nodded slowly, understanding what he was really saying. He wasn't going to give me permission to lie, wasn't going to take responsibility for whatever choice I made. This was mine to own, mine to live with, and he was going to let me decide what kind of person I wanted to be in this moment.
I looked down at the phone again and started typing, my thumbs moving across the screen while my heart hammered in my chest. I could feel Mack watching me, could feel the tension radiating from his body as he waited to see what I would say.
"Yeah, he's here," I typed. "We're watching some action movie with terrible physics. Keeping each other company."
I hit send before I could second-guess myself, and the message disappeared into the ether. The typing indicator appeared almost immediately, showing that he was composing a response.
"Good," came the reply. "I'm glad you're not alone. Tell him thanks for staying. I owe him one."
Another message followed quickly. "Love you. Don't wait up. I'll probably crash in the break room for a few hours once we get things stable."
"Love you too," I typed back. "Be safe."
I set the phone back down on the coffee table, screen-side down, and looked at Mack. He was watching me with an expression between gratitude and regret.
"So," I said. "He says thanks for staying with me.”
"Yeah," Mack said.
"And he's probably going to be gone all night," I added.
"I heard," he said.
We sat there in the silence that followed, both of us acutely aware of what those facts meant, of the hours that stretched ahead of us with no interruption coming, no reason to stop whatever this was that we were doing. The movie continued playing, characters shouting and running and shooting, but it might as well have been silence for all the attention we paid it.
"Do you want more to drink?" I asked, needing to move.
"Sure," he said, and I felt him reluctantly release his hold on my shoulder.
I got up and walked to the kitchen, grateful for the brief distance, for the chance to breathe air that wasn't thick with tension and possibility. I opened the refrigerator and pulled out two more beers, twisting off the caps and setting them on the counter. My hands were shaking, and I pressed them flat against the cool surface to steady them.
When I turned around, I found Mack watching me from the couch, his eyes following my movements in the dim light. I picked up the beers and walked back over, handing him one before settling back down beside him. This time I didn't hesitate, didn't try to maintain any distance. I sat close enough that our thighs pressed together, and I let my head fall back to his shoulder as if it belonged there.
"This is a really bad movie," I said.
"The worst," he agreed, his arm coming back around my shoulders like it had never left. He pulled me in closer.




Chapter 5

I took a long sip of my beer and set it down on the coffee table, then glanced at the clock on the wall. It was getting late, past nine now, and I was wearing the jeans and fitted sweater I had put on this morning before my workout. The waistband was digging into my stomach from sitting curled up on the couch, and the sweater felt too warm under the blanket.
"So," I said, trying to inject some lightness into my tone. "I need to change into something more comfortable. You're not going to freak out about that, are you? I mean, it's that time of night where normal people put on pajamas."
Mack rolled his eyes in an exaggerated gesture that made me laugh. "Please. I have three sisters. You think I'm going to have a breakdown because you change clothes?"
"Just checking," I said, starting to stand up.
Before I could fully rise, his hand came down on my backside in a playful slap that was harder than expected. I whipped around to glare at him, my mouth falling open in mock outrage.
"Excuse me?" I said.
"You were talking nonsense," he said, grinning up at me. "Someone had to snap you out of it."
"You're such a jerk," I said, but I was fighting back a smile.
"You love it," he said again.
I turned and walked toward the bedroom, feeling his eyes on me as I went. My heart was racing and I couldn't tell if it was from the casual intimacy of what had just happened or from what I was about to do. I closed the bedroom door behind me and leaned against it for a moment, trying to catch my breath and slow the thoughts that were spinning through my mind.
The room was dark except for the streetlight filtering through the curtains, casting everything in shades of gray. I walked over to the dresser and opened the top drawer, staring down at the contents like they might provide some kind of answer to the question I hadn't fully formed yet.
My usual sleepwear was right there in front of me. The oversized T-shirt I normally wore to bed, the one that hung down past my thighs and was comfortable and shapeless and completely unsexy. The flannel pajama pants with the little snowflakes on them that I had gotten for Christmas two years ago. Safe choices. Normal choices. The kind of thing I would wear on any ordinary Sunday night when I was just lounging around the house.
But my hand hovered over them without picking them up. Instead, my eyes drifted to the other things in the drawer. The tank top that was maybe a little tighter than necessary, the one that showed the shape of me in a way the oversized T-shirt never did. The shorts that weren't quite short-shorts but definitely showed more leg than the flannel pants. Things I wore sometimes on hot summer nights, or when I was doing yoga in the living room, or when I just felt like being a little bit more aware of my own body.
I pulled out the oversized T-shirt and held it up, looking at it in the dim light. This was the right choice. This was what I should wear if I wanted to maintain the fiction that nothing unusual was happening tonight, that we were just two friends watching a movie and waiting for someone else to come home.
But I set it back down in the drawer and pulled out the tank top instead. My hands were trembling as I peeled off my sweater and unhooked my bra, letting them both fall to the floor. The cool air hit my skin, and I shivered as I pulled the tank top over my head. It settled against my body in a way that felt exposing even though it wasn't actually revealing anything. The fabric was soft and thin, and I was acutely aware of how clearly it showed my shape, the curve of my breasts, the line of my waist.
I unbuttoned my jeans and stepped out of them, leaving them in a heap on the floor. I reached for the flannel pants, my hand actually closing around them, but then I paused. The shorts were right there beside them, calling to me with a voice that sounded like temptation and recklessness and all the things I knew I shouldn't want.
I stood there in just my underwear and tank top, staring at the two options, feeling the weight of the decision pressing down on me. This wasn't just about what I wore to bed. This was about what I wanted to happen when I walked back out into that living room. This was about whether I was going to keep pretending that the boundaries were in place or whether I was going to acknowledge that we had already crossed them and were looking for excuses to go further.
I thought about how he had looked at me when I stood up, the way his eyes had tracked my movement across the room. I thought about the tension I had felt radiating from him all evening, the way his breathing had changed when I pressed closer, the slight tremor in his hand when it rested on my arm. I thought about the hours stretching ahead of us with no one coming home, no interruption, no reason to stop whatever momentum was building between us.
My hand released the flannel pants and picked up the shorts instead. They were soft cotton, dark gray, with a drawstring waist and hems that ended high on my thighs. Not indecent, not overtly sexual, but definitely more revealing than anything I would normally wear around company. I stepped into them and pulled them up, tying the drawstring and adjusting the waistband to sit low on my hips.
I walked over to the mirror on the back of the closet door and looked at myself in the dim light. The tank top clung to my curves, and the shorts showed off my legs in a way that made me feel both powerful and vulnerable at the same time. My hair was up in the high ponytail, and my face was flushed from a combination of the beer and the heat and the awareness of what I was about to walk back into.
I took a deep breath and opened the bedroom door, stepping back out into the hallway with my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest. The light from the television flickered in the living room, and I could see Mack's silhouette on the couch, his head turning toward the sound of the door opening.
I walked back into the living room trying to move naturally, trying not to make it obvious that I had just spent several minutes agonizing over what to wear. His eyes found me immediately, and I watched them travel down my body and back up again in a sweep that was quick but not quick enough to hide what he was doing.
"Better?" he asked, and his voice sounded rougher than it had before.
"Much," I said, settling back down onto the couch beside him.
This time I didn't ease into the proximity gradually. I sat down close enough that our bodies were touching from shoulder to knee, and I pulled the blanket back over both of us with a deliberateness that felt like making a statement. His arm came back around my shoulders without hesitation, and I leaned into him, my hand finding its way back to his thigh.
His fingers found my hair almost immediately, playing with the end of my ponytail in a way that was both absent-minded and deliberate. I let my head roll back, stretching my neck from side to side, working out the tension that had been building there all day from my shift and from the emotional weight of the evening.
"You're going to give yourself a headache keeping it up like that," he said, his fingers working their way up to where the elastic held my hair in place.
"Probably," I admitted.
He tugged the elastic free in one smooth motion, and I felt my hair tumble down around my shoulders. I shook my head to spread it out, running my own fingers through it to work out the kinks from being pulled back all day. The release of tension felt good.
His hands moved to the back of my neck, his thumbs pressing into the tight muscles there with just enough pressure to make me aware of how much tension I had been carrying. I made a small sound of appreciation, tilting my head forward to give him better access.
"You're really tight," he said, his fingers kneading the knotted muscles at the base of my skull.
"Hazard of the job," I said. "Twelve-hour shifts hunched over patient beds."
"Let me work on that," he said. "You're going to wake up with a headache if you leave it like this."
I pulled my hair forward over one shoulder, gathering it in my hand and draping it out of his way. His hands settled more firmly on my neck and shoulders, working the muscles with a practiced touch that suggested he had done this before, maybe for athletes he coached who had overworked themselves.
"This would be easier if you came in front of  me,” he said.
I hesitated for only a moment before lifting myself up and swinging my legs over his thigh. I settled myself between his legs, my back against his chest, slumping down so he could reach my shoulders more easily. The position put us in even closer contact than before, my body nestled against his in a way that felt both completely natural and wildly inappropriate.
His hands returned to my shoulders, his thumbs digging into the tight spots along my shoulder blades while his fingers worked the muscles of my upper back. I let my head fall forward, my hair cascading down as I surrendered to the sensation of his hands on me. My own hands came to rest on his knees, steadying myself, grounding myself in the solid reality of his body beneath mine.
"Better?" he asked, his voice close to my ear.
"Much better," I said.




Chapter 6

He worked in silence for a few minutes, his hands moving with confidence across my shoulders and neck, finding every knot and working it loose with patient pressure. I could feel the tension draining out of me, replaced by a different kind of awareness, a different kind of heat that had nothing to do with sore muscles and everything to do with the intimacy of the position we were in.
My fingers traced idle patterns on his knees, feeling the texture of the denim beneath my palms. The fabric was worn soft from use, and I could feel the warmth of his legs through it, the solid muscle beneath.
"You must be uncomfortable too," I said, my fingers picking at the denim. "You've been sitting in jeans all day."
"I'm fine," he said, but I felt his hands pause for just a moment on my shoulders before resuming their motion.
"You could change too, you know," I said, the words coming out before I had fully thought them through. "I mean, if you want to. You've been here all afternoon in the same clothes."
"I don't have anything to change into," he pointed out, his thumbs working a particularly stubborn knot just below my shoulder blade.
"You could borrow something," I said. "Sweatpants or something. They'd probably fit you."
The offer hung in the air between us, another boundary being tested. I kept my eyes fixed on my hands where they rested on his knees, not trusting myself to turn around and look at him while I waited for his response.
"You sure?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said. "Why not? We're just hanging out. Might as well be comfortable."
His hands stilled on my shoulders, and I could feel the rise and fall of his chest against my back as he breathed. The moment stretched out, weighted with decision, with the knowledge that we were both making choices that were leading us somewhere we hadn't explicitly agreed to go.
"Alright," he said finally. "If you're sure you don't mind."
"I don't mind," I said, and I lifted myself up from between his legs, immediately missing the warmth of him against my back.
I walked to the bedroom and opened the drawer where John’s clothes lived, pulling out a pair of gray sweatpants that would fit him reasonably well. When I came back to the living room, he was standing by the couch, and I handed them to him.
"Bathroom's down the hall," I said, pointing even though he already knew where it was.
He disappeared into the bathroom, and I sat back down on the couch, pulling the blanket over my legs and trying to slow my racing heart. The movie was playing, the hero now engaged in some kind of rooftop chase scene, but I had completely lost track of whatever plot there was supposed to be.
When Mack emerged from the bathroom, he was wearing the sweatpants and had his T-shirt on. The sweatpants sat low on his hips, and I could see the defined lines of his stomach where the shirt had ridden up as he walked. He was carrying his jeans folded over his arm, and he set them on the chair before returning to the couch.
"Better?" I asked, echoing his earlier question.
"Much better," he said, settling back down beside me.
This time there was no gradual progression, no tentative movement toward proximity. He sat down and I immediately moved back into the space between his legs, my back against his chest, his arms coming around me like we had been sitting this way for hours. The blanket covered us both, and his hands settled on my stomach, his fingers splayed wide across the fabric of my tank top.
I could feel every point of contact between our bodies, the solid wall of his chest against my back, the warmth of his thighs on either side of my hips, the weight of his hands on my stomach, the brush of his breath against my neck. We fit together perfectly, like pieces of a puzzle that had been waiting to find each other.
"Your shoulders feel better?" he asked, his voice rumbling through his chest and into my back.
"Yeah," I said. "You've got magic hands."
"Years of working out kinks in athletes," he said. "You learn how to find the problem spots."
"Well, you're good at it," I said, letting my head fall back against his shoulder.
One of his hands moved from my stomach to push my hair gently to the side, clearing it away from my neck. His fingers traced along the line where my shoulder met my neck, a touch that was light and exploratory rather than therapeutic. I shivered despite the warmth of the room, despite the heat radiating from his body into mine.
"Cold?" he asked.
"No," I said, because lying seemed pointless at this stage.
His hand returned to my stomach, and we sat there in the flickering light of the television, not speaking, not moving beyond the small adjustments our bodies made to get even closer, to eliminate even the smallest gaps between us. The movie played on, but I couldn't have said what was happening in it if someone had offered me money. All of my attention was focused on the man holding me, on the feeling of being held, on the dangerous territory we were navigating without a map.
His hand moved slowly across my stomach, the pressure gentle but unmistakable. His fingers traced patterns through the thin fabric of my tank top, following the curve of my waist, the dip of my hipbone, the line where my ribs began. Each movement was, testing boundaries that we were both pretending didn't exist.
I kept my eyes fixed on the television screen, watching colors and shapes move without processing any of it. My breathing had gone shallow, and I wondered if he could feel it, could sense the way my body was responding to every small shift of his hands. His other arm was wrapped around me just below my ribs, holding me against him, and I could feel the steady rhythm of his heartbeat against my back.
My own hands had moved from where they had been resting passively on his knees. My fingers slid higher, tracing the thick muscle of his thighs through the soft fabric of the sweatpants. I could feel the heat of his skin beneath, the way his muscles tensed and relaxed as I touched him. My palms flattened against his inner thighs, and I felt him take in a sharp breath.
His hand moved higher on my stomach, his fingers spreading wider, reaching up until his thumb brushed the underside of my breast through the tank top. It was the barest contact, surely accidental, to be dismissed as unintentional if either of us wanted to pretend it was. But neither of us moved away. Instead, I felt myself arch into the touch, a silent permission that I knew I shouldn't be giving.
The movie flickered on, explosions and gunfire filling the room with noise that did nothing to cover the sound of our breathing. His thumb moved again, a slow stroke that was definitely not accidental this time, and I felt heat flood through my body in response. My head fell further back against his shoulder, my neck exposed, my eyes closing as I stopped pretending to watch the screen.
His other hand moved from where it had been holding me against him, sliding down to rest on my hip. His fingers found the bare skin where my tank top had ridden up, and the contact of his palm against my exposed flesh sent a jolt through me that I felt in every nerve ending. He didn't move it higher or lower, just held it there, his hand hot and heavy on my skin.
I shifted my weight, turning so that I was nestled more fully against him, and my hand slid higher on his thigh. I could feel the tension in his body, the way he was holding himself like he was afraid that any sudden movement might break whatever spell we were under. My fingers traced idle circles on his inner thigh, moving gradually upward in increments that were small enough to deny but clear enough to communicate intent.
His hand on my stomach moved lower, his fingers dipping just below the waistband of my shorts for a moment before retreating. The brief contact made my breath catch, made my fingers tighten on his thigh. He did it again, letting his fingertips slip beneath the elastic, holding them there for a heartbeat longer before pulling back.
I turned my head to the side, my face pressing into his neck, breathing in the scent of him. My lips were close enough to his skin that each exhale must have been a warm brush against him. His hand on my hip tightened in response, his fingers digging in just hard enough to leave an impression.
The hand on my stomach moved up again, more deliberately this time, his palm cupping my breast through the thin fabric of my tank top. I made a small sound in my throat, somewhere between a gasp and a sigh, and I felt him respond by pressing himself more firmly against my back. There was no mistaking what I could feel there, the hard evidence of his arousal pressing into me, and the knowledge of it made everything more real, more dangerous, more impossible to pretend wasn't happening.
My hand moved higher on his thigh, my fingers tracing along the crease where his leg met his hip. I could feel the heat radiating from him, could feel the way his breathing had become as ragged as mine. His thumb moved across my nipple through the fabric, and I arched into the touch, abandoning any pretense that this was casual or innocent or anything other than exactly what it was.
His other hand slid from my hip to my thigh, his fingers tracing the hem of my shorts, playing with the edge of the fabric. He moved up, his palm covering the bare skin of my upper thigh, his thumb stroking patterns that made my skin feel like it was on fire. Each touch was a question, a test, a boundary being crossed so gradually that it felt inevitable rather than chosen.
I turned my face up toward his, our mouths suddenly close enough that I could feel his breath on my lips. Neither of us moved to close that final distance, but we stayed there, suspended in that moment of almost-contact, the tension between us thick enough to drown in.
His hand moved higher on my thigh, fingers sliding beneath the loose leg of my shorts, touching bare skin that no one but my husband should be touching. I spread my legs, a silent invitation that made his fingers tighten against my skin.
My own hand slid fully to the inside of his thigh, moving upward until my fingers brushed against him through the sweatpants. I felt him inhale sharply, felt his hips shift forward into the contact, and the response made caused a hot and urgent coil low in my stomach.
His hand on my breast moved beneath the fabric of my tank top, pushing it up so he could touch bare skin. The contact of his palm against me with nothing between us made me gasp, made my back arch, made my hand press more firmly against him in response. We were moving faster now, the gradual progression giving way to more urgency, more desperation.




Chapter 7

The movie played on, meaningless noise in the background, while we touched each other in ways that friends didn't touch. Neither of us spoke. Neither of us acknowledged what we were doing with words. We just moved together in the flickering darkness, our bodies communicating things our mouths refused to say.
His fingers slid higher beneath my shorts, moving toward the edge of my underwear, and I knew we were approaching a point of no return. Once we crossed certain lines, there would be no way to pretend this had been innocent, no way to write it off as friendly affection that had gotten out of hand. This would be betrayal, deliberate and conscious, and we would both have to live with what that meant.
But knowing that didn't make me stop. Instead, I lifted my hips, adjusting my position to give him better access, and my hand moved more deliberately against him, stroking him through the fabric in a way that left no room for misinterpretation.
His fingers paused at the edge of my underwear, just resting there, the heat of his hand radiating through the thin fabric of my shorts. I could feel my pulse hammering everywhere our bodies connected, the blood rushing so loud in my ears that I could barely hear the television anymore. His thumb traced a small circle against my inner thigh, the movement so slight it was almost imperceptible, but I felt it like a brand.
My hand remained pressed against him through the sweatpants, and I could feel him hard and insistent beneath my palm. I moved my fingers incrementally, the smallest shift of pressure, and felt him respond with a barely audible intake of breath. His hips pressed forward into my touch by a fraction of an inch, seeking more contact, and I gave it to him in degrees so small they were almost cruel.
His other hand was beneath my tank top, cupping my breast, his thumb making lazy circles around my nipple that sent waves of sensation radiating outward. Each pass of his thumb was minutely different from the last, varying the pressure, the speed, the exact path he traced. My nipple had gone hard beneath his touch, and every time his thumb brushed across it directly, I felt my breath catch and my thighs tense.
The hand at the edge of my underwear moved again, his fingertips slipping just barely beneath the elastic, touching skin that was overheated and sensitive. He didn't move deeper, didn't progress toward anything more explicit. Instead, he just held his fingers there, the contact burning into me, while his thumb continued those maddening circles on my thigh.
I shifted my weight in his lap, the movement causing friction between us that made us both go for a moment. I could feel every plane and angle of his body beneath me, the hard muscle of his thighs, the firmness of his chest against my back, the unmistakable press of his arousal against my lower back. My own body was responding in ways I couldn't control, heat pooling low in my belly, my skin flushed and oversensitive.
His fingers beneath my underwear moved a fraction of an inch deeper, and I felt my breath go shallow. He was moving so slowly, taking so long between each small progression that I couldn't tell if he was trying to give me time to stop him or if he was simply drawing out the anticipation. Either way, the gradual nature of it was making everything more intense, every tiny movement magnified by the deliberate pace.
My hand moved against him in the same measured way, my palm sliding up and then back down in movements that were barely motion at all. I could feel him growing harder beneath my touch, could feel the way his breathing had become irregular. My fingers traced along his length through the fabric, learning the shape of him, and each small discovery made the heat inside me build higher.
His thumb moved across my nipple again, this time with more pressure, and I arched into the sensation without meaning to. The movement pushed me more firmly against his hand between my legs, and I felt his fingers slide another increment deeper beneath my underwear, but still not touching anything critical, maintaining some last vestige of restraint, but closer now, close enough that I could feel the promise of it.
I turned my head, my cheek pressing against his neck, and I could feel his pulse there, fast and strong. My lips were so close to his skin that my breath must have been a warm flutter against him with each exhale. I heard him make a sound low in his throat, a sigh and a groan, and the vibration of it traveled through his chest into my back.
His hand on my breast shifted, his fingers spreading wider to cover more of me. He kneaded the soft flesh gently, his touch both reverent and possessive, and I felt myself melting further into him. My hand tightened around him through the sweatpants, my fingers curling to increase the pressure, and I felt his hips rock forward into the contact in a movement that was entirely involuntary.
The fingers beneath my underwear moved again, sliding just barely to the side, and I felt my legs part in response. The invitation was unconscious, my body acting on instinct rather than decision, but once I had made the movement I couldn't take it back. His fingers followed the path I had opened, moving with agonizing slowness toward the place where I was already slick with wanting him.
But before he reached that destination, before we crossed that final line, I felt a surge that was part panic and part desperate need to regain some semblance of control. I couldn't let this happen like this, couldn't just let it unfold in silence without any acknowledgment of what we were doing.
I pulled away from him suddenly, standing up and leaving him reaching for me in the space I had occupied. The cool air hit my overheated skin like a shock, and I stood there for a moment, my chest heaving, trying to collect myself enough to think clearly.
"The lights," I said, my voice coming out rougher than I expected. "They're too bright."
It was a weak excuse, and we both knew it. The lights were already dim, the room already shadowy and intimate. But I needed to move, needed a moment to breathe air that wasn't saturated with his scent and the heat of what we were doing.
I walked to the wall and turned the dimmer switch even lower, until the room was almost completely dark except for the flickering glow of the television. The characters on screen were shouting at each other now, some kind of dramatic confrontation that meant nothing to either of us. I grabbed the remote and muted the sound, then pulled out my phone and connected it to the speaker in the corner.
Music filled the room slow and rhythmic with a heavy bass line that seemed to match the pounding of my heart. It was better than the artificial noise of the movie, better than the silence that would force us to hear our own breathing and confront what we were doing. The music gave us cover, gave us an excuse to move together, gave us a soundtrack for whatever this was.
I turned back to face him, and I could see him watching me from the couch, his eyes dark and unreadable in the dim light. His chest was rising and falling with breaths that looked as labored as mine felt. One of his hands was resting on the couch cushion beside him, and the other was running through his hair in a gesture that spoke of tension and frustration and want.
I walked back to him slowly, my legs feeling unsteady beneath me. When I reached the couch, I didn't return to the position I had been in before. Instead, I straddled him, settling my knees on either side of his hips and lowering myself into his lap so that we were face to face. The position put us in even more intimate contact than before, my center pressed against his hardness with only the thin layers of our clothes between us.
His hands came to rest on my hips automatically, his fingers digging into my flesh through the fabric of my shorts. I placed my hands on his shoulders, and we sat there for a moment just looking at each other, our faces close enough that I could see the individual flecks of color in his eyes.
"What do you think you're doing?" I asked, and despite everything that had just happened, despite the way we were sitting and touching and breathing each other's air, there was a smile playing at the corner of my mouth.
He looked at me for a long moment, and then a matching smirk appeared on his face. "I have no idea," he said.
"Liar," I said, my fingers tracing along his shoulders, feeling the defined muscle beneath his shirt.
"What do you think you're doing?" he countered, his hands sliding from my hips to my thighs, his thumbs stroking the bare skin there.
"I asked you first," I said, and I could hear the breathless quality in my own voice.
We stared at each other, the smirks on our faces even as the touching intensified. His hands moved higher on my thighs, pushing the fabric of my shorts up, and I felt goosebumps rise on my skin in the wake of his touch. My own hands slid from his shoulders down to his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath my palms.
"This is crazy," I said, but I didn't move away.
"Completely insane," he agreed, his hands moving to my waist, his fingers slipping beneath the hem of my tank top to touch bare skin.
"We should stop," I said, even as I pressed myself more firmly against him.
"We definitely should," he said, his hands sliding higher beneath my shirt, his thumbs brushing the underside of my breasts.
But neither of us stopped. Instead, we just kept staring at each other, our eyes locked, both of us wearing these smirks that acknowledged the absurdity and the impossibility and the sheer recklessness of what we were doing. The music pulsed around us, the bass line vibrating through the couch, through our bodies, through the charged space between us.
I rolled my hips, creating friction between us that made his eyes go dark and his hands tighten on my waist. He pulled me closer, eliminating any remaining gap, and I could feel every inch of him hard against me. The sensation made me gasp, made my eyes want to close, but I forced them to stay open, forced myself to keep looking at him.
"Still think we should stop?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
"Absolutely," he said, his hands sliding up to cup my breasts beneath my shirt. "Any second now."
I laughed, the sound coming out breathy and unsteady, and then his thumbs moved across my nipples. My hands curled in his shirt, pulling him closer, and I rocked against him again, harder this time, more deliberately.




Chapter 8

His eyes never left mine. Even as his hands moved over me, even as I ground against him, even as our breathing became ragged and desperate, we kept staring at each other. Maintaining that eye contact made everything more real, more intimate, more impossible to dismiss later as a moment of weakness.
We were choosing this. We were choosing each other. And we both knew exactly what that meant.
His hands moved from my breasts down to my ribs, his fingers splaying wide across my sides, and I felt the anticipation of what was coming before he even moved. The first light touch of his fingers against my ribs made me jerk away instinctively, a laugh bubbling up from my chest before I could stop it.
"Don't you dare," I warned, but my smile gave me away.
"Don't I dare what?" he asked, his smirk widening as his fingers danced along my sides in that maddening way that he knew drove me crazy.
I tried to twist away from him, my hands coming down to grab his wrists, but he was faster. His fingers found the spot just below my ribs that had always been my most ticklish place, and I dissolved into helpless laughter, squirming in his lap as I tried to escape the sensation.
"You're such a jerk," I gasped out between laughs, my hands fighting to capture his wrists and pull them away.
"You started it," he said, which wasn't even remotely true, but he said it with such conviction that it made me laugh harder.
I managed to get one hand free and immediately went for his sides, my fingers digging into his ribs in retaliation. He jerked away with a surprised laugh, his grip on me loosening for just a moment, and I took advantage of the opening to launch a full assault. My fingers found every ticklish spot I had discovered over the years of our friendship, moving from his ribs to his sides to that place just above his hip that always made him fold in on himself.
He was laughing now too, deep and genuine, and the sound of it filled the room and momentarily pushed aside some of the heavy tension that had been building between us. His hands came up to defend himself, trying to capture my wrists while simultaneously trying to continue his own attack, and we ended up in a tangle of limbs and laughter.
I pushed against his chest, trying to gain leverage, and he let me move him backward against the couch cushions. His hands caught my waist as I followed him down, and for a moment we were both still, breathing hard, our faces close together. Then his fingers moved against my sides again and I yelped, twisting away and nearly falling off the couch.
His arm shot out to catch me, wrapping around my waist and hauling me back toward him. I used the momentum to roll us both sideways, and suddenly we were fighting for position on the couch, each trying to get the upper hand. My legs tangled with his as I tried to pin his arms down, and he let me succeed for a moment before easily reversing our positions.
I found myself on my back with him looming over me, his hands pinning my wrists above my head, and I could see the triumph in his eyes. But I wasn't done yet. I brought my knee up, trying to use my legs to unbalance him, and he had to shift his weight to compensate. The movement gave me just enough room to twist my hips and roll us again.
We grappled and writhed together, our bodies pressing and sliding against each other in ways that were ostensibly about the play fight. Every point of contact was electric, every brush of skin against skin sending sparks through my nervous system. I was acutely aware of the hardness of his body beneath me, the strength in his arms that he was clearly holding back from using fully, the heat radiating from him everywhere we touched.
I managed to get my hands free and immediately went back on the attack, my fingers finding his ribs again. He curled away from the sensation, his laugh breaking free in a way that sounded almost surprised, and I pressed my advantage. My fingers danced across his sides and stomach, finding every sensitive spot, and he twisted and bucked beneath me trying to escape.
His hands caught my waist and suddenly I was the one being flipped, my back hitting the couch cushions. He followed me down, his body covering mine, and his hands found my ribs again with unerring accuracy. I shrieked with laughter, my whole body arching up off the couch as I tried to get away from the sensation.
My hands pushed at his chest and shoulders, trying to create distance, but he was immovable when he wanted to be. Instead, I went for his sides again, and the tickling devolved into mutual torture as we both tried to make the other one give in first. We were a mess of tangled limbs and breathless laughter, rolling and contorting across the couch cushions.
I got my leg hooked behind his knee and used it to unbalance him, sending us both tumbling off the couch and onto the floor. The impact was cushioned by the thick rug, but it was enough to momentarily stun us both. We lay there in a heap, breathing hard, our laughter subsiding.
He recovered first, his hands finding my sides again, and I squealed and tried to roll away. He followed, his larger body easily pinning me to the floor, and I found myself trapped beneath him with my arms stretched above my head and his hands holding my wrists against the rug.
"Give up?" he asked, his face close to mine, his breath warm against my lips.
"Never," I said, even though we both knew I had lost this round.
I brought my knee up sharply, not hard enough to hurt but enough to make him shift his weight, and I twisted my hips to try to roll us again. He anticipated the move and countered it, using his superior weight and strength to keep me pinned. I struggled against his hold, genuinely trying to escape now, my competitive nature refusing to let me concede defeat.
My wrists twisted in his grip, and I managed to get one hand free. I immediately went for his ribs again, my fingers digging in mercilessly, and he jerked away from the sensation with a laugh. The movement gave me the opening I needed to roll us, and suddenly I was on top of him, straddling his waist with my hands pressing his shoulders down against the floor.
"Ha!" I said triumphantly, knowing full well that he had let me win that exchange.
"You cheated," he said, but he was smiling up at me.
"I didn't," I protested. "You're just weak."
"Weak," he repeated, his hands settling on my thighs.
To prove his point, he sat up easily despite my weight on him, his core strength making the movement look effortless. I found myself in his lap again, this time on the floor instead of the couch, our faces level with each other. The playfulness was there in his eyes and reminded me of what we had been doing before I had derailed it with tickling.
I pushed at his chest, trying to restart the wrestling match, but his arms came around my waist and held me in place. Not roughly, not using his full strength, but enough that I would have to actually fight to break free. I squirmed against him, trying to work my way loose, and felt him tense beneath me in a way that had nothing to do with our playful struggle.
"Still think you're winning?" he asked, his voice lower now, rougher.
"I know I am," I said, my hands sliding up to his shoulders.
I pushed hard, trying to knock him backward, and he let me do it. His back hit the rug and I followed him down, my chest pressing against his, my thighs straddling his hips. My hair fell forward around our faces like a curtain, and in the dim light with the music playing and the muted television flickering in the background, it felt like we were in our own private world.
His hands moved from my waist to my hips, his fingers sliding beneath the hem of my tank top to touch bare skin. I shifted my weight, ostensibly trying to pin him more effectively, but the movement created friction between us that made us both go still. The playfulness drained out of the moment like water through a sieve, replaced by the same intense awareness that had been building all evening.
I could feel him hard beneath me again, could feel my own body responding with a rush of heat that had nothing to do with the exertion of wrestling. My hands flattened against his chest, feeling his heart pounding beneath my palms, and I knew my own heart was racing just as fast.
"I win," I whispered, but my voice lacked conviction.
"If you say so," he murmured, his hands sliding higher beneath my shirt.
I should have climbed off him and returned to the couch and put some distance between us. But I didn't move. Instead, I let myself settle more fully on top of him, my body aligning with his in ways that made it impossible to pretend this was just horsing around.
His hands moved up my back beneath my shirt, his palms warm and rough against my skin. I could feel every callus, every line of his hands as they explored the planes of my back. My own hands slid from his chest to his shoulders and then into his hair, my fingers tangling in the short curls there.
We lay there like that, breathing each other's air, our bodies pressed together from chest to hip, neither of us willing to be the first to move or speak or acknowledge what was happening. The music pulsed around us, the bass line vibrating through the floor and into our bodies, creating a rhythm that our breathing fell into sync with.
I tried to twist away from him, my body writhing beneath his as I attempted to break free from his hold. My hips bucked upward, trying to unbalance him, and I felt him press down in response, his weight settling more fully on top of me.
"You're not getting away that easily," he said, but his voice had lost its playful edge.
I bucked my hips again, harder this time, and felt him respond by pressing down to counter the movement. The friction between us made my breath catch, made the laughter die in my throat and transform into a gasp. His hands tightened on my wrists where he was holding them above my head, and I realized he wasn't holding me to tickle me anymore.
I twisted beneath him, my body undulating as I tried to roll us again, and each movement created waves of sensation where our bodies pressed together. He shifted his weight, his hips settling more firmly between my thighs, and suddenly the pretense of wrestling felt paper-thin. My legs came up instinctively, wrapping around his hips to try to leverage him off balance, but the position only brought us into more intimate contact.
He groaned, the sound low and rough, and his grip on my wrists loosened. I took advantage of the moment to pull one hand free, bringing it down to his ribs again in a halfhearted attempt to tickle him, but my fingers barely moved before his hand caught mine and pinned it back down. The quickness of his response, the way he anticipated my move, made my stomach flutter.
I arched up off the floor, my whole body lifting in an attempt to throw him off, but instead of breaking free I just pressed myself more firmly against him. The movement made us both go for a heartbeat, and then he pressed back, his hips grinding down into mine in a slow, deliberate motion that was not playful wrestling.
My laugh came out breathy and broken, transforming mid-sound into a moan. I tried to cover it by bucking my hips again, trying to make it look like I was fighting, but we both knew what I was really doing. Each upward thrust of my hips met the downward pressure of his, creating a rhythm that was unmistakable.
His hands released my wrists and slid down to grip my hips instead, his fingers digging into my flesh through the thin fabric of my shorts. He used the leverage to press me down into the floor while simultaneously grinding himself against me, and the dual pressure made my eyes want to roll back in my head. My hands, finally free, came down to clutch at his back, my fingers curling in his shirt.




Chapter 9

I twisted my body, rolling my hips to the side in what looked like another escape attempt, but his hands held me in place. The struggle had become our bodies moving together in a parody of wrestling that fooled neither of us. Every shift and press and grind was deliberate, seeking friction, seeking contact, seeking release from the tension.
He rolled us suddenly, pulling me on top of him, and my legs straddled his hips as I settled into his lap. My hands pressed against his chest, ostensibly to pin him down, but the position put me in control of the movement. I rocked my hips forward, grinding down against him, and heard him make a sound that was definitely not laughter.
His hands moved from my hips to my waist, then slid beneath my tank top to grip bare skin. He pulled me down toward him while simultaneously thrusting his hips up, and the combined motion made me gasp. My head fell forward, my hair creating a curtain around our faces, and I could see his expression in the dim light. His eyes were dark, his jaw clenched, and he was watching me with an intensity that made my skin feel too hot.
I moved against him again, slower this time, drawing out the sensation. His fingers dug into my sides, not tickling anymore but gripping, holding, guiding my movements. I could feel every ridge and plane of his body beneath me, could feel the hard length of him pressing insistently against my center through our clothes. The friction was maddening, not enough but too much, making me want things I shouldn't want.
My hands slid from his chest down to his stomach, feeling the defined muscles there contracting with each movement. I pushed myself up, changing the angle, and ground down hard against him. He thrust up to meet me, his hips driving upward with enough force to lift me, and the sound that came out of my mouth was definitely a moan.
We moved together like that, the pretense of wrestling completely abandoned now. His hands roamed over my body, sliding up my ribs, cupping my breasts through my tank top, gripping my hips to control the rhythm of our movements. My own hands explored him with equal abandon, sliding beneath his shirt to feel the heat of his skin, tracing the lines of muscle in his chest and shoulders.
I leaned down, bringing my face close to his, and our mouths were so close I could taste his breath. But I didn't close the distance. Instead, I held myself there, our lips separated by a fraction of an inch, while I continued to rock against him. His hands came up to tangle in my hair, his fingers gripping tight, and I could feel him trembling with the effort of maintaining that last shred of restraint.
He rolled us again, his body covering mine, and this time when his hips pressed down I met him with equal force. The rhythm was faster now, more urgent, our bodies moving together with a desperation that bordered on frenzy. My legs wrapped around his waist, my heels digging into his lower back, pulling him harder against me with each thrust.
His mouth moved to my neck, his lips and teeth grazing the sensitive skin there, and I arched up into the sensation. My hands clawed at his back, pulling his shirt up so I could touch bare skin, my nails dragging lightly down his spine. He shuddered against me, his hips grinding harder, and I matched his intensity with my own.
We were both breathing hard now, our chests heaving against each other, the sounds we were making no longer even remotely resembling laughter. My moans mixed with his groans, creating a soundtrack that was far more explicit than the music playing in the background. Every nerve in my body was focused on the points where we connected, on the building pressure, on the need that was consuming me from the inside out.
His hand slid down between us, cupping me through my shorts, and the added pressure made me cry out. My hips bucked up into his hand, seeking more contact, and he gave it to me, his palm grinding against me while his hips continued their relentless rhythm. I could feel myself getting close, could feel the tension building to an unbearable peak, but some part of me knew we couldn't cross that line, not like this, not yet.
I twisted beneath him again, managing to roll us one more time so I was on top. I sat up, straddling his hips, and looked down at him. His shirt was pulled up around his chest, his hair was disheveled from my hands, and his expression was raw with want. I rocked against him slowly, watching his face as I moved, seeing the way his eyes went dark and his jaw clenched.
His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, trying to increase the pace, but I resisted. I kept the movements slow and deliberate, drawing out every sensation, watching him struggle for control beneath me. My hands moved over my own body, sliding up my stomach and over my breasts, and I saw his eyes track the movement with desperate attention.
I leaned forward, placing my hands on either side of his head, and brought my face close to his again. My hips never stopped moving, grinding against him in a rhythm that was pushing us both toward an edge we were trying not to fall over. Our eyes locked, and in that moment I could see everything he was feeling reflected back at me. The want, the guilt, the desperate need, the knowledge that we were crossing lines we could never uncross.
His hands slid up my back beneath my shirt, pulling me down until our chests were pressed together. The movement changed the angle, made the friction more intense, and I felt my control slipping. My hips moved faster now, grinding down hard against him, chasing a release I knew I shouldn't be seeking. He thrust up to meet me, our bodies moving in perfect synchronization, building toward what we both knew we couldn't allow to happen but couldn't make ourselves stop.
I pushed myself up suddenly, breaking the rhythm we had fallen into, my hands pressing against his chest to create distance. My breathing was ragged and my body was screaming at me to keep going, but some part of my brain was throwing up warning flares that I couldn't completely ignore. I sat up in his lap, straddling him still, and wagged my finger at him in mock sternness even though my hand was shaking.
"We have to stop," I said, trying to make my voice sound firm even though it came out breathy and unconvincing.
I crossed my arms over his chest, looking down at him with what I hoped was a serious expression. He looked up at me for a moment, his chest heaving beneath my arms, and then he started to laugh. It wasn't a nervous laugh or an awkward laugh. It was genuine amusement, and it made my chest twist.
Before I could react, he lunged forward with surprising speed, his hands grabbing the waistband of my shorts. In one swift motion, he yanked them down over my hips, the fabric sliding easily down my thighs. I gasped, my eyes going wide, my hands flying down to try to stop him, but he had already pulled them halfway down my legs.
"You didn't just do that," I said, my voice somewhere between outraged and delighted.
He was grinning up at me, completely unrepentant, his hands gripping the fabric of my shorts. I stared at him for a moment, feeling the cool air against my exposed skin, feeling the vulnerability of being partially undressed while he was fully clothed. Feelings fierce and competitive rose up in me, mixing with the arousal and the recklessness and the absolute insanity of this entire evening.
I glared at him, letting him see the challenge in my eyes, and then I lunged forward. My hands went straight for the waistband of his sweatpants, and I yanked them down with as much force as I could muster. The fabric slid easily over his hips, and I felt a moment of triumph before I realized that I had grabbed more than just the sweatpants. His boxers came down with them, and suddenly I was face to face with him springing free, the momentum of my pull combined with his body's response meaning that his member literally bounced up and hit me in the face.
I froze for a split second, stunned, and then I burst out laughing. The sound was loud and genuine and completely involuntary, erupting from me in a way that broke all the tension that had been building. I fell backward, my hands covering my face as I laughed so hard my whole body shook, the absurdity of what had just happened overwhelming everything else.
"Oh my god," I managed to get out between gasps of laughter. "Oh my god, I cannot believe that just happened."
He was laughing too now, his hands moving to pull his sweatpants and boxers back up, but I could see that he was struggling to do it while also dealing with his very obvious arousal. The sight of him trying to wrestle his clothes back into place while clearly hard just made me laugh harder.
"That was your fault," he said, but he was grinning even as he said it.
"My fault?" I protested, laughing. "You started it by taking my shorts off!"
"You said we had to stop," he pointed out. "I was just helping."
"By stripping me?" I asked, my laughter finally starting to subside into giggles.
"Seemed like a good idea at the time," he said, finally managing to get his sweatpants back up, though they did very little to hide the state he was in.
I looked down and realized that my shorts were bunched around my thighs, and I was sitting there in just my tank top and underwear. My underwear was bikini-cut in a dark blue color, and suddenly I was very aware of how little I was wearing. I started to pull my shorts back up, but his hand caught my wrist.
"Wait," he said, and his voice had lost its playful edge again.
I looked at him, my heart pounding, and I could see the question in his eyes. We had crossed so many lines tonight, had done so many things we shouldn't have done, but there were lines left to cross. Still boundaries we hadn't violated. And I could see him asking without words if I wanted to keep going, if I was ready to step over that final edge.
My shorts were halfway down my thighs. His sweatpants were barely containing him. We were both breathing hard, both flushed and disheveled and so far past the point of no return that going back seemed impossible. The laughter had broken some of the tension, had given us both a moment to think, but it hadn't changed what we wanted.
I looked at him for a long moment, my hand caught in his grip, my body humming with need despite the interruption. I could pull my shorts back up. I could stand up and walk away and suggest we actually stop this time. I could choose to be the person I was supposed to be, the person who respected boundaries and kept promises and didn't betray the people who trusted me.
But that version of me felt very far away in this moment, drowning beneath the weight of everything I was feeling for the man in front of me.




Chapter 10

I pulled my hand free from his grip and stood up on shaky legs, my shorts tangled around my thighs. I kicked them off completely, leaving them in a heap on the floor, and I could feel his eyes tracking every movement as I reached for the hem of my tank top. My fingers found the small buttons that ran down the front, buttons I hadn't even remembered were there until this moment, and I started undoing them one by one.
"This is too much," I said, my voice unsteady as I worked the buttons free. "This is all too much."
But even as I said the words, I kept unbuttoning, kept exposing more skin, until only one button remained fastened at the very bottom. The fabric hung open, revealing the curves of my breasts, the valley between them, the flat plane of my stomach. I stood there in just my underwear and the barely-fastened tank top, and I watched his expression shift away from playful.
He started to reach for his sweatpants again, maybe to pull them back up properly, but I moved toward him before he could. I pushed them down with my foot and he stepped out of them. My hands pushed against his chest, guiding him backward toward the couch, and he went willingly, his eyes never leaving mine. When the back of his legs hit the couch cushions, he sat down heavily, and I followed him, climbing into his lap and straddling his hips once more.
This time there wasn't anything between us except my underwear and the open tank top that barely counted as clothing anymore. I could feel him hard and hot against my center, separated only by the thin cotton of my panties, and the sensation made my breath catch. His hands came up to grip my hips, his fingers digging into bare skin, and I could see him struggling to maintain some semblance of control.
I reached behind me and grabbed the blanket from where it had fallen to the side of the couch, pulling it up and draping it over my shoulders. It cascaded down my back, covering both of us, creating a cocoon of warmth and privacy even though we were alone in the darkened condo. The weight of it settled over us like a curtain, hiding what we were doing even from ourselves.
"We took things way too far," I whispered, leaning forward until my face was close to his.
"Way too far," he agreed, his voice rough and strained.
And then I kissed him.
My lips met his with an intensity that surprised us both, and suddenly we were kissing deeply, intimately, with all the hunger that had been building between us all night finally finding an outlet. His mouth opened beneath mine and I tasted him, explored him, claimed him in a way that felt completely new.
His hands slid up my sides beneath the tank top, his palms warm and rough against my skin, and I arched into the touch. My own hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, deepening the kiss until I couldn't tell where I ended and he began. Our tongues met and tangled, the kiss growing more desperate with each passing second.
I rocked my hips forward, grinding against him through my underwear, and felt him thrust up to meet me. The friction was electric, made more intense by the knowledge that there was almost nothing between us now. I could feel every ridge and contour of him pressing against me, could feel the heat radiating through the thin fabric, and it was driving me insane with want.
His hands moved to cup my breasts, his thumbs finding my nipples and circling them with deliberate pressure. I moaned into his mouth, the sound swallowed by our kiss, and ground down harder against him. The rhythm we had fallen into earlier returned, our bodies moving together in perfect synchronization beneath the blanket.
The condo was dark around us, the only light coming from the muted television that continued to flicker with images neither of us was watching. The music played from the speaker in the corner slow and sensual with a heavy bass line that seemed to pulse in time with our movements. The combination of darkness and music and the cocoon of the blanket made everything feel dreamlike, unreal, like we existed outside of normal time and space.
Outside, somewhere in the city, my husband was working through the night. He was up on a utility pole or down in a substation, working with his crew to restore power to thousands of homes, trusting that his best friend was here keeping his wife company like he had asked him to. The thought added another layer of forbidden excitement to everything we were doing.
I broke the kiss to gasp for air, my forehead resting against his, and we stared at each other in the dim light filtering through the blanket. His hands were on my breasts, touching me in ways that no one but my husband should be touching me, and I was grinding against him with an urgency that spoke of how close I was to completely losing control.
"We can't," I whispered, even as my hips continued to move.
"I know," he said, his hands sliding down to grip my waist and guide my movements.
But neither of us stopped. Instead, we kissed again, and I lost myself in the sensation of his mouth on mine, his hands on my body, his hardness pressing insistently against the place where I was already slick and aching for him. I rocked faster, chasing what I knew I shouldn't be seeking, and felt him match my rhythm with thrusts of his own.
His mouth moved from my lips to my jaw, trailing kisses along the line of it before moving down to my neck. He found the spot where my pulse was hammering and sucked gently, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, and I felt my whole body shudder in response. My hands clutched at his shoulders, my nails digging in through his shirt, and I heard myself making sounds that were desperate and needy.
The blanket had slipped down, exposing my shoulders to the cool air of the room, but the contrast between the cold air and the heat of our bodies just made everything more intense. I pulled it back up, wanting to maintain our private world, wanting to stay hidden in this bubble where consequences didn't exist and nothing mattered except the way we felt against each other.
I could feel myself getting close to an edge I knew I couldn't cross, feel the tension building low in my belly in a way that was both exquisite and terrifying. His hands had moved to my hips again, and he was controlling our rhythm now, pulling me down hard against him with each thrust upward. The friction was almost unbearable, the pleasure building to a point that made me want to scream.
But I knew we couldn't let this reach its natural conclusion. Some part of my brain was functioning, aware that we were already so far over the line that finding our way back was going to be nearly impossible. If we let this go all the way, if we actually finished what we had started, there would be no coming back from it.
I slowed my movements, fighting against every instinct in my body that was screaming at me to keep going. He resisted for a moment, his hands trying to maintain the faster pace, but I pressed my palms against his chest and forced myself to pull back.
"Not like this," I breathed against his mouth. "We can't."
He made a sound that was somewhere between a groan and a growl, frustration and understanding mixed together, but his grip on my hips loosened. We stayed like that, both of us trembling with unfulfilled need, our breathing harsh and ragged in the quiet of the room. The music continued to play, the television continued to flicker, and somewhere out in the night my husband continued to work, unaware of what was happening in his home.
I stayed in his lap, my body pressed against his beneath the blanket, my heart hammering so hard I thought it might break through my ribs. His hands remained on my hips, his grip gentler now but possessive, holding me like he was afraid I might disappear if he let go. I could feel him hard and urgent beneath me, could feel my own body aching with the need for completion, but we had stopped just short of the final line.
My forehead rested against his, our breath mingling in the small space between our mouths. Neither of us spoke about what we had just done, what we were doing even now with our bodies pressed together in the darkness. Instead, I shifted in his lap, adjusting my position, and felt him inhale sharply at the movement.
"Your neck is tense again," he said finally, his voice rough and strained.
It was such an absurd thing to say in this moment that I almost laughed, but instead I just tilted my head to the side, exposing my throat. His hands moved from my hips to my shoulders, his thumbs finding the tight muscles there and pressing in with firm circles. The massage was more aggressive than before, more insistent, like he was channeling all his frustration into the movement of his hands.
I let my head fall back, my eyes closing as his fingers worked the knots in my shoulders. The blanket slipped down, and I felt the cool air on my exposed skin, but I didn't move to pull it back up. His hands were warm enough, his touch burning everywhere it landed, and I found myself leaning into the pressure despite the growing awareness of what we were doing.
His thumbs moved higher, working up the sides of my neck to the base of my skull, and I heard myself make a small sound of approval. The tension there had been building all evening, maybe all day, maybe for longer than that, and having it worked loose felt almost as good as the other things we had been doing. Almost, but not quite.
"Better?" he asked, his mouth close to my ear.
"Getting there," I murmured.
His hands moved down again, sliding over my shoulders and down my arms, his touch shifting from therapeutic to exploratory. I felt his fingers trace the line of my collarbone, felt them dip lower to brush against the swell of my breast where the tank top hung open. My breath caught, and I opened my eyes to find him watching me with an intensity that made my stomach flip.
I reached up and pushed his hands away gently, but instead of moving away from him entirely, I shifted my position in his lap. I turned, my back now to his chest, and I could feel him against me in a different way, the pressure less direct but somehow more maddening because of it. I pulled his arms around my waist, settling them just below my ribs, and leaned back against him.
"This is safer," I said quietly.
"Is it?" he asked, and I could hear the skepticism in his voice.
Maybe it wasn't safer at all. Maybe having his arms around me like this, having his chest against my back and his breath on my neck and his hands so close to places they shouldn't touch, was just as dangerous as facing him. But it felt less intense somehow, less like we were staring into each other's souls and acknowledging all the things we were doing wrong.
His hands stayed where I had placed them for a moment, but then they started to move. Small movements at first, his thumbs stroking along my ribcage through the thin fabric of my tank top. I let my head fall back against his shoulder, giving him access to my neck, and felt his lips brush against the sensitive skin there so lightly it could have been accidental.
But I knew it wasn't accidental. Nothing we were doing was accidental anymore. We had crossed too many lines, made too many deliberate choices, for anything to be written off as a mistake or a moment of weakness. We were choosing this, choosing each other, choosing to keep pushing boundaries even though we both knew where this was heading.
His hands moved higher, cupping my breasts through my tank top, and I arched into the touch without thinking. My own hands came up to cover his, not to stop him but to press his palms more firmly against me, to show him what I wanted even though I shouldn't want it. One of his hands slipped inside the open tank top, finding bare skin, and I gasped at the contact.




Chapter 11

The blanket was draped over us, creating our private world beneath its shelter. The room around us was dark except for the flickering light of the television, the images casting strange shadows that danced across the walls. The music had shifted even slower, more sensual, with a rhythm that seemed to match the beating of my heart.
I thought about my husband out there in the cold and dark, climbing poles and fixing lines, his hands rough and capable as he worked to bring light back to people's homes. He would be tired when he finally came back, exhausted from the physical labor and the long hours, and he would probably sleep for most of the day tomorrow to recover. He would never know about this night, about what his best friend and his wife had done while he was gone.
The knowledge of what I was betraying should have made me stand up and walk away and end this before it went any further. But the guilt was distant, muffled beneath layers of desire and need and the overwhelming sensation of Mack's hands on my body.
I turned my head to the side, seeking his mouth, and he met me halfway. We kissed at an awkward angle, our necks twisted, but it didn't matter. The kiss was deep and hungry, communicating things we weren't saying out loud, and I felt his hand tighten on my breast in response.
I broke the kiss and turned back around in his lap, needing to face him again, needing to see his eyes. The blanket fell away as I moved, but I didn't bother pulling it back up. My tank top hung all the way open now, and I let him look at me in the dim light. Let him see what he was doing to me, what I was offering him even though we both knew I shouldn't be offering anything.
His eyes traveled down my body, taking in every detail, and I saw his jaw clench with the effort of maintaining control. I placed my hands on his chest, feeling his heart pounding beneath my palms, and I leaned forward until our foreheads touched again.
"We should stop," I whispered for what felt like the hundredth time that night.
"We should," he agreed, his hands settling on my waist.
But instead of stopping, I kissed him again. And he kissed me back, his arms wrapping around me and pulling me closer, eliminating any remaining space between our bodies. I sank into the kiss, into the feeling of being held by him, into the dangerous intoxication of doing what I knew was wrong but felt so impossibly right in the moment.
The kiss deepened, grew more desperate, and I felt myself starting to rock against him again. The movement was involuntary, my body seeking friction and relief from the tension that had been building for hours. He groaned into my mouth, his hands sliding down to grip my hips and guide my movements, and suddenly we were back where we had been before, grinding against each other with increasing urgency.
I knew we were approaching that edge again, knew that if we kept going we would eventually reach a point where stopping would become impossible. But I couldn't make myself pull away, couldn't make myself be the responsible one who ended this before it became what we could never take back.
His mouth moved from my lips to my neck, and then lower, kissing along my collarbone and down to the swell of my breast. I felt his teeth graze my skin, felt his tongue trace patterns that made me shiver, and my hands tangled in his hair to hold him there. Every nerve in my body was on fire, every sensation amplified by the knowledge that this was forbidden.
The music continued to play, the bass line vibrating through the couch and into our bodies. The television flickered, casting us in alternating light and shadow. And somewhere out in the city, my husband worked through the night, trusting us both.
His mouth moved back up to find mine, and we kissed slowly this time, deeply, like we had all the time in the world instead of stolen hours in a darkened room. When we finally broke apart, both breathing hard, I rested my forehead against his and tried to steady myself.
"Remember that camping trip last summer?" I asked quietly, my voice barely above a whisper. "When we all went up to that lake?"
His hands continued their slow exploration of my back beneath my tank top, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on my skin. "Yeah," he said, his voice low and rough. "The one where it rained the entire second day."
"We were stuck in that tiny cabin," I continued, my hips moving against him in small, unconscious circles. "Playing cards and telling stories."
"You got so competitive about that poker game," he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. His hands slid lower, cupping my backside and pulling me harder against him. "You accused me of cheating at least five times."
"Because you were cheating," I said, my breath hitching as he shifted beneath me. "I saw you looking at my cards in the reflection of the window."
"That was one time," he protested, his mouth moving to my neck, kissing along the curve of it. "And I lost that hand."
I tilted my head to give him better access, my fingers threading through his hair. "You fell asleep on the couch," I said. "And I covered you with that scratchy wool blanket because you looked cold."
"I remember," he murmured against my skin. "I woke up and you were sitting in the chair across from me, reading by flashlight."
"The power had gone out," I said, rocking against him more deliberately now. "Everything was so quiet except for the rain on the roof."
His hands moved to my hips, guiding my movements, making them slower and more intentional. "I watched you read for probably twenty minutes before you noticed I was awake," he said.
"I know," I admitted, my voice breaking as he thrust up to meet me. "I could tell you were awake. I could feel you watching me."
"Why didn't you say anything?" he asked, his hands sliding up my sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts.
"I don't know," I said, which wasn't entirely true. Even then, I had felt awareness of him. "Why didn't you?"
"Same reason," he said, and his hands cupped my breasts fully now, his touch firm and possessive.
I leaned back, changing the angle, and felt him press deeper against me through the thin barrier of my underwear. "There was that moment," I said, my words coming out breathless..."when you got up to get water. And you walked past me in the dark."
"You were reading," he said, his thumbs circling my nipples in a way that made coherent thought difficult. "The flashlight made your hair look almost red."
"You stopped," I said. "Right next to my chair. I could feel you standing there."
"I wanted to touch your hair," he admitted, his voice dropping even lower. "Just to see if it felt as soft as it looked in that light."
"Why didn't you?" I asked, even though I knew the answer, even though we both knew why he had walked past without touching, why we had maintained that careful distance for so long.
"You know why," he said, and one of his hands left my breast to cup my face, his thumb tracing my bottom lip.
I kissed his thumb, then drew it into my mouth for just a moment before releasing it. "That morning," I continued, my hips moving faster now..."when we all went swimming. You taught me how to dive off that rock."
"You were terrified," he said, his hands gripping my hips again, controlling the rhythm of our movement. "You stood up there for ten minutes before you finally jumped."
"You stood behind me," I said, my voice catching as pleasure built inside me. "Your hands on my shoulders, telling me I could do it."
"I could feel you shaking," he said, pulling me down hard against him.
"I wasn't afraid of the water," I admitted, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. "I was afraid of how much I wanted you to keep touching me."
His grip tightened, and I felt him thrust up harder, his control slipping. "When you finally dove," he said, his mouth finding my neck again..."and came up laughing, your swimsuit had shifted."
"I know," I said, remembering the moment with perfect clarity. "I saw you look away."
"I had to," he said, his teeth grazing my skin. "If I had kept looking, everyone would have known."
"Known what?" I asked, even though I understood exactly what he meant.
"That I wanted you," he said simply, his hands sliding beneath my underwear now, gripping bare flesh. "That I had wanted you for a long time."
I moaned at his words, at his touch, at the admission we were finally making even as we pretended to talk about anything else. My movements became more urgent, more desperate, and I felt him matching my intensity. We were both so close to losing control completely, both teetering on an edge we had been approaching for longer than just tonight.
"That night by the fire," I said, my voice barely audible now..."when everyone else had gone to bed. We sat there for hours."
"Talking about nothing," he said, his hands guiding me faster now. "Everything."
"You told me about your first coaching job," I said, my nails digging into his shoulders. "How scared you were that you'd mess up those kids."
"You told me about your worst day at the hospital," he said, his hips thrusting up to meet me with increasing force. "The patient you couldn't save."
"You held my hand," I said, remembering the way his fingers had threaded through mine, the warmth and strength of that simple contact.
"You didn't pull away," he said.
"I should have," I whispered.
"I should have let go," he replied.
But we both knew that neither of us had wanted to let go then, just like neither of us wanted to stop now. We moved together in the darkness, our bodies seeking completion even as our words circled around the truth we weren't quite ready to speak aloud.
"Do you remember the playlist you made for that drive home?" I asked, my voice trembling as I shifted my weight in his lap. "All those songs from the nineties."
"You made fun of my taste in music," he said, his breathing becoming more labored.
My hand slid down between us. I eased them further down, my fingers trembling, and felt him, the heat of him against my palm. It  made me gasp, and I wrapped my hand around him tentatively, feeling the weight and hardness of him.
"I didn't make fun of it," I said, lifting myself and guiding him out from between us. "I said it was nostalgic."
"Same thing," he said, and his hand moved between my legs, his fingers pressing against me through the damp cotton of my underwear.




Chapter 12

I brought him forward, pressing him against my stomach, feeling him hot and heavy against my bare skin. My hand moved along his length slowly, exploratory, learning the shape and feel of him. His hips jerked forward involuntarily at the contact, and I heard him make a sound low in his throat.
"The third song," I continued, my words coming out in gasps now, “the one about summer nights. You turned it up really loud."
"You sang along," he said, his fingers finding a rhythm against me through my panties, rubbing in slow circles that made my thighs tremble. "Even though you claimed you didn't know the words."
I stroked him against my stomach, feeling him twitch and pulse in my hand. The skin was impossibly soft over the hardness beneath, and I found myself mesmerized by the weight of him, by the way he responded to every small movement of my fingers.
"I knew all the words," I admitted, my hips rocking forward to meet the pressure of his hand. "I had that album in high school."
His fingers pressed harder through the fabric, finding the exact spot that made me gasp and arch against him. "You were singing to me," he said, and it wasn't quite a question.
"Maybe," I whispered, my hand moving along his length with more confidence now, establishing a rhythm that matched the movement of his fingers against me.
The wetness had soaked through my underwear, and I could feel him sliding his fingers along the damp fabric, tracing the outline of me through the cotton. He didn't try to move the fabric aside, didn't attempt to touch bare skin, but somehow the barrier made everything more intense. The friction of the cloth against my oversensitive flesh was maddening, almost unbearable, and I found myself pushing harder against his hand.
My other hand joined the first, and I held him with both hands now, stroking him slowly against my stomach. I could feel precum beading at the tip, and I spread it with my thumb, using it to ease the glide of my hands. He groaned, his head falling back against the couch, and his fingers moved faster against me in response.
"That rest stop," I said, desperately trying to maintain the fiction of our conversation, “when we stopped for coffee."
"You got that terrible gas station cappuccino," he said, his voice strained. His fingers pressed more firmly, rubbing in tight circles that made stars burst behind my eyes.
"It was awful," I agreed, my hands working him steadily now. "But you drank it anyway when I said I couldn't finish it."
"Didn't want it to go to waste," he said, and then his thumb found my center through the fabric and pressed hard, and I nearly lost my grip on him entirely.
I stroked him faster, my hands moving in tandem, and felt him grow even harder in my grasp. His hips were thrusting up now, seeking more friction, more contact, and I gave it to him. I pressed him more firmly against my stomach, feeling him slide against my skin with each stroke of my hands.
His fingers never stopped their movement against me, rubbing through my underwear with perfect pressure and rhythm. He had found exactly what made me respond, exactly how to touch me to make me feel like I was going to shatter into pieces, and he was using that knowledge relentlessly.
"We got back late," I said, my voice breaking on the words. "Almost midnight."
"The parking lot was empty," he said, his free hand coming up to grip my hip, holding me steady as his other hand continued its work between my legs.
"We sat in the car for twenty minutes," I said, remembering the weight of that moment, the way we had both known we should say goodnight and go inside but neither of us had wanted to move.
"You were playing with the radio," he said, his thumb circling harder now. "Couldn't seem to find a station you liked."
"I wasn't looking for a station," I admitted, my hands moving faster on him now, feeling him pulse and throb in my grip. "I was trying to find a reason to stay."
"I know," he said, and the admission hung between us, heavy with meaning.
My hands worked him with increasing urgency, and I could feel him getting close, could feel the tension building in his body. His fingers moved faster against me, pressing and circling and rubbing in ways that made my vision blur. We were both chasing release while maintaining the pretense of talking about anything other than what we were actually doing.
"You walked me to my door," I said, my voice barely recognizable now.
"You dropped your keys," he said, his breath coming in harsh gasps. "I picked them up."
"Our hands touched when you gave them back," I whispered.
"You didn't let go right away," he said.
"Neither did you," I replied.
His fingers pressed hard against me, and I felt myself teeter. My hands tightened around him, stroking faster, feeling him swell in my grasp. We were both so close, both trembling with the need for release, but some part of me knew we couldn't let this reach its conclusion.
His finger hooked beneath the waistband of my underwear, just barely, the tip of it grazing the skin of my hip. The touch was light, almost tentative, but it sent a shock through my entire body. I knew what he was asking without him saying a word, knew what would happen if I let him continue.
I stretched my feet down to the floor, my toes finding purchase on the rug, and I leaned my weight forward into his shoulders. My hands pressed against the solid muscle there, bracing myself, and I locked my knees to hold myself up.
His hands moved to the waistband, fingers curling beneath the elastic on both sides, and he began to slide my underwear down so slowly, the fabric peeling away from my skin and traveling down my thighs. I stayed frozen in position, my weight on my hands and feet, my body suspended above him, as he worked the cotton down past my knees, past my calves, until they fell to my ankles.
I stepped out of them without looking down, without acknowledging what we had just done. My tank top hung open so now I was completely exposed to him. The cool air of the room hit my overheated skin, and I felt myself shiver despite the warmth radiating between us.
I lowered myself back down into his lap slowly, and this time when our bodies met there wasn't anything between us except the growing wetness of my arousal. I could feel him hard and insistent against me, could feel the heat of him pressed against my center, and the sensation made my breath catch in my throat.
This was so much more dangerous. We had removed the last barrier, the last layer of protection. Every movement now carried the risk of him sliding into me, of us finally completing what we had been building toward all night.
"That conference you went to," I said, my voice shaking so badly I could barely get the words out. "In October. The one about athletic training techniques."
"Yeah," he managed, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. His whole body was tense beneath me, every muscle rigid with the effort of maintaining control.
"You called me from the hotel," I continued, rocking against him and feeling him slide along my wetness. The friction was almost unbearable, and I had to fight to keep my eyes open, to keep talking. "Late at night. Said you couldn't sleep."
"Conference bed was terrible," he said, his words coming out in gasps. His hips thrust up, and I felt him slide against me, the head of him catching briefly at my entrance before sliding away. "Too soft."
"We talked for two hours," I said, lifting myself and then lowering back down, feeling him slide through my folds again. My hands clutched at his shoulders, my nails digging in. "About everything and nothing."
"You told me about the patient," he said, one hand leaving my hip to tangle in my hair. "The person who drew you that picture."
"You told me about the client who finally nailed that drill," I said, moving faster now, sliding against him with increasing urgency. "The one who'd been struggling all season."
"I could hear you breathing," he said, his voice rough and desperate. His hand in my hair tightened, pulling my head back to expose my throat. "On the phone. Every breath."
"I was in bed," I admitted, rocking harder against him. "In the dark."
"I was too," he said, and his other hand slid between us, his fingers finding my center and pressing against the bundle of nerves there while I continued to slide along his length.
I cried out at the dual sensation, my movements becoming erratic. Every time I rocked forward, he slid along me, the head of him catching at my entrance and then sliding away. The pressure of his fingers combined with the feel of him against me was pushing me toward an edge I had been trying to avoid all night.
"I almost told you," I gasped out, my hips moving frantically now. "That night on the phone. I almost said it."
"Said what?" he asked, his thumb circling hard against me while his other hand guided my hips, showing me the rhythm he wanted.
"That I wanted..." I started, but the words dissolved into a moan as he thrust up and the angle changed and suddenly he was right there, positioned at my entrance, just the slightest movement away from sliding inside me.
We both froze. I could feel him there, could feel the pressure of him against me, could feel how easy it would be to just sink down and take him into me completely. My body was screaming at me to do it, every nerve ending on fire with the need for completion.
"The morning after that call," he said, his voice strained almost beyond recognition. "I drove home early. Skipped the last day of the conference."
"I know," I whispered, holding myself perfectly even though every instinct was telling me to move. "You texted me from the road."
"I needed to see you," he said, his fingers working against me even as we both remained frozen in this dangerous position. "I told myself it was because I missed everyone. But it wasn't everyone."
"I watched for your car," I admitted, my whole body trembling with the effort of not moving, not letting him slip inside. "From the window. For three hours."
His hips jerked up involuntarily, and I felt him press harder against my entrance. Not inside, not yet, but so close that I could feel myself starting to stretch around him. A whimper escaped my throat, and I forced myself to lift up, to break that dangerous contact.
But I couldn't stop moving entirely. Instead, I continued to rock against him, sliding along his length, feeling him hard and slick with my wetness. His fingers never stopped their circling motion, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge despite my best efforts to hold back.
"When you got back," I said, my words barely coherent now..."we all met for dinner. That Mexican place."
"You wore that blue dress," he said, his hand leaving my hair to grip my hip again, both hands now controlling my movements against him. "The one with the straps."
"You couldn't stop looking at me," I said, remembering the weight of his gaze across the table, the way it had made my skin feel too tight.
"No," he admitted. "I couldn't."
"Under the table," I continued, sliding faster against him now..."your foot touched mine."
"I know," he said, thrusting up to meet my movements. "I did it on purpose."
“I know you did, you brat,” I said.
"You pressed back," he said, and his fingers increased their pressure against me.




Chapter 13

The combination of sensations was too much. I could feel myself approaching the point of no return, could feel my body beginning to tighten and coil in preparation for release. His hands gripped my hips harder, his fingers pressing deeper against my center, and I was sliding against him so fast now that I could barely catch my breath.
Every time I moved, he was there catching at my entrance, the pressure building with each pass. I knew that if I lost control for even a second, if my angle shifted just, he would slide inside me and we would finally cross that ultimate line. The knowledge made everything more intense.
"I couldn’t…” I started, but I didn't know how to finish the sentence. Could not talk about this? Could not stop? Could not keep pretending that we weren't doing exactly what we were doing?
"I know," he said, and his thumb pressed hard against me while his hips thrust up. I could feel him there, pressed against me, hard and unsatisfied, and I knew that if I had lost control for even one more second, if I had sunk down instead of holding myself up, it would be over.
I scrambled off his lap, my legs unsteady, and I tried to slide down toward the other end of the couch. I needed space, needed air, needed to put some distance between us.
But he reached for me as I moved, his hands catching my waist, and suddenly we were tumbling together over the couch cushions. I let out a breathless laugh despite everything, despite the insanity of what we were doing, and tried to wriggle away from him.
"Where are you going?" he asked, his voice rough with unfulfilled need.
"Away from you before we do something really stupid," I said, but I was smiling even as I said it, the absurdity of the statement hitting me immediately. It was as if we hadn't already done a thousand stupid things tonight.
"Too late for that," he said, pulling me back toward him.
I twisted in his grip, trying to escape, and he followed me down the length of the couch. We were both laughing now, that hysterical laughter that comes from too much tension and not enough sense.
"You're impossible," I said, trying to push him away with my feet.
"You're the one who can't sit still," he countered, catching my ankle and pulling me back toward him over the cushions.
"I'm trying to be responsible," I protested, even though the word sounded ridiculous given that I was completely naked on the couch with my husband's best friend.
"How's that working out for you?" he asked, and I could hear the grin in his voice.
I kicked at him playfully, and he caught my other ankle, and suddenly we were wrestling again, but this time it was lighter, less charged with that desperate sexual tension and more like the playful fighting we had always done. Except we were both naked, and that fact made everything simultaneously more ridiculous and more dangerous.
I managed to flip myself around, trying to use the leverage to break his grip on my ankles, and somehow in the process of turning we ended up tangled together on the couch in a configuration neither of us had intended. I found myself on my side facing one direction while he was on his side facing the opposite direction, and suddenly I was eye-level with his cock while his face was inches from my center.
We both froze.




Chapter 14

I could see him right in front of me, hard and angry-looking from all the stimulation without release. He was so close I could feel the heat radiating from him, could see the way he twitched, and my breath washed across his skin in a way that made him inhale sharply.
At the same moment, I felt his hands on my thighs, his grip uncertain, like he wasn't sure if he should push me away or pull me closer. Then his breath was hot against my most sensitive flesh, and I felt myself clench in anticipation.
"This is insane," I whispered, but even as I said it, I reached out and wrapped my hand around him.
He groaned, and I felt the vibration of it against my inner thigh. His hands tightened on my legs, spreading them, and then his tongue made contact with me in one long, slow lick that made my hips jerk forward involuntarily.
I looked at him in my hand, watched the way he responded to my touch, and some distant part of my brain was screaming that this was just as much of a betrayal as everything else we had done. Maybe more. But I couldn't seem to make myself care, not with his mouth on me, not with the weight of him in my palm.
I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.
The sound he made was raw and desperate, and his tongue worked against me with renewed intensity. He tasted salty and male and completely unlike what I should be tasting, but I found myself taking him deeper anyway, my tongue exploring the length of him as I tried to figure out what made him respond.
His mouth on me became more insistent, his tongue finding my center and circling it with firm pressure that made my thighs tremble. I moaned around him, and he thrust into my mouth in response, his control clearly slipping just as bad as mine.
We fell into a rhythm together, our bodies learning each other in this most intimate way. Every time I made him groan, he responded by making my hips buck against his face. It became a conversation, a back and forth of pleasure given and received, and I lost myself in it completely.
I took him deeper, hollowing my cheeks and using my hand to stroke what I couldn't fit. His hips began to move, small thrusts that I encouraged by relaxing my throat and taking him even further. The taste of him intensified, salt and musk.
His tongue never stopped its work between my legs, licking and sucking and occasionally grazing me with his teeth in ways that made me whimper around him. He slid two fingers inside me while his mouth focused on my center, and the dual sensation made my eyes roll back.
I worked him faster with my mouth and hand, taking him as deep as I could, feeling him hit the back of my throat. His hips were thrusting more urgently now, and I could feel him swelling even harder against my tongue. The sounds he was making against me were desperate, needy, and they spurred me on.
His fingers curved inside me, finding a spot that made stars burst behind my closed eyelids, and his tongue worked in rapid strokes against my center. I felt myself climbing toward another peak, felt my body beginning to tighten and coil, and I sucked him harder in response, wanting to bring him to that same edge.
But just as I felt myself approaching the point of no return, just as his fingers hit that perfect spot and his tongue found the exact rhythm that would push me over, he suddenly pulled back. His mouth left me, his fingers withdrew, and I felt the loss like a physical ache.
I released him from my mouth with a gasp, turning my head to look back at him in confusion and frustration. "What are you doing?" I cried, my voice hoarse.
"We can't," he said, his breathing ragged. "If we finish this, if we actually let ourselves come like this, there's no pretending anymore."
I understood what he meant immediately. Everything we had done so far existed in some gray area, some space where we could maybe convince ourselves we had just gotten carried away, that things had just gone too far without any real intent. But this? Using our mouths on each other until we reached completion? That was deliberate. That was choosing.
"We've already crossed so many lines," I said, but even as I said it, I was pulling away from him, untangling our bodies.
"I know," he said, sitting up and running his hands through his hair. "But maybe we should try to keep at least one line uncrossed."
We sat there on opposite ends of the couch, both of us naked and breathing hard, both of us visibly aroused and unfulfilled. The television continued to flicker, the music played from the speaker, and somewhere out in the city my husband was working, trusting his best friend to keep his wife company.
The weight of what we had done was starting to settle over me, now that we had stopped, now that I had a moment to actually think. My tank top lay discarded on the floor. My underwear was somewhere near the coffee table. And I was sitting here completely naked with a man who wasn't my husband, a man I had just had in my mouth, a man whose mouth had just been between my legs.
"I should get dressed," I said quietly.
"Probably," he agreed, but neither of us moved.
We just sat there in the darkness, looking at each other across the length of the couch, both of us knowing that even though we had stopped before the ultimate conclusion, we had already gone far beyond what could ever be excused or explained away.
He moved toward me slowly, crawling across the couch cushions, and I found myself leaning back against the arm of the couch. My heart was hammering so hard I could hear it in my ears, and I watched him come closer with a mixture of anticipation and fear.
When he reached me, he settled himself between my legs, his body covering mine, and I felt the familiar weight of him that we had experienced throughout the night. But this time there was no pretense, no wrestling or playful fighting. This was deliberate, intentional, and we both knew exactly what we were doing.
I spread my legs wider to accommodate him, my thighs opening to cradle his hips, and I felt him settle against me. The hard length of him pressed against my center, hot and insistent, and I had to bite my lip to keep from making a sound.
"We could just touch," he said, his voice rough. "Just feel each other. As long as I don't go inside, it's not really crossing that line."
I knew the rationalization was absurd even as he said it, knew that we were looking for any excuse to keep going, any way to convince ourselves that what we were doing was somehow less of a betrayal if we maintained this one arbitrary boundary. But I found myself nodding anyway, found myself wanting to believe that there was some meaningful difference between what we were about to do and actually having sex.
"Right," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "As long as you don't go inside, we're not actually doing it."
"Exactly," he said, and his hips shifted forward, sliding himself along my wetness.
The sensation made us both gasp. I could feel every ridge and vein of him as he moved against me, could feel the broad head of him sliding through my folds, catching briefly at my entrance before moving away. It was almost more intimate than penetration would have been, this slow exploration of each other's bodies, this deliberate drawing out of sensation.
He braced his hands on either side of my head, holding his weight off me while his hips moved in slow, measured strokes. Each pass of his cock against me sent waves of pleasure radiating through my body, and I found my hips lifting to meet him, seeking more contact, more friction, more of everything.
"This is okay," I said, trying to convince myself as much as him. "This doesn't count as actual sex."
"Right," he agreed, his jaw clenched with the effort of maintaining control. "We're just touching. Just feeling."
His next stroke was longer, slower, and I felt him slide all the way from my entrance up to my center, the pressure against my most sensitive spot making my back arch off the couch. My hands came up to grip his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin.
"God, you're so wet," he groaned, his hips moving faster now, sliding against me with increasing urgency.
"I know," I gasped, because there was no point in denying it. I could feel how slick I was, could hear the wet sounds our bodies were making as he moved against me. Every stroke sent pleasure cascading through my nervous system.
He shifted his angle, and suddenly the head of him was pressing more firmly against my entrance with each pass. Not penetrating, not yet, but testing the resistance, feeling how easily he could slide inside if we just let ourselves cross that final line.
"We can't," I whispered, even as my hips tilted up to give him a better angle.
"I know," he said, but his next stroke pressed harder against my entrance, and I felt myself start to give way, felt my body beginning to open for him.
I forced my hips back down, breaking the dangerous contact, and he groaned in frustration. But then he adjusted his angle again, sliding higher, and the pressure against my center was so perfect that I stopped caring about anything except the building pleasure.
"This is safe," I said again, the words becoming a mantra. "As long as you don't go inside."
"Safe," he echoed, and his hips pistoned faster, sliding against me with desperate need.
My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer, and the change in position meant that every stroke of his cock against me created more pressure, more friction. I could feel myself climbing toward the edge again, could feel my body tightening and coiling in preparation for release.
"I need you to touch me," I gasped, one hand leaving his shoulder to grab his wrist.
He understood immediately, shifting his weight to one arm so he could slide his other hand between our bodies. His fingers found my center and began to circle it with firm pressure while his hips continued their relentless rhythm, sliding against me, pressing against my entrance, pulling back, sliding higher, over and over in a pattern that was driving me insane.
"Like this?" he asked, his fingers moving faster.
"Yes," I moaned, my hips bucking up to meet him. "Just like that. Don't stop."
He didn't stop. His fingers worked my center while his cock continued to slide through my folds, and the dual stimulation was pushing me rapidly toward the point of no return. I could feel myself getting close, could feel the pleasure building to an unbearable peak, and I knew that when I came this time it was going to be even more intense than before.
His breathing was ragged against my neck, his hips moving frantically now, and I could tell he was getting close too. The head of his cock was leaking steadily, making everything even more slick, and every time he slid against me I could feel how close we were to him just slipping inside.
"We have to be careful," I panted, my hands gripping his shoulders hard enough to bruise. "Can't let you go inside."
"I know," he groaned, but his next thrust pressed harder against my entrance, and I felt myself stretch around him before he pulled back.
The sensation was almost too much. I wanted him inside me with a desperation that terrified me, wanted to feel him fill me completely, wanted to cross that final line and damn the consequences. But some shred of self-preservation held me back, kept me from tilting my hips at the angle that would allow him to penetrate.
"Touch me harder," I demanded, and his fingers increased their pressure against my center.




Chapter 15

His hips were slamming against me now, all pretense of slow exploration abandoned. He was rutting against me with desperate need, his cock sliding through my wetness, pressing against my entrance and then sliding away, over and over. Every muscle in his body was tense, and I could feel him trembling with the effort of not just thrusting forward, not just burying himself inside me where we both knew he belonged.
"This doesn't count," I said again, the words meaningless now but somehow necessary. "As long as you stay outside."
"Doesn't count," he agreed, his voice strained beyond recognition. "Not really having sex."
But we both knew we were lying to ourselves.
His fingers pressed harder against my center, circling frantically while his hips drove against me with increasing desperation. I could feel every inch of him sliding through my wetness, could feel the thick head of him catching at my entrance with each thrust, and it was taking every ounce of willpower I hadn't to just let him slip inside.
"God, god, god," I chanted, my head thrashing against the couch cushion as the pleasure built to an almost painful intensity.
My hips were bucking up wildly now, meeting his every stroke, grinding against him with complete abandon. All the careful control we had maintained throughout the night was gone, replaced by frantic, desperate need. My legs locked around his waist, my heels digging into his lower back, pulling him harder against me with each movement.
He was making sounds I had never heard from him before, low grunts and groans that came from deep in his chest. His whole body was slick with sweat, muscles straining as he rutted against me with single-minded focus. The hand that wasn't between my legs gripped my hip hard enough to leave bruises, holding me in place while he ground himself against me.
"So close," he gasped, his hips moving so fast now that I could barely process the individual strokes. "I'm so fucking close."
"Me too," I whimpered, my back arching off the couch as his fingers found the perfect rhythm. "Don't stop, please don't stop."
My hands clawed at his back, my nails raking down his skin hard enough that I knew I was leaving marks. The pain seemed to drive him harder, his hips slamming against me with bruising force. I could feel him throbbing against me, could feel how close he was to losing control completely.
The pressure was building inside me like a dam about to burst, every nerve ending in my body focused on the points where we connected. His fingers on my center, his cock sliding through my folds, the weight of his body on top of mine, all of it combining into an overwhelming cascade of sensation that was about to push me over the edge.
"Right there," I cried out, my whole body starting to shake. "Right there, I'm going to..."
My phone rang.
The sound cut through the room like a gunshot, loud and jarring and completely unexpected. The ringtone was the standard one, nothing special, but in the heated silence broken only by our panting and the soft music, it might as well have been an air raid siren.
We both froze instantly, our bodies locked together mid-thrust, his fingers pressed against my center. My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might explode, and for a moment I couldn't process what was happening, couldn't understand why that sound was interrupting us.
The phone rang again.
Reality came crashing back in with brutal force. I was naked on my couch with my husband's best friend on top of me, his cock pressed against my entrance, his hand between my legs, both of us seconds away from losing control completely. And my phone was ringing in the middle of the night, which meant it was probably important, which meant it was probably him.
"Don't answer it," Mack said, his voice rough and desperate. His hips tried to resume their movement, but I put my hand on his chest and pushed.
"I have to," I said, even though every cell in my body was screaming at me to ignore it, to let it go to voicemail, to finish what we had started. "What if something happened? What if he's hurt?"
The phone rang a third time.
Mack pulled back, just enough that he was no longer pressed so intimately against me, and I felt the loss of contact like a physical pain. My body was wound tight, teetering on the edge of release, and being interrupted this close to the finish was almost unbearable.
I sat up quickly, looking around frantically for my phone. The fourth ring sounded, and I spotted it on the coffee table where I had left it face down after the last text. I lunged for it, my hands shaking so badly I almost dropped it, and looked at the screen.
It was him of course.
I looked back at Mack, who was sitting on the couch now, his chest heaving, his cock hard and glistening with my wetness. His expression was a mixture of frustration and guilt and barely suppressed need, and I knew mine probably looked exactly the same.
The phone rang a fifth time, and I knew that if I didn't answer it now, it would go to voicemail. He would worry. He would wonder why I wasn't picking up. He might even decide to come home to check on me.
I swiped to answer, bringing the phone to my ear with a trembling hand.
“Hey?” I said, and I was horrified by how breathless I sounded, how obviously I had been doing something physical.
"Hey babe," his voice came through the speaker, tired and scratchy. "Did I wake you up?"
"No, no," I said, trying to steady my breathing. "I was just, I was awake watching TV."
Mack's hands were on my shoulders now, gently but insistently pushing me back down onto the couch. I shook my head at him, my eyes wide, but he ignored the gesture. His expression was determined, almost challenging, and I felt a flutter of panic as I let him ease me back against the cushions.
"You sound out of breath," my husband said, concern evident in his voice. "You okay?"
"Yeah, I'm fine," I said, my voice coming out higher than normal as Mack settled himself between my legs again. "I was just getting up to grab some water. How's everything going out there?"
Mack's hands slid up my thighs, spreading them apart, and I felt my breath catch as he positioned himself at my entrance. His eyes locked on mine, asking a question without words, and I knew I should shake my head and push him away, end this before we crossed the one line we had somehow not yet crossed.
"It's a nightmare," my husband said with a heavy sigh. "We've got three more substations down, and they're saying it might take until tomorrow afternoon to get everything back online. I'm going to be here all night for sure, probably into the morning."
Mack pressed forward slowly, just the tip of him breaching my entrance, and my whole body went rigid. The sensation of him starting to enter me while I was on the phone with my husband was so wrong, so absolutely insane, that I felt dizzy with it.
"That's rough," I managed to say, my voice strained as Mack pushed deeper, inch by agonizing inch.
"Yeah, and it's cold as hell out here," my husband continued, completely oblivious. "My hands are so numb I can barely feel the tools. But listen, is Mack there? I wanted to thank him for staying with you."
Mack pushed deeper, filling me slowly, and I had to press my free hand over my mouth to keep from crying out. He was big, stretching me in ways I hadn't been stretched in a long time, and the fullness of him inside me was overwhelming. My eyes squeezed shut as he bottomed out, his hips flush against mine, buried completely inside me.
"He's, um, he's here," I said, the words barely coherent. "He's been great company."
Mack stayed perfectly inside me, letting me adjust to the invasion, but his eyes were dark with triumph and desire. We had crossed the line. We were actually doing it. There was no going back now, no pretending this was anything other than exactly what it was.
"Good, good," my husband said. "I feel better knowing you're not alone. Can you put him on for a second?"
Mack's hips pulled back and then pushed forward again, a small thrust that made stars burst behind my closed eyelids. I grabbed his shoulder with my free hand, my nails digging in hard enough to leave crescents in his skin.
"Actually, he's in the bathroom right now," I lied, my voice cracking as Mack established a slow, steady rhythm. "Can I have him call you back?"
"Nah, that's okay," my husband said. "Just tell him I said thanks, and that I owe him a beer. You guys watching that movie?"
Mack thrust deeper, and I had to bite down on my knuckle to keep from making a sound. The feeling of him moving inside me while my husband's voice was in my ear was surreal, horrifying, and intensely arousing all at once.
"Muted it," I gasped out, then quickly tried to cover by clearing my throat. "Sorry, dry throat. Yeah, we muted it and put on some music instead."
Mack's pace was torturously slow, each thrust deliberate and measured. He was watching my face intently, clearly getting off on the danger of the situation, on the fact that I was struggling to maintain a normal conversation while he fucked his best friend’s wife. His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he moved inside me with agonizing control.
"Music sounds so nice there,” my husband said. "Listen, I should get back to work. The crew chief is waving at me. I just wanted to check in and let you know I'll probably crash in the break room for a few hours once we get things stabilized."
"Okay," I said, my voice barely under control. Mack had changed his angle, and now each thrust was hitting a spot inside me that made my toes curl. "Be safe out there. I love you."
The words felt like poison in my mouth even as I said them. I was telling my husband I loved him while his best friend was inside me, while we were committing the ultimate betrayal. The guilt seemed to heighten every sensation.
"Love you too, babe," he said. “Don’t stay up too late, okay? And tell Mack thanks again for doing that.”
Mack thrust harder, as if responding to hearing his own name, and I nearly dropped the phone.
"I will," I promised, my voice shaking.
"Alright, talk to you later," my husband said, and mercifully the call ended.




Chapter 16

The phone fell from my hand onto the couch cushion, and immediately Mack's pace increased. He thrust into me harder, faster, no longer constrained by the need for silence. I cried out, my hands flying to his shoulders, my legs wrapping around his waist as he drove into me with increasing urgency.
"We just..." I started, but I couldn't finish the sentence because the reality of it was too overwhelming. We had actually done it. He was inside me. We were having sex while my husband worked through the night, trusting us both.
"I know," Mack groaned, his hips slamming into mine. "We crossed it. We fucking crossed it."
His words seemed to break whatever remaining restraint either of us had. I met his thrusts with my own, my hips rising to take him deeper, and the couch creaked beneath us with the force of our movements. The heavy music played in the background, and the television flickered its meaningless images, and somewhere in the dark city my husband was freezing on a utility pole, completely unaware that his world had just been shattered.
But in that moment, I couldn't make myself care about anything except the feeling of Mack inside me, the pleasure building with each thrust, the inevitable conclusion we were both racing toward.
The moment the phone hit the cushion, it broke between us. All the restraint we had been clinging to throughout the night, all the boundaries we had been pretending to respect, all of it shattered in an instant. Mack's hips pulled back and then drove forward, filling me completely, and I gasped at the overwhelming sensation of finally having him deep in me.
"God," I breathed, my hands sliding up his back, feeling the muscles shift and flex beneath his skin.
He moved again, establishing a rhythm that was slow at first but quickly building in intensity. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure radiating through my body, and I found myself moving with him, meeting him halfway, our bodies finding a synchronization that felt natural and inevitable.
I pulled him down for a kiss, our mouths meeting with desperate hunger. Our tongues tangled together as he continued to move inside me, and I moaned into his mouth when he hit a particularly sensitive spot. He responded by changing his angle, making sure to hit that same spot with each thrust.
My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, and he groaned against my lips. His hands were everywhere, touching and exploring, sliding up my sides to cup my breasts, then down to grip my hips and guide my movements. I arched into his touch, my body seeking more contact, more sensation, more of everything.
"You feel amazing," he said, his voice rough and breathless.
“You do,” I gasped, my nails dragging lightly down his back.
He pulled out suddenly, and I whimpered at the loss, but before I could protest he had shifted us both. His hands guided me up and over, positioning me on my hands and knees, and then he was entering me again from behind. The new angle made everything feel different, deeper somehow, and I cried out at the intensity of it.
His hands gripped my hips as he thrust into me, and I pushed back against him, matching his rhythm. One of his hands slid up my spine, following the curve of my back, then tangled in my hair. Not pulling, just holding, connecting us in yet another way.
"Yes," I moaned, my arms trembling with the effort of holding myself up. "Just like that."
He leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, changing the angle again. His mouth found my shoulder, kissing and biting gently, and the sensation made me shiver. His hips never stopped moving, driving into me with steady, powerful thrusts that were building the pressure inside me higher and higher.
I reached one hand back, finding his hip and urging him on. He responded by increasing his pace, his movements becoming more urgent, more desperate. The sounds we were making filled the room, mixing with the music playing from the speaker, creating a symphony of pleasure and need.
He pulled out again, and this time he turned me to face him, guiding me down onto my back once more. He entered me in one smooth thrust, and our eyes locked as he began to move. It was intensely intimate about this position, about being able to see each other's faces, to watch the pleasure build in each other's expressions.
I cupped his face in my hands, pulling him down for another deep kiss. Our bodies moved together in perfect rhythm, hips rolling and grinding, finding new angles and new ways to increase the pleasure. My legs wrapped around him again, and I used the leverage to meet his thrusts with my own.
"This is insane," I breathed against his lips, my fingers threading through his hair.
"Completely insane," he agreed, his hips driving forward harder.
But neither of us wanted to stop. We were caught up in the madness of it, in the forbidden pleasure of our bodies joined together. His hands roamed over me constantly, touching everywhere he could reach, and I responded by doing the same, exploring the planes and angles of his body with growing confidence.
He shifted his weight, pressing one of my legs higher, opening me up even more to him. The new position allowed him to thrust even deeper, and I gasped at the sensation. My hands gripped his shoulders, holding on as he moved inside me with increasing intensity.
"Turn over," he said, his voice breathless.
I rolled onto my side, and he moved behind me, spooning against my back. He lifted my top leg, hooking it back over his hip, and then he was entering me again from this new angle. His arm wrapped around me, holding me close, and his other hand found my breast, kneading and teasing.
The position felt incredibly intimate, almost tender despite the raw sexuality of what we were doing. He moved slowly at first, his hips rolling against mine in languid waves, and I found myself sighing with pleasure at the leisurely pace.
But the slowness didn't last. His movements gradually increased in speed and force, his hips snapping forward with growing urgency. The hand on my breast slid down my stomach, and I thought he might touch my center, but instead his fingers just splayed across my lower abdomen, feeling the movement of his cock inside me through my skin.
"I can feel myself," he groaned against my neck. "Can feel how deep I am."
The words sent a shiver through me, and I pressed back against him, taking him even deeper. We moved together in this sideways embrace, our bodies slick with sweat, both of us climbing too high.
He pulled me up suddenly, sitting back on his heels and pulling me into his lap. I straddled him in this kneeling position, my knees on either side of his thighs, and sank down onto him. The position put me in control, and I began to ride him, lifting and lowering myself on his length.
His hands guided my hips, helping me establish a rhythm, and I leaned forward to kiss him as I moved. Our tongues tangled together while our bodies joined and separated and joined again in a dance that was becoming more frantic with each passing moment.
"You're so beautiful," he said, pulling back to look at me. His hands slid up to cup my face, his thumbs stroking my cheeks. "So fucking beautiful."
I kissed him again, deeply, pouring everything I was feeling into the connection of our mouths. My hips moved faster, taking him harder. The pressure was building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter, but I couldn't seem to push myself over that final edge.
He sensed my frustration and shifted us again, laying me back down and covering my body with his. He entered me with one hard thrust and then began to move with renewed purpose. His pace was relentless now, driving into me with powerful strokes that shook my entire body.
I wrapped myself around him completely, arms and legs clinging to him as he moved. The pleasure was intense, almost overwhelming, building and building but never quite reaching the release I was chasing. We moved together wildly.
The couch creaked beneath us with the force of our movements. The music played in the background. The television flickered its meaningless light across the room. And we were lost in each other, in the pleasure and the madness and the absolute wrongness of what we were doing.
We collapsed together, both breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat. He was inside me, both of us trembling from the intensity of what we had been doing. For a moment we just lay there, chests heaving, trying to catch our breath.
"Water," I gasped finally. "I need water."
He pulled out slowly, and we both groaned at the loss of connection. I sat up on shaky legs, my whole body feeling like it had been thoroughly used, and stumbled toward the kitchen. He followed close behind, and I could feel his eyes on me as I walked naked across the room.
I grabbed two bottles of water from the refrigerator, the cool air from inside making my overheated skin break out in goosebumps. I handed one to him and then tilted mine back, drinking deeply. The cold water felt incredible going down my parched throat, and I drained half the bottle in one long gulp.
Mack did the same, his throat working as he swallowed. We stood there in the kitchen for maybe thirty seconds, just drinking and breathing, our eyes locked on each other. I could see him hard, could see the evidence of my arousal glistening on him, and I felt a fresh wave of need wash over me despite how thoroughly he had just taken me.
He set his bottle down on the counter with a decisive thunk, and I did the same. We moved toward each other at the same moment, our mouths crashing together in a hungry kiss. His hands grabbed my waist and pulled me flush against him, and I felt his hardness pressing against my stomach.
I jumped up, wrapping my legs around his waist, and he caught me easily, his hands gripping my backside to support my weight. Our mouths never broke apart as he started walking, carrying me out of the kitchen. I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him deeply, my fingers threading through his hair.




Chapter 17

He navigated through the darkened living room, somehow managing not to stumble despite having his hands full and his attention focused on my mouth. I could feel him hard and insistent between my legs where our bodies pressed together, and I shifted my hips, trying to get friction, trying to ease the ache that was already building again.
"Where are we going?" I murmured against his lips, though I already knew.
"Bed," he said simply, and kicked open the bedroom door.
The room was dark except for the faint light filtering in from the living room behind us. He carried me to the bed, our mouths locked together, and then he was lowering me down onto the mattress. The cool sheets felt good against my overheated skin, and I sighed as my back made contact with the familiar softness.
He followed me down, never breaking our kiss, his body covering mine. I spread my legs to accommodate him, and he settled between them like he belonged there. His weight pressed me into the mattress in a way that felt both grounding and electrifying.
"This is my bed," I said, the words coming out breathless. "Our bed."
"I know," he said, and he understood the significance, the additional layer of wrongness in what we were doing.
But neither of us stopped. Instead, I reached between us and guided him to my entrance, and he pushed inside with one smooth thrust that made us both groan. Being in the bed somehow felt different than the couch, more intimate, more deliberate. This was where I slept every night, where I woke up every morning, and now Mack was here, inside me, claiming this space as his own.
He began to move, his hips establishing a rhythm that was slower than before, more measured. His mouth found mine again, and we kissed deeply while our bodies joined and separated and joined again. My hands roamed over his back, feeling the flex and shift of his muscles as he moved.
"You feel so good," I whispered against his lips.
"So do you," he said, his voice rough. "So fucking good."
We moved together in the darkness of the bedroom, the mattress shifting beneath us with each thrust. My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, and he responded by increasing his pace. The headboard began to tap softly against the wall, a rhythmic sound that matched the movement of our bodies.
His mouth left mine to trail kisses down my neck, and I tilted my head back to give him better access. He found the spot where my neck met my shoulder and sucked gently, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin, and I gasped at the sensation. My nails dragged down his back, and I felt him shudder above me.
"Roll over," I said, pushing at his shoulders.
He pulled out and shifted onto his back, and I immediately climbed on top of him. I straddled his hips and sank down onto him, taking him deep inside me in this new position. From here I could control the pace, the depth, the angle, and I began to move, lifting and lowering myself on his length.
His hands came up to grip my hips, helping to guide my movements, and I placed my hands on his chest for balance. I rode him steadily, finding a rhythm that had us both breathing hard. The position allowed him to go even deeper, and I could feel him hitting spots inside me that made my vision blur.
"God, watching you move like that," he groaned, his eyes locked on where our bodies joined.
I leaned forward, changing the angle, and began to move faster. My breasts swayed with each movement, and his hands left my hips to cup them, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. The dual sensation of him inside me and his hands on my breasts was almost too much, and I heard myself making sounds that were desperate and needy.
We moved together like that for long minutes, the pleasure building steadily. When my thighs started to burn from the exertion, I slowed my pace, grinding down in slow circles rather than lifting and lowering. The change in motion made us both groan, and his hands tightened on my breasts.
"Come here," he said, pulling me down to him.
I collapsed onto his chest, and we kissed deeply while I continued to move my hips in small grinding motions. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close, and the intimacy of the position made my chest clench. We weren't just having frantic sex anymore. It made me kiss him harder.
He rolled us over again, taking control, and began to thrust into me with renewed energy. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard tapping harder against the wall, and I wrapped my legs around him and held on. His pace was relentless now, driving into me with powerful strokes that had me gasping and moaning.
"Yes," I breathed, my nails digging into his shoulders. "Don't stop."
"Not stopping," he promised, and his hips snapped forward even harder.
We moved together so well. The pleasure was intense, building and building, but neither of us could quite tip over that final edge. It was maddening and exquisite all at once, this endless climbing toward a peak we couldn't quite achieve.
After several more minutes of this desperate movement, he pulled out and we both lay there panting, our bodies covered in sweat. I turned on my side, and he spooned up behind me, his chest pressed against my back. He lifted my top leg and entered me from behind, his arm wrapping around my waist to hold me close.
This position felt lazy and intimate, and his thrusts were slow and deep. His mouth found my shoulder, kissing and biting gently, and I sighed at the sensation. We moved together languidly, taking our time, savoring the feeling of being connected.
“I need to rest," I murmured, even as my hips pushed back to meet his thrusts.
"We both do,” he agreed, his pace never slowing.
We didn't rest. We stayed like that, moving together in the darkness of my bedroom, on the bed I shared with someone else, lost in each other and the pleasure and the absolute madness of what we were doing.
His arm tightened around my waist, pulling me harder against him with each thrust, and I could feel the tension building in both our bodies. The slow, languid pace was gone now. His breathing was ragged against my neck, and I could feel him trembling as he drove into me from behind.
"I need to see you," I gasped, pulling away from him and rolling onto my back.
He moved over me immediately, entering me again in one smooth thrust that made me cry out. The sound echoed in the bedroom, loud and uninhibited, and I didn't even try to muffle it. There was no one to hear, no reason to hold back, and I let every moan and gasp escape freely.
"Look at me," he said, his hand cupping my face. "Keep your eyes open."
I forced my eyes to stay on his as he moved inside me, watching his expression shift with pleasure, seeing the intensity in his gaze. His thumb brushed over my bottom lip, and I drew it into my mouth, sucking on it while he thrust harder. The act seemed to drive him wild, and his pace increased until the headboard was slamming against the wall with each movement.
"Oh god," I cried out, my back arching off the bed. "Right there, just like that."
He maintained that exact angle, that exact rhythm, and I felt myself climbing rapidly toward the edge. My whole body was tensing, preparing for release, but just as I was about to tip over, he slowed down, pulling back from that precipice. The denial made me whimper in frustration.
"Not yet," he said, his voice strained. "I'm too close. If you come, I won't be able to hold back."
I understood. We were both teetering on that edge, both barely maintaining control, and if either of us let go we would drag the other over with us. So instead we moved together more slowly, letting the intensity back off just enough to keep us from finishing.
"Switch," I said, pushing at his chest.
He pulled out and lay on his back, and I straddled him again, sinking down onto his length with a long, low moan. From this position I could control the depth and speed, and I began to ride him with deliberate intensity. My hands braced on his chest, and I lifted myself almost completely off him before slamming back down, taking him as deep as possible.
"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. "You're going to kill me."
"You love it," I gasped, repeating the motion again and again. We were laughing between grunting and sweating as well as leaking all over each other, and we were fucking each other’s brains out.
His hips thrust up to meet me, and we found a rhythm that had us both crying out. I leaned back, placing my hands behind me on his thighs for support, and the change in angle made me see stars. I moved faster, chasing that sensation, and felt myself climbing toward the edge again.
But just as I was about to reach it, I forced myself to slow down, to pull back from that brink. My whole body was quivering with the effort of holding back, and I could see Mack was in the same state, his muscles taut and trembling beneath me.
"I can't," I whimpered. "I need to come so badly."
"I know," he said, his voice rough. "Me too."
I climbed off him and positioned myself on my hands and knees, looking back at him over my shoulder. "From behind again," I said. "Harder.”
He moved behind me immediately, gripping my hips and entering me with one powerful thrust that made me cry out loudly. He began to pound into me without restraint, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. I dropped down to my forearms, changing the angle, and the new position allowed him to go even deeper.
"Yes!" I screamed, my fingers fisting in the sheets. "Harder!"
He gave me what I wanted, driving into me with bruising force. One of his hands left my hip to tangle in my hair, pulling my head back, and the combination of sensations had me trembling violently. I could feel my orgasm building like a tidal wave, threatening to crash over me at any moment.
"I'm so close," I cried out. "I'm right there."
I bit down on the pillow to keep from screaming as I fought against the release that was trying to overtake me. My whole body was shaking with the effort, every muscle tensed and quivering. He slowed his movements, giving us both a chance to back away from the edge, but the respite was brief.
"Turn around," he said, pulling out.
I flipped onto my back, and he entered me again immediately. He hooked my legs over his shoulders, folding me almost in half, and the position allowed him to penetrate so deeply I could feel him everywhere. I screamed at the intensity of it, my hands reaching up to grip the headboard above me.
He thrust into me relentlessly, his eyes locked on mine, and I could see he was struggling just as much as I was to hold back. His jaw was clenched, sweat dripping down his face, and every muscle in his body was rigid with tension.
"I can't hold back much longer," he groaned.
"Me neither," I gasped, tears starting to form in my eyes from the overwhelming pleasure and the desperate need for release.
He pulled my legs down from his shoulders and spread them wide, holding them open as he continued to drive into me. The new angle gave me just enough relief from the edge that I could breathe again, but the pleasure was intense, and building again.
"Sit up," I said breathlessly.
He pulled out and sat back on his heels, and I climbed into his lap, wrapping my legs around his waist. I sank down onto him, and in this position we were pressed together completely, chest to chest, face to face. I began to move, rolling my hips in slow circles, and he matched my rhythm with small thrusts upward.




Chapter 18

Our mouths found each other, and we kissed deeply while we moved together. His arms wrapped around my back, holding me tight against him, and I threaded my fingers through his hair. The intimacy of this position was almost overwhelming, and I felt tears spilling down my cheeks as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable level.
"I'm shaking," I whispered against his lips. "I'm shaking so badly."
"I know," he said, and I could feel his whole body trembling against mine. "I can feel it."
We moved together like that, both of us quivering and gasping, both fighting desperately against the orgasms that were threatening to consume us. Every nerve in my body was on fire, every cell screaming for release, but we held back through sheer force of will.
I moved to the edge of the bed, lying on my back with my legs hanging off the side. He stood between my thighs and entered me from this new angle, his hands gripping my hips as he began to thrust. The position allowed him to go deep and hard, and I cried out with each powerful stroke.
My hands reached above my head, gripping the sheets, and I let myself cry out without restraint. The sounds I was making were loud and desperate and completely uninhibited, screams of pleasure that filled the bedroom and probably echoed through the whole condo.
"I can't hold it anymore," he groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "I'm going to come."
We moved together frantically, both of us right on the knife's edge, both trembling and gasping and barely holding on. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful, and I could feel tears streaming down my face from the overwhelming sensation of it all.
"Please," I whimpered, though I didn't even know what I was begging for anymore.
We were both quivering violently, both crying out with each movement, both so close to the edge that it would take almost nothing to push us over. The tension was unbearable, exquisite, maddening, and we stayed suspended there in that impossible moment, neither of us willing to let go.
His hands gripped my hips so tightly I could feel each individual finger pressing into my flesh. Every muscle in his body was taut, trembling with the strain of holding back, and I could see the desperation etched across his face as he fought against the inevitable. I was in the same state, my entire body wound so tight I felt like I might shatter at any moment.
"I can't," he gasped, his voice breaking. "I can't hold back.”
"Me neither," I whimpered, fresh tears spilling down my cheeks.
His eyes locked on mine, and in that moment I saw everything reflected back at me. The need, the desperation, the absolute surrender to what we were feeling. He nodded once, and then his thumb found my center, pressing down with firm, deliberate pressure.
The touch was like lighting a fuse. I felt the orgasm begin deep inside me, starting as a small tremor that rapidly built. My back began to arch off the bed, slowly at first, my spine curving as the pleasure radiated outward from my core.
"Oh god!” I breathed, my voice barely a whisper. “I’m coming!.”
"Me too," he groaned, his hips stuttering as his own climax began. "I'm coming."
The sensation built gradually, each second stretching out into an eternity. I could feel every individual wave of pleasure as it rolled through me, could feel my inner walls beginning to clench around him in slow, rhythmic pulses. My hands released the sheets and reached for him, my world beginning to fracture.
He leaned forward, bracing himself with one hand on the bed beside my head while his other hand continued its work between my legs. His movements inside me became slower, deeper, more deliberate, as if he was trying to savor every second of this moment. I could feel him beginning to pulse inside me, could feel the first rush of his release, and the sensation of it triggered another wave of my own orgasm.
"Yes," I moaned, the word drawn out and trembling. "Yes, let me feel you coming inside me!”
My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him as deep as possible, and he buried himself completely inside me as his orgasm continued to build. His whole body was shaking, and I could see his face contorting with the intensity of what he was feeling. His mouth fell open, and a low, guttural sound emerged from deep in his chest.
The pleasure was expanding inside me, growing larger and more intense with each passing second. My vision was blurring, everything going soft and hazy around the edges as the orgasm consumed me completely. I could feel it in every part of my body, from my curled toes to my fingertips that were now digging into his shoulders.
"Don't stop," I gasped, even though he wasn't moving anymore, just grinding against me in small, tight circles. "Please don't stop,” I barely panted.
"I won't," he promised, his voice wrecked. "I'm coming. I can’t stop."
The orgasm wasn't a quick peak and descent, but rather an endless plateau of pleasure that seemed to go on and on. Each time I thought it might be fading, another wave would crash over me, pulling me back under. My inner muscles were clenching around him rhythmically, squeezing him, milking him, and each contraction sent another pulse of his release deeper inside me.
I turned my head to the side, pressing my face into the pillow, and screamed. The sound was muffled by the fabric, but it filled the room, raw and primal and completely beyond my control. My whole body was convulsing now, trembling and shaking as the pleasure reached levels I had never experienced before.
I forced my eyes open, though they kept wanting to roll back in my head, and met his gaze. His pupils were blown wide, his face flushed and sweaty, and I could see that he was just as lost in this as I was. We stared at each other as the orgasms continued to roll through us both, maintaining that connection even as we both fell apart.
"It's so much," I whimpered, tears streaming freely now. "It's too much. I can't take it."
Another wave crashed over me, this one somehow even more intense than the ones before. My back arched completely off the bed, my body bowing like a drawn string, and a scream tore from my throat that was almost inhuman in its intensity. Every nerve ending was firing at once, pleasure so acute it bordered on pain radiating out through every cell of my body.
He groaned above me, his hips jerking as another surge of his orgasm pulsed through him. I could feel the warmth of his release flooding me, could feel him throbbing and pulsing inside me, and each sensation triggered yet another contraction of my own climax.
I cried out again, my hands clutching desperately at his back. My legs were trembling violently around his waist, barely able to maintain their grip, and I could feel my entire body starting to go boneless as the extended orgasm drained every ounce of strength from me.
"I can't," I sobbed, though I wasn't even sure what I was saying anymore. "I can't, I can't, I can't."
"Shh," he soothed, his free hand stroking my hair while his other hand finally eased its pressure on me.
He began moving inside me, tiny movements now, just gentle rocking of his hips as his own orgasm slowly began to ebb. I could feel him starting to soften, though he was still mostly hard, filling me completely. His face was buried in my neck now, and I could feel his ragged breathing against my skin.
We stayed locked together like that, our bodies joined and trembling, as the orgasms gradually faded from tidal waves to ripples. Each aftershock sent a smaller pulse of pleasure through us both, and I found myself making small sounds with each one, little gasps and sighs that I couldn't control.
My hands had moved from his back to his hair, my fingers driving through it gently now rather than gripping desperately. His hand had left my center and was now wrapped around my waist, holding me close, while his other hand cupped the back of my head. We were clinging to each other, both of us shaking with the aftershocks.
"That was," I started, but I couldn't find words to finish the sentence.
“Yeah,” he said, lifting his head to look at me. His eyes were soft now, almost tender, and I could see that he was just as undone by what we had shared as I was.
A final, gentle wave rolled through me, making my body clench around him one last time, and he groaned softly at the sensation. Then, finally, the pleasure began to truly recede, leaving behind a warm, languid satisfaction that seemed to fill every corner of my being.
We lay there together in the darkness of my bedroom, both of us panting hard, both of us slick with sweat and tears and the evidence of what we had done flowing out of me. He remained inside me, though completely soft now, and neither of us made any move to separate. The reality of what had just happened was starting to creep in around the edges, but for this moment, we just held each other and tried to remember how to breathe.
I felt one last gentle tremor run through me, a final echo of the pleasure that had consumed us both. My breathing was beginning to slow, and I could feel Mack's heartbeat gradually steadying where his chest pressed against mine. We were both covered in sweat, our bodies joined, wrapped around each other in the tangled sheets of the bed I shared with someone else.
Then I heard it. The sharp crack of plastic hitting hardwood floor.




Chapter 19

The sound cut through the haze of post-orgasmic bliss like a knife, and my entire body went rigid. Mack's head snapped up, his eyes going wide with sudden terror, and we both turned our heads toward the doorway at the same moment.
My husband was standing in the doorway of our bedroom, his work jacket on, his face unreadable in the dim light filtering in from the living room behind him. His phone lay on the floor at his feet where it had fallen from his hand, the screen glowing faintly.
Time seemed to stop completely.
I couldn't breathe, couldn't move, couldn't process what I was seeing. My mind went blank with pure panic, every rational thought fleeing in the face of this impossible moment. Mack was inside me, on top of me, and there was no way to hide what we had been doing, no way to explain or minimize or pretend this was anything other than exactly what it was.
Nobody spoke.
The silence stretched out, thick and suffocating. I watched my husband's chest rise and fall with slow, deliberate breaths, like he was trying to maintain control. His eyes moved from my face to Mack's, then down to where our bodies were joined, sopping with sex, then back up to meet my gaze.
After what felt like an eternity but was probably only seconds, John bent down and picked up his phone from the floor. He straightened, looked at us one more time, and then turned and walked down the hallway. I heard his footsteps moving through the living room, heard the sound of him sitting down on the couch, and then nothing.
Mack pulled out of me carefully and rolled to the side, both of us moving like we were underwater, everything slow and dreamlike and horrifying. I sat up, my hands shaking so badly I could barely function. I reached for my robe that was hanging on the back of the door. I pulled it on, tying the belt with trembling fingers, and stood on legs that felt like they might give out at any moment.
I looked back at Mack, who was sitting on the edge of the bed looking shell-shocked, and then I forced myself to walk toward the doorway. Each step felt impossible, but I made myself keep moving until I reached the hallway.
The living room was dim, lit only by the muted television that was flickering with images from whatever show had been playing for hours. John was sitting on the couch, his work jacket on, his hands resting on his knees. He was staring at the floor, not looking at me as I crept closer. He was surrounded by the mess of cushions and pillows all over the table and floor, our clothes strewn everywhere,
I didn't know what to say. Every possible sentence died in my throat before I could give it voice. I'm sorry felt inadequate. It's not what it looks like was an absurd lie. There were no words that could fix this, no explanation that could make it better.
I heard movement behind me and turned to see Mack emerging from the bedroom. He had wrapped a towel around his waist, his chest bare, his hair disheveled. All his clothes were out here. He stopped when he saw me looking at him, and we both just stood there in the hallway like children waiting for punishment.
The silence remained, broken only by the sound of our breathing and the faint music playing from the speaker. I moved closer to the living room, close enough to see John's face in the flickering light, and I tried to read his expression. But I couldn't. He just sat there, completely still, staring at nothing.
Mack came up behind me, keeping some distance, and we both waited for John to react in any way to what he had walked in on. But he remained silent.
Finally, after what felt like hours, John spoke. His voice was quiet, almost contemplative.
“It was beautiful."
The words hung in the air, so unexpected and incomprehensible that at first I thought I had misheard him. I looked at Mack, who looked just as confused as I felt, and then back at John.
"What?" I whispered.
John finally looked up at me, and his expression was strange.
"Watching you," he said slowly, like he was testing the words as he spoke them. "Watching you both. It was beautiful."
Mack and I exchanged another glance, both of us too shocked to respond. This wasn't the reaction either of us had expected. Rage, yes. Heartbreak, absolutely. Violence, even. But this quiet statement, delivered with wonder, was completely outside anything we could have anticipated.
"I don't understand," I said carefully.
John was quiet for another moment, his hands resting on his knees, his eyes moving between the two of us. When he spoke again, his voice was measured, thoughtful.
"You know how the three of us always got along so well," he said. "How you two would wrestle around and play-fight, and I'd watch and laugh."
I nodded slowly, not trusting my voice.
"I loved watching that," he continued. "Loved seeing you both so comfortable with each other. Seeing you laugh and tease and touch each other. And sometimes I'd wonder..." He trailed off, shaking his head.
"Wonder what?" Mack asked quietly.
John looked directly at him. "I'd wonder what it would be like if it went further. If that playfulness and that chemistry turned into more. It was just a fantasy that I'd think about sometimes but never imagined would actually happen."
My heart was pounding so hard I thought I might pass out. This conversation was surreal, impossible, and I couldn't process what was happening.
"And tonight," John said, his voice dropping lower..."when I came home and heard you both... when I stood in that doorway and saw you together..." He paused, seeming to struggle for words. "It was the most intense thing I've ever experienced. Seeing my wife like that, so completely lost in pleasure. Seeing my best friend with her. It was like watching that fantasy come to life, and I couldn't move, couldn't look away."
Nobody spoke. The confession hung between us, honest and unexpected.
"I'm not saying I'm okay with this," John added quickly. "I'm not saying this doesn't hurt or that there won't be consequences. But when you asked what I'm feeling right now..." He looked at me, then at Mack, then back at me. "The truth is, part of what I'm feeling is that it was exquisite to see you like that."
Mack stood frozen in the hallway for a long moment, the towel wrapped around his waist, his expression caught between relief and lingering uncertainty. Finally, he cleared his throat.
"I should go," he said quietly.
John nodded without looking at him. "Yeah. Probably best."
Mack disappeared back into the bedroom, and I heard him moving around, getting dressed. The sounds seemed impossibly loud in the silence, the rustle of fabric, the zip of his jeans, the soft thud of his shoes. When he emerged again, fully clothed, he paused in the living room doorway.
"John, I..." he started.
"Not tonight," John said, his voice gentle but firm. "We'll talk."
Mack nodded, then looked at me. Our eyes met for just a moment, and I saw everything in that glance, the guilt, the confusion, the echo of what we had shared. Then he looked away and headed for the door.
The sound of it closing behind him marked the end of one impossible chapter and the beginning of whatever came next. John and I sat in silence for several minutes, neither of us quite knowing what to do or say.
Finally, he stood up. "Come on," he said. "Let's go to bed."
I followed him down the hallway, my heart racing. When we reached the bedroom doorway, I stopped, suddenly seeing the space through fresh eyes. The sheets were completely disheveled, twisted and pulled halfway off the mattress. Pillows were scattered on the floor. The room smelled like sex and sweat, unmistakable and overwhelming.
"I'm sorry the bed is such a mess. And the living room, and the kitchen, we..." I trailed off, not sure how to finish that sentence.
John looked around the room, taking in all the evidence, and then he let out a short, strangled laugh. "Was there a room you didn't do it in?"
The question caught me so off guard that I felt a nervous laugh bubble up in my own throat despite everything. "The bathroom?" I offered weakly.
He shook his head, and we both laughed, the sound awkward and strained but somehow necessary. It broke some of the terrible tension, made the situation just more bearable.
We moved to change the sheets together, pulling them back onto the bed and smoothing them out. John shed his work jacket and boots while I gathered the pillows from the floor and arranged them against the headboard. When we finally climbed into bed, we both propped ourselves up on the pillows, sitting side by side but not touching.
The silence stretched between us for several minutes. I could feel him thinking, processing, trying to make sense of what he had witnessed. Finally, he spoke.
"Tell me what happened," he said quietly. "From the beginning."
I looked at him, searching his face for anger or pain, but his expression was carefully neutral. "Are you sure you want to know?"
"Yes," he said. "I need to understand. How did it start?"
I took a deep breath, my hands twisting in my lap. "After you left," I began..."we were just watching the game at first. But it felt different without you there. The energy between us was strange. And then I got up to change into something more comfortable, and when I came back..."
I paused, and he waited patiently.
"When I came back, we ended up on the couch together. Under the blanket. And we started touching. Just small things at first. His hand on my shoulder, my hand on his leg. But it kept progressing."
"What kind of touching?" John asked, and I noticed his breathing had changed.
"He was rubbing my neck and shoulders," I said. "And then I turned around and sat between his legs, with my back to his chest. His hands were on my stomach, and mine were on his thighs. And then you called."
"I called while you were touching each other?" he asked.
I nodded, feeling heat rise in my cheeks. "Yes. And while we were talking, he... he was touching me. And then after the call ended, things got more intense."
I glanced at him and saw that he was watching me intently, his eyes darker than usual. "More intense how?"




Chapter 20

"We started wrestling and play-fighting," I said. "Like we always do when you're around. But this time it turned into something else. We ended up in a position where we were facing each other, and we were both basically naked by then."
"How did your clothes come off?" he asked.
"He pulled my shorts down as a joke," I said. "And then I yanked his sweatpants down to get back at him, and I accidentally took his boxers too. We both laughed about it at first, but then..."
"Then what?"
I took another breath. "Then I climbed into his lap facing him. And we were just staring at each other, and I asked him what he thought he was doing. And we were both smirking even though we knew it was wrong. And then we started touching more seriously."
John shifted on the pillows beside me, and I saw his hand move to rest on his thigh. "Where did he touch you?"
"Everywhere," I whispered. "My breasts, my hips, between my legs through my underwear at first. And I was touching him too. His chest, his thighs, and then I was stroking him."
"You had your hand on his cock?" John asked, his voice rougher now.
"Yes," I admitted. "And then eventually he slid my underwear off. And we were both completely naked, and he was sliding against me. Not inside yet, just rubbing against me. We kept telling ourselves that as long as he didn't go inside, it didn't really count as sex."
I saw John's hand move on his thigh, and I realized with surprise that he was reacting to this, that hearing the details was affecting him in a way I hadn't expected.
"When did he enter you?" he asked.
"When you called the second time," I said quietly. "He pushed inside me while I was on the phone with you. I was trying so hard to sound normal, but he was moving inside me, and I could barely think straight."
John's breathing had definitely changed now. “”You were fucking him when you were on the phone with me?”
I cleared my throat. “Yes.”
What did that feel like?" he asked. "Having him inside you while you talked to me?"
"It felt wrong," I said honestly. "And terrifying. And so intense I thought I might pass out. I kept thinking you would hear something in my voice, that you would know."
"And after the call?"
"After the call, everything changed," I said. "We stopped holding back. He was really inside me, and we had crossed that final line, so there was no point in stopping. We went wild on each other."
I watched his reaction carefully, ready to stop if I saw pain or anger. But instead, I saw fascination and arousal.
"Tell me more," he said. "Tell me exactly what you did."
I swallowed hard. "We tried every position we could think of," I said. "He was on top of me, then I was on top of him. He took me from behind, bent over the couch. Then he carried me to the bedroom."
"He carried you?" John asked, his voice strained.
"Yes. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and we were kissing, and he carried me in here and put me on the bed. Our bed." I paused, gauging his reaction again. “Carried me and inside me at the same time. And then we kept going. Over and over. We would stop for water and to catch our breath, but we couldn't stay away from each other. Every position, every way we could think of."
"How many times?" he asked.
"We didn't finish," I said. "Not for a long time. We kept getting close, both of us, but we would pull back at the last second. We kept each other right on the edge for what felt like hours. My whole body was shaking from it, from being so close for so long and not being allowed to come."
I saw John's hand press harder against his thigh, and I realized he was trying to contain his own reaction.
"And when you finally did?" he prompted.
"It was the most intense orgasm of my life," I said, my voice dropping to almost a whisper. "We both came at the same time, and it lasted so long. Wave after wave, and we couldn't stop shaking, couldn't stop crying out. He came inside me, and I could feel every pulse of it, and it just made mine stronger."
John made a sound low in his throat, and I saw him adjust his position.
"You want to know more details?" I asked carefully.
He nodded, not trusting his voice.
"He was so big," I said, watching his face. "Bigger than I expected. When he first entered me, I had to adjust to it. It stretched me in ways I hadn't felt in a long time. And he was so hard, for so long. Every time I thought he might be getting tired, he would find new energy and take me harder."
"Where did he touch you most?" John asked.
"My breasts," I said. "He loved my breasts. His hands were on them constantly, squeezing and kneading. And his mouth too. He sucked my nipples until they were so sensitive I would gasp every time he touched them. And between my legs, his fingers were magic there. He found exactly the right spot and the right pressure, and he would work it while he was inside me until I thought I would lose my mind."
John's breathing was definitely labored now, and I could see the evidence of his arousal even through his work pants.
"And you touched him?" he asked.
"Yes," I said. "I learned his body. I found out that he loves it when I drag my nails down his back. That he makes this particular sound when I squeeze him right when he's deepest inside me. That if I kiss his neck while I'm riding him, he loses control for a moment. I learned all of it."
"Did you kiss him?" John asked.
"So much," I admitted. "We kissed constantly. Deep, hungry kisses. His tongue in my mouth while he was moving inside me. And I kissed his chest, his shoulders, his neck. I couldn't stop kissing him."
"And the sounds you made?" he asked. "I heard you from the hallway. I've never heard you make sounds like that."
"I couldn't help it," I said. "He made me feel things I didn't know I could feel. I was screaming, actually screaming. I've never been that loud before. And he was making sounds too, groaning and saying my name, telling me how good I felt."
I paused, then decided to give him more since he seemed to want it.
"At one point I was on my hands and knees," I said..."and he was behind me, holding my hips and pounding into me so hard the headboard was slamming against the wall. And I could feel him so deep in that position, could feel him hitting places that made me see stars. And then he tangled his hand in my hair and pulled my head back, not enough to hurt but enough to make me feel completely under his control. And I loved it."
John made another sound, and his hand finally moved to the obvious bulge in his pants. He didn't touch himself directly, but his palm pressed against it through the fabric.
"Keep going," he said hoarsely.
I watched his reaction carefully, seeing how his body was responding to my words. The guilt was there, the fear of what this all meant, but there was also a strange power in telling him, in watching him get aroused by the story of what his best friend had done to me.
"When we were in the sixty-nine position," I continued, my voice low and steady, ”I had him in my mouth while his tongue was between my legs. I could taste him, feel how hard he was, feel him throbbing against my tongue. And he was licking me, his tongue doing things that made my thighs shake. We stayed like that until we were both almost finished, but we pulled apart before we could come."
John's hand was moving now, rubbing himself through his pants, and I could see how hard he had gotten just from listening.
"The way he looked at me," I said. "When he was inside me, when we were face to face, his eyes were so intense. Like he was seeing every part of me. And I looked back at him the same way. We held eye contact while he thrust into me, while I rode him, while we moved together. I've never felt so completely seen."
His hand moved to his zipper, slowly pulling it down, and I kept talking.
"He made me feel beautiful," I said. "Every time he touched me, every time he kissed me, I could feel how much he wanted me. His hands on my body were worshipful, even when he was being rough. And when he was gentle, when he would slow down and just move inside me with these long, deep strokes, it felt like he was trying to memorize every inch of me."
John had his cock out now, his hand wrapped around it, stroking slowly as he listened. I watched him touch himself and felt a strange mix of emotions, guilt, arousal, tenderness.
“Then I came in,” he said.
“You were there before I came?”
“Uh huh.”
I took a deep breath. “My orgasm," I said, “when it finally came, I felt it start deep inside me and radiate outward. Every nerve ending was firing. My whole body was convulsing around him, clenching him so tight. And I could feel him pulsing inside me, could feel the warmth of him filling me up. We were both shaking so hard we could barely hold onto each other."
His hand moved faster on himself, his breathing becoming more ragged.
"He came so much," I whispered. "I could feel it leaking out of me even while he was inside, pulsing. And every time he pulsed, it triggered another contraction in me, another wave of pleasure. It went on and on, longer than I thought was possible. I was crying from how intense it was, actual tears running down my face, and he was groaning into my neck, his whole body shuddering."
John's movements became more urgent, his hips lifting off the bed as he stroked himself. I could see he was getting close, could see the tension building in his body.
"After," I said..."we just lay there tangled together, both of us completely spent. I could feel him inside me, getting softer but there. And I could feel his release inside me, warm and wet. My whole body was sore and used and marked by him. Every part of me had been claimed."
John's breathing was harsh now, his hand moving frantically. I saw him approaching the edge, saw the signs I knew so well, and without thinking I moved down the bed and replaced his hand with my mouth.
He gasped as I took him in, and I worked him with my tongue and lips, tasting the salt of his precum, feeling him swell even harder. His hand came to my hair, not pushing or pulling, just holding, and I heard him make a strangled sound.
"Kate," he groaned, and then he was coming.
I felt him pulse on my tongue, felt the hot rush of his release, and I swallowed everything he gave me. I kept my mouth on him, sucking gently, licking him clean as he twitched and shuddered through the aftershocks. When he was finally soft, I released him and looked up.
His eyes were already closed, his body going completely slack against the pillows. Within seconds, his breathing had evened out into the deep rhythm of sleep. The orgasm and the exhaustion from his long shift had knocked him out completely.
I sat there for a moment, looking at him in the dim light, trying to process everything that had happened tonight. Then I carefully climbed out of bed and made my way to the bathroom.
The shower was hot, almost too hot, and I stood under the spray for a long time. I washed away the sweat and the smell of sex, washed away the evidence of Mack that clung to my skin. The water ran over the bruises on my hips, the tender spots on my thighs, the slight soreness between my legs.
When I finally emerged, wrapped in a towel, the bedroom was quiet except for John's steady breathing. I dried off and pulled on clean underwear and an oversized t-shirt, comfortable and modest. Then I slipped back into bed beside my husband.
He didn't stir as I settled onto my side of the bed. I lay there in the darkness, listening to him sleep, my mind racing through everything that had happened. The wrestling on the couch, the phone calls, being carried to the bedroom, the hours of intense pleasure, John watching from the doorway, his unexpected reaction, and finally this, telling him everything while he touched himself.
I didn't know what tomorrow would bring. We hadn't talked about the future, about what this meant for our marriage, about where we would go from here. Those conversations were waiting for us in the morning light, unavoidable and terrifying.
But for now, we were both just sleeping, exhausted, overwhelmed, and changed in ways we hadn't even begun to understand.
I closed my eyes and let sleep take me, too.
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