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Seven Days to Forever

GISELLE

“Ooh—look. It’s him.”

Miranda’s breath fanned warm against my ear as she leaned into me, her manicured fingers discreetly angling toward the far side of the glittering ballroom. The place was a crush of bodies and champagne laughter, chandeliers blazing overhead, but somehow her whisper cut through the noise.

“Who?” I asked, shifting my wineglass carefully so I wouldn’t slosh red silk across my dress.

“Rory McLean. Obviously.” Her tone turned reverent, hungry. “Tell me that isn’t the most devastatingly gorgeous man you’ve ever seen.”

Beside her, Joanie—radiant, married, and gloriously pregnant—let out a dramatic sigh that bordered on obscene. “Mmm. Come to mama, big boy.” She rubbed her round belly in slow, absent circles, grinning wickedly as we burst into laughter.

Miranda shot her a look. “Honey, that bump isn’t a genie lamp. You can stop polishing the baby’s backside and wishing for a hall pass.”

Joanie only giggled, but Miranda had already turned her attention back to him, eyes devouring every inch as if she could undress him by sheer force of will.

I followed their gaze at last.

He stood near the bar, shoulders broad beneath a charcoal suit that looked tailored to worship his body. The fabric skimmed his chest and tapered perfectly at his waist before draping over long, powerful legs. He held himself with an easy confidence—relaxed, unhurried—like a man who knew exactly what he was capable of. Like a man who had never had to chase anything in his life.

I lifted one shoulder in a shrug. “He’s… fine, I suppose.”

Three heads snapped toward me in synchronized disbelief.

Marcie, my tall, willowy assistant with her cascade of midnight hair, stared at me as though I’d just confessed to a felony. “You cannot be serious.” She pressed a hand to her chest dramatically. “That man is a prime, grade-A specimen. Absolute beefcake. And I would bet money he’s very generously endowed.”

I choked on a laugh. “Marcie.”

“I’m just saying.” Her gaze drifted back to him, slow and shameless. “Look at the way he moves. Like he owns the air around him. Like if he crooked his finger, half this room would drop to their knees without hesitation.” Her voice dipped lower, silkier. “Men like that don’t disappoint in bed. I’d stake my entire savings account that he knows exactly how to make a woman fall apart.”

I took a more deliberate look this time.

His hair caught the light—less fiery than mine, more a burnished golden-red, thick and slightly tousled as if he’d run impatient fingers through it. A short, artfully rough beard shadowed his jaw, accentuating the sharp lines of his cheekbones. When he smiled at something someone said, the expression transformed him—slow, confident, edged with a hint of mischief. His lashes were unfairly long, framing eyes so pale they almost glowed from across the room.

I inhaled, steady and measured.

“He’s attractive,” I conceded carefully. “If you like redheads.”

Marcie made a scandalized sound. “Giselle. After the holidays I’m booking you an optometrist appointment.” She shook her head. “That scruff alone is illegal. Very Chris Evans—but sexier. And that body?” Her eyes dragged down him again, unashamed. “I’d love to trace every inch of it with my fingers. Or my tongue, if he was feeling generous.”

Heat flickered low in my stomach despite myself.

Miranda grinned at her. “Maybe we should tag-team him. See if he lives up to the hype.”

Marcie’s laugh was low and wicked. “I’d volunteer as tribute. I’d happily do anything he asked… just for the chance to get my hands on that delicious piece of man.”

They dissolved into conspiratorial giggles, their attention still locked on him like he was dessert and they’d skipped dinner.

I brought my glass to my lips again, pretending indifference.

But as Rory McLean tilted his head back in laughter, exposing the strong line of his throat, I felt something unfamiliar stir—slow, molten, dangerous.

Maybe “fine” had been a lie.

I lifted my glass and took a slow sip, letting the wine linger on my tongue while the others turned back in unison, their gazes magnetized by the man across the ballroom. They watched him like a pack of hungry women waiting for a prime cut to fall off the carving board—half hoping he’d glance their way, wander over, flash that devastating smile and offer up some clever line that would send them into full-blown hysteria.

I left them to their delicious little fantasy.

Before dinner was announced, I did what I always did at these industry galas—I made my rounds. Smiled. Shook hands. Accepted compliments. Gave them back. Construction executives, suppliers, contractors… men who respected me, feared me, or wanted something from me. Sometimes all three. I wished them happy holidays, asked after wives, nodded at stories about expansion projects and supply chain headaches.

All the while, I was acutely aware of where he was.

And I was equally careful not to drift anywhere near him.

Eventually I found myself at the silent auction table, studying the neatly displayed bid sheets beneath soft golden light. Luxury spa weekends. Golf packages. Fine art. A week in Cancun. I let my pen hover, then scribbled my name down on a couple of lines, including the Mexican getaway. The proceeds were going to local food banks and toy drives—causes that mattered. That was reason enough.

Not that I’d ever realistically take the trip.

As managing director of one of the largest window and door manufacturers in the country, my schedule owned me. Even if I won, I’d probably end up forwarding the tickets to someone else while I stayed behind buried in contracts and quarterly forecasts. Still… the idea of sun-warmed sand and a week of silence tugged at something deep inside me.

At least I was finally getting a full week off for Christmas. The first uninterrupted break I’d had in years.

I set the pen down.

And then I felt it.

A hand—broad, masculine—sliding slowly down the center of my back.

My spine went rigid as those fingers continued their descent, dragging deliberately lower until they grazed the curve of my backside. Not accidental. Not subtle. The pads of his fingers pressed, testing, claiming. Venturing lower.

A chill rippled through me.

I turned, arranging my features into a polite, practiced smile.

“Chuck.”

Chuck Harper beamed at me like he’d just unwrapped his favorite toy. One of our biggest clients. One of the most persistent thorns in my side. He’d been trying to maneuver me into his bed for years, mistaking professionalism for flirtation, civility for invitation.

He looked exactly as he always did—impeccably groomed, obsessively polished. His jet-black hair was sculpted into place with enough gel to survive a hurricane. His teeth were so aggressively white they practically reflected the chandelier light. And his navy suit—tailored within an inch of its life—clung to his body as though he believed it shaved a decade off his age.

To me, he didn’t look powerful.

He looked hungry.

“Hey, Chuck,” I said lightly, shifting my weight so his wandering hand had no choice but to fall away. Relief washed over me the second it did. “How are the wife and kids?”

His eyes narrowed for the briefest flicker—there it was, the sting. A reminder that he wasn’t unattached, no matter how often he pretended otherwise.

“They’re good. Everything’s good,” he replied smoothly.

But his gaze slid over me in a slow, unapologetic sweep that made my skin crawl. From my heels up the line of my legs, lingering at my hips, drifting over my waist and breasts before finally settling on my face. It wasn’t appreciation.

It was appraisal.

“You’re looking good too, Giselle,” he murmured, stepping closer. Too close. “Damn good.”

The scent of his cologne hit me—sharp and overpowering—as he leaned in. His mouth hovered near my ear, breath warm against my skin.

“You staying here at the hotel tonight?”

The implication curled between us, thick and oily.

I took a deliberate step back, reclaiming space. “No,” I said smoothly, not missing a beat. “Heading home as soon as this wraps up. Catching the next train back to Montreal.”

A lie.

But one I delivered with a calm, steady smile.

His eyes dropped to my mouth as if he’d already imagined it parted for him. The pad of his finger skimmed along my jaw, slow and proprietary, as though he had any right to touch me at all. The gesture made my stomach tighten in disgust. I held his gaze, refusing to flinch, even as I wondered how one man could exude so much cologne and so little self-awareness at the same time.

“Such a shame,” he murmured, voice dipping low as his fingertip lingered at my chin. “I was thinking maybe we could share a nightcap after this…” His brows lifted in a suggestive little dance. “…somewhere more private. My room, perhaps.”

As if.

I reached for my wineglass, needing the barrier of cool crystal between us. Lifting it, I tapped the rim lightly against his with a polite chime and summoned my most dazzling, corporate-approved smile. “Then let me wish you a happy holiday now,” I said smoothly. “Since we’re both already holding a drink.”

The charm drained from his expression, replaced by irritation that tightened the corners of his mouth. He leaned closer anyway, invading my space, his breath hot and intrusive against my ear. “You and I would be incredible together,” he insisted, voice dropping to a husky whisper that might have worked on someone more naive. “Why won’t you give me a chance to prove how good I could make you feel?”

I stepped back again, heels gliding over carpet in what felt like the world’s most tedious dance. I was tired of retreating, tired of dodging hands and egos. “For starters,” I replied evenly, “you’re married. I don’t involve myself with married men.” I held his stare so there could be no misunderstanding. “And I’m not looking for anything with anyone right now. But truly, I hope you enjoy your evening—and that you have a lovely holiday with your family.”

Before he could counter with another oily promise, salvation came in the form of a bright, cheerful bell ringing across the ballroom. Dinner was being served. I gave him a brisk little wave, unable to resist a subtle roll of my eyes, and turned on my heel to make my way to my company’s table.

Being one of the only women in a sea of tailored suits often felt like walking around with a target painted on my body—an invisible invitation they all assumed existed. As though my presence alone meant I was fair game. I kept waiting for them to realize I was there for the same reasons they were: business, networking, philanthropy. Not to be hunted. I never flirted back, never encouraged the lingering looks, hoping eventually they’d tire of the chase and start seeing me as an equal instead of a conquest.

What unsettled me most wasn’t even the attention—it was how casually some of them pursued it. Wedding rings flashed as they reached for cocktails and curves alike. Back home, there were wives tucking children into bed, probably trusting in men who treated these trips like hall passes. The thought left a bitter aftertaste no wine could wash away.

Still, once seated, I let the evening soften around the edges. The meal, at least, was exquisite—an indulgent spin on traditional holiday fare. A velvety mushroom and Stilton soup opened the courses, rich and earthy, warming me from the inside out. Then came platters of tender turkey and glossy slices of glazed ham, nestled beside roasted winter vegetables caramelized to perfection. Garlic mashed potatoes so smooth they practically melted on the tongue, bright cranberry sauce cutting through the decadence with a tart kiss.

And as if we needed temptation in any further form, dessert arrived in an unabashed parade of sweetness: fragrant Christmas pudding drenched in silky brandy sauce, delicate white and dark chocolate shortbread that crumbled at the slightest pressure, and scoops of candy cane ice cream crowned with whimsical meringue snowflakes. 

If nothing else, I thought wryly as I lifted my spoon, at least the evening would leave me satisfied in one respect.

As exquisite as the meal was, I limited myself to small, careful portions—just enough to savor the richness without indulging in it. A spoonful of the velvety mushroom and stilton soup. A delicate slice of turkey, a forkful of glazed ham, a taste of buttery potatoes. I let the flavors melt on my tongue, then set my fork down before temptation could coax me into more.

It wasn’t vanity. It was survival.

In my world, a woman in charge didn’t have the luxury of soft edges. Especially not one whose authority was already questioned in quiet corners and over half-empty glasses of scotch. I had worked too hard to be reduced to whispers about appearances. If I wanted to keep my position—particularly with rumors swirling about a potential buyout—I had to look sharp, controlled, untouchable. No one ever said it outright, but I understood the unspoken rules. A man could age into power. A woman had to maintain it.

I pushed the thought away and focused instead on the warmth of the liqueur cradled between my palms as I sat with my girls—my “posse,” as I liked to call them. Their laughter rose bright and unapologetic above the hum of the banquet hall. Watching them animated and confident, I felt a quiet swell of pride.

Grant Tucker had taken a chance on me years ago, when I was still fighting to prove I deserved a seat at the table. Before he retired and handed the company to his son, he’d given me space to grow, to lead. I’d never forgotten that. So I made it a point to extend the same opportunity to other women clawing their way into this steel-spined industry. An industry that tolerated us at best. Resented us at worst.

I knew exactly how it felt to walk into a boardroom and sense the temperature shift. To see surprise flicker across faces that expected someone broader, deeper-voiced, unquestionably male. Competence rarely erased that initial disappointment. But we persisted anyway.

By the time the evening wound down, it was late. Since our head office was in Montreal and I had meetings there early next week, I’d booked a room upstairs rather than rush for a flight. In the morning, I’d take the train from Union Station—just a short walk away—and head home.

The others were planning to make a weekend of it, squeezing in last-minute Christmas shopping at the Eaton Centre and along Yonge Street. I declined their invitations with a smile. I didn’t need more clothes. Didn’t need more shoes. And there wasn’t anyone waiting for something wrapped beneath a tree. My sister and her family were perfectly content with the gift cards I mailed every year.

I was used to traveling alone.

After hugging everyone goodbye, I rode the elevator up, the quiet hum a welcome contrast to the noise below. In my room, I stripped off the day—dress, stockings, the professional armor I wore so well—and stepped under the hot spray of the shower. The water sluiced over my shoulders, down my spine, easing the tension that had coiled there since Chuck’s breath had grazed my ear.

Freshly scrubbed and lightly scented, I dried myself slowly, savoring the hush.

Then I slipped into the sheer black silk and lace teddy I’d packed with deliberate intention. The fabric whispered over my skin, delicate and sinful, molding to my curves. The lace cups barely concealed my breasts, the silk dipping low at my back before clinging to my hips. I studied my reflection for a moment—strong shoulders, defined waist, long legs—and felt that familiar pulse of anticipation begin to build low in my belly.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, I slid my feet into my highest black patent leather heels, the glossy shine catching the lamplight. The change in posture was immediate—hips tilted, spine elongated, every line of my body sharpened into something provocative.

That was when I heard it.

A sharp, deliberate knock on the adjoining door.

My lips curved before I could stop them. My heart answered with a quick, eager thud against my ribs.

I reached for the matching thigh-high robe, the silky fabric grazing my bare skin as I tied it loosely at my waist—more suggestion than coverage. Then I crossed the room, each click of my heels deliberate against the carpet, and unlocked the door.

When I pulled it open, I had to bite back a laugh.

Rory stood there, tall and devastating, leaning casually against the doorframe as though he hadn’t been waiting for this all evening. A wicked smile tugged at his mouth, mischief blazing in his eyes. He wore nothing but a plush white hotel robe, loosely belted, the collar falling open just enough to reveal the smooth, toned plane of his chest.

And if the way the fabric shifted over his thighs was any indication… there was absolutely nothing underneath.

I felt it before he even touched me—the slow, deliberate sweep of his eyes over my body like warm hands. The weight of his gaze made my skin prickle, my nipples tightening beneath the whisper-thin silk as if he’d already brushed them with his mouth.

“Jesus, baby… you look unreal,” he said softly, but there was nothing gentle in the way he moved. He stepped into me, crowding me back a half step as his arms circled my waist. His palms slid down, possessive and sure, curving over my hips before settling on my ass. He squeezed hard, dragging me flush against him. “I’ve been dying all night for a taste of those lips.” His jaw flexed. “Watching you pretend I didn’t exist while that asshole Chuck Harper kept finding reasons to touch you? I know he’s a client, but if I ever see his hands on you again…”

I had zero interest in wasting oxygen on Chuck Harper.

Pressing my fingertip to Rory’s mouth, I silenced him. His lips were warm against my skin, his breath unsteady. I rose onto my toes, twined my arms around his neck, and kissed him before he could say another word.

The world detonated.

It was always like this with us—no easing in, no polite restraint. The second our mouths met, heat roared through me. I kissed him hard, desperate, tasting the faint bite of whiskey on his tongue, feeling the low groan rumble up from his chest. God, I had missed this. Missed him. Missed the way my body answered him without hesitation.

He was already hard against my stomach, thick and insistent through the soft terry of his robe. The evidence of how much he wanted me made my pulse spike. His mouth left mine, trailing down the column of my throat, his lips grazing, then sucking lightly at the sensitive skin below my ear. Goosebumps chased over me in waves. My blood felt molten, racing, pooling low in my belly.

“All week,” he breathed against my ear, voice rough and unsteady, “I’ve been counting the hours. Lying in bed picturing you naked in it with me.” His teeth scraped gently over my earlobe before he soothed the sting with his tongue. “I can’t wait anymore, Giselle. I need you. I need to be inside you.”

The raw hunger in his voice unraveled whatever composure I had left.

Smiling, I slipped my hand between us and into the opening of his robe. My fingers found bare skin—hot, smooth, alive. When I wrapped my hand around him, he sucked in a sharp breath. He was already fully hard, thick and velvety beneath my palm, exactly the way I liked him.

A thrill of wicked satisfaction curled through me. The girls had teased, speculated, sworn up and down that my mysterious younger lover must be trouble in the very best way. They had no idea. I knew firsthand just how impressive he was.

I stroked him slowly, savoring the weight of him, sliding my hand up and down in a steady rhythm. My thumb brushed over the swollen head, slick and sensitive, and his hips jerked involuntarily in response.

“Giselle,” he growled, the sound low and feral. He nipped at my earlobe, not gently this time, and I couldn’t help laughing at his impatience.

His mouth traveled lower, down the curve of my neck to the neckline of my teddy. He kissed the swell of my breast through the sheer black silk, then flicked his tongue over my nipple, dampening the fabric until it clung to me. The sensation shot straight between my thighs.

“You keep teasing me like that,” he murmured against my chest, voice thick with arousal, “and we’re not even going to make it to the bed.” His hands tightened on my hips, as if testing how easily he could pin me. “I’ll take you right here against the wall and make you scream.”

His lips closed around my nipple through the silk, sucking until I gasped, my fingers tightening reflexively around him.

“Do you have any idea,” he continued, lifting his head just enough to look at me, eyes dark and blazing, “how insane you drove me tonight? That black dress—fuck.” His hand slid up my waist, retracing the memory. “Just enough cleavage to make every man in that room stare. And those heels… those wicked, sinful heels.” He exhaled shakily. “I was so hard sitting there across the table, I barely heard a word anyone said. I wanted to drag you upstairs before they’d even poured the wine and show you exactly what you were doing to me.”

The hunger in his expression made my knees weak.

And the best part?

He was finally going to.

I smiled up into those wide, wickedly innocent blue eyes, threading my fingers through his thick reddish‑blond hair, loving the way it felt—soft, warm, real—between my hands. God, he knew exactly what to say to unravel me. Every filthy promise, every possessive growl had my nipples tightening into hard little points and the heat between my thighs turning liquid and needy.

I framed his face with my palm, holding him there, studying the hunger written all over him before I leaned in and drew his lush bottom lip between my teeth. I sucked slowly, teasing, grazing him with a careful nip. He made this frustrated sound in the back of his throat and rolled his eyes toward the ceiling as if begging for patience from a higher power. It only made me want to torment him more.

His body answered for him. In my hand, he swelled—thicker, heavier—pulsing as I stroked him in slow, deliberate slides. I loved the way he felt moving through my grip, hot silk stretched over steel. When he started to growl for real, low and primal, I felt the vibration of it in my own core.

I softened, just a little. I brushed my tongue across his bottom lip in apology, tasting him, soothing him, then hovered close enough that my breath mingled with his.

“Then I guess,” I whispered against his mouth, “you’d better take me to bed, lover boy.”

That was all the permission he needed.

His robe hit the floor in a careless sweep, and he stood there gloriously bare—long, thick, flushed deep and ready, the tip glistening with a bead of pre‑come that made my mouth water. I barely had time to laugh before he scooped me up, strong arms locking around me as he kissed me breathless. The room spun in a blur as he carried me into the bedroom, urgency in every stride. A second later I was airborne, landing on the mattress with a soft bounce that jolted a delighted gasp from my throat.

I had never seen him this ravenous.

Then again, I wasn’t exactly composed myself. My panties were damp—soaked, if I was honest—and the sight of him standing at the edge of the bed, fist wrapped around himself, stroking slow and possessive, made me moan without meaning to. The air felt thick, charged. My breasts rose and fell with shallow breaths, my heart hammering, every nerve ending tuned to him. I was so ready it bordered on painful, the ache between my legs throbbing in time with my pulse.

I parted my thighs slightly, silently inviting him closer, desperate to feel that hard length slide through my slick heat.

And then—

Cold metal snapped around my wrists.

I gasped as he caught my hands and lifted them above my head in one swift, decisive movement. Before I could process it, there was the unmistakable click of cuffs locking into place, fastening me to one of the wooden slats of the headboard. My arms were stretched high, my body exposed, open, vulnerable.

My heart slammed against my ribs, shock and arousal colliding in a dizzying rush. For a split second I could do nothing but stare at him, breathless, my skin flushed and hypersensitive.

I forced a slow inhale, arching a brow as if my pulse wasn’t racing wildly beneath the surface.

“So,” I said lightly, testing the restraint with a subtle tug, feeling the solid hold of it, “you’re into bondage now? Is that what you’re trying to tell me?”

He chuckled—low, confident—and shook his head as he stepped closer, eyes dark with intent.

“No,” he said softly. “But it’s the only way I could think of to get you to listen.”


RORY

I eased back on my heels and simply looked at her, my breath catching in my throat.

I didn’t think I had ever seen anything so devastatingly beautiful.

Her hair—those wild, molten-red waves—spilled across the pillows like flames, framing her flushed face. Her green eyes, usually sharp and self-possessed, were dark now, glazed with hunger. Her chest rose and fell in uneven pulls of breath, stretching the thin scrap of black silk that barely contained her full breasts. The fabric trembled with every inhale, as if it were struggling to hold her the way I was struggling to hold myself together.

And then there were the restraints.

The sight of her wrists secured to the bedposts, her body open and waiting, sent a violent surge of heat straight through me. I’d never thought of myself as someone drawn to bondage—never even considered it, really—but seeing her like this, knowing she had given me this trust, this vulnerability… it did something primal to me. I was hard enough to ache.

Still, beneath the hunger thrumming through my veins, there was something else. Something that had been building for weeks. Months.

I just prayed she would listen.

Because for once, she couldn’t simply slip away, retreat to her room, shut me out the moment the conversation turned serious.

It was time.

I reached for her feet, lifting them carefully, reverently, and brought them to my mouth. My lips brushed the delicate arch of one, then the other, slow and unhurried. I stroked the soft skin with my thumbs, feeling the tiny tremors that rippled through her.

Even her feet were exquisite—elegant, sensitive, impossibly soft.

I glanced up at her through my lashes. “God… you’re beautiful. Every inch of you.”

A teasing curve tugged at her mouth. “So that’s it?” she murmured, breath still uneven. “You tied me up to confess a secret foot obsession?”

Her tone was light, but her eyes searched mine.

I shook my head slowly.

Lowering myself onto my stomach, I let my lips drift from her ankles upward, mapping her skin inch by inch. I pressed kisses along the sleek line of her calves, feeling the warmth of her, the faint tremble beneath my mouth. When I reached the sensitive hollow behind her knees, I paused—then flicked my tongue into the tender flesh there.

She jolted, a sharp inhale slicing through the room.

I smiled against her skin.

“I need to tell you something,” I whispered, my breath hot over her.

Her thighs parted instinctively as I moved higher, as if her body already knew where I was headed. I didn’t rush. I let anticipation stretch between us, heavy and electric. When I finally reached the apex of her thighs, I lowered my mouth to her, pressing slow, open-mouthed kisses over the silk that covered her.

The scent of her—sweet, musky, unmistakably aroused—filled my lungs.

She shifted restlessly, hips lifting toward me, a soft, needy sound escaping her throat. The restraints creaked faintly as she tested them, not to escape, but to get closer. She wasn’t interested in teasing tonight. She wanted more than kisses.

So did I.

I dragged my lips over the thin fabric, letting the heat of my mouth soak through it. The silk clung to her, already damp, and when I pressed my tongue flat against her through the material, she shuddered hard.

Her breathing fractured, breasts rising and falling in quick, desperate rhythm. She writhed beneath me, a quiet whimper slipping free, her entire body silently begging me to push inside her and end the torment.

God, I wanted to.

Every instinct screamed at me to free myself from restraint—my own restraint—and bury myself in her heat.

But this couldn’t wait any longer.

I kept my mouth on her, licking slow, deliberate strokes through the silk, tasting her sweetness as best I could. Her eyes drifted closed, lashes fluttering, her expression softening into pure sensation.

And that was when I said it.

The words that had been burning inside me since the first moment I saw her.

“I love you, Giselle.”

She stilled beneath me.

I lifted my head slightly, resting my cheek against her thigh, my hands sliding up to grip her hips gently but firmly.

“I can’t keep pretending this is enough,” I continued, my voice rough but steady. “These nights we steal every few weeks… they’re not enough for me anymore. I don’t want you in fragments. I don’t want borrowed time.”

My thumb traced the curve of her hip, grounding myself.

“I want us. Not just this.” I pressed a soft kiss over her covered center again, slower now, reverent. “I want you in my life. All of it. And I think—” I swallowed, meeting her gaze fully. “I think you need me, too.”

The room felt impossibly quiet, charged with something far more dangerous than lust.

Waiting.

The moment the words left my mouth, I felt it—the shift. It was as if someone had doused her in cold water. Her body, which had been arching and trembling beneath me, went utterly still. Even her breath seemed to stall in her chest.

Time dragged. I watched it happen in her eyes, the way desire dimmed beneath the weight of what I’d asked for. When she finally opened them, there was a softness there that cut deeper than any rejection. Regret. Tender, aching regret.

“Rory…” She sighed my name like it hurt. “I wish I could. God, I wish I could. But I can’t give you more than this.”

The words landed exactly where I knew they would.

“You remember what we said,” she continued gently. “Two years ago. This was supposed to be uncomplicated. Just… pleasure. A release. No promises. No expectations.” Her gaze searched mine, pleading for me to understand. “We agreed that if it ever started to feel like more, we’d end it before it got messy. Before one of us got hurt.”

That had been her rule. Her safeguard.

I hadn’t argued then. I wasn’t about to start now—not when I had her spread beneath me, flushed and bound and still pulsing from my touch.

Sliding my hands beneath her hips, I cupped the firm curve of her ass and squeezed, kneading slowly, possessively. “I didn’t plan on this,” I murmured, dragging my mouth up her stomach, over the swell of her breasts. “But you got inside me, Giselle. Deeper than you think.” I looked at her, searching. “And don’t tell me you feel nothing. We don’t steal hours together like this if it’s nothing.”

Her bottom lip quivered. The sight of it undid me a little. Her eyes shimmered as she looked down at me, torn between resolve and want.

“Rory,” she whispered, her voice small now. “Please… unlock the cuffs.”

I held her gaze. “And if I do, are you going to walk out that door?”

I couldn’t lose her. I wouldn’t.

Instead of reaching for the key, I slid my hand between her thighs. I nudged the silk aside, exposing her heat to the air—and to me. Then I lowered my mouth and took her in slowly, deliberately, my tongue tracing a languid circle around her clit.

She gasped.

I knew her body. I knew every tremor, every sound. The way her hips would lift instinctively, offering herself. And right on cue, she pressed upward, silently begging for more.

Maybe it was unfair. Maybe it was a little manipulative to use the one language we spoke fluently to make my point. But loving her meant fighting for her. And if I had to make her body remember what we were before her head could argue otherwise, so be it.

I flicked my tongue in tight, teasing strokes, drawing out that soft, broken whimper from her throat.

“Damn you, Rory,” she breathed, her voice shaking. “You’re wicked.”

I smiled against her, savoring the way her thighs tightened around my head, the way her breathing fractured. Her hips began to rock in earnest now, chasing the rhythm I set. There was nothing on earth sweeter than the moment just before she unraveled—when she was suspended, trembling on the edge.

I slipped two fingers inside her, slow and sure, curling them toward that hidden spot I’d mapped out long ago. The instant I found it, her entire body jolted.

“Oh—yes,” she moaned, the word breaking apart. “Right there…”

I worked her steadily, in and out, pressing just enough to make her shake. She was so wet, so ready, her inner walls fluttering around my fingers like she was already begging for more.

But I knew what would truly push her past resistance.

Rising over her, I positioned myself between her thighs. I wrapped my hand around my cock and guided the head of it to her entrance, teasing her with the slow, deliberate pressure. She was slick and warm, yielding even before I pushed in.

I entered her inch by inch, stretching her around me, feeling her body open to take me fully. Her head fell back against the pillows, a broken cry spilling from her lips.

“Oh… yes, Rory. Please.”

And in that breathless plea, I heard everything she wasn’t ready to admit.

The sight of her—eyes hazy, lips parted, skin flushed with pleasure—undid me completely. How was I supposed to deny her anything when she looked like that? And more to the point… why would I ever want to? She was unraveling beneath me, every slow glide of my hips drawing another shudder from her body. I dipped my head and brushed my mouth over hers, my voice low and coaxing against her lips.

“Imagine having this whenever we want,” I murmured. “No hiding. No rules. Just you and me. All you have to say is yes. Tell me you want this too.”

Her breath hitched as I lifted her legs, guiding them up and around my waist. The new angle drove me deeper, and I braced myself over her, hands planted beside her shoulders as I began to move with purpose—strong, steady strokes that made the headboard thud softly against the wall. Every time I was inside her it felt like the first time all over again—raw, electric, almost overwhelming in how right it felt.

Her head tipped back, a broken cry spilling from her throat. “God… I’m coming—so hard—”

She bit down on her lower lip, trying to muffle the sound, but her body betrayed her. She tightened around me, clenching so fiercely it stole the air from my lungs. She always did that—dragged me with her, like she refused to fall alone. The sensation was almost too much, her heat gripping me in pulsing waves.

My teeth ground together as I drove into her harder, chasing that razor’s edge. Then it hit—a sharp, blinding surge that shot straight down my spine and coiled tight in my gut. My heart slammed against my ribs. With one final, deep thrust, I buried myself completely inside her and stilled.

I gathered her against me as the release tore through me, hot and unstoppable. I kissed her hard, swallowing her moans as my body jerked with the force of it. She trembled in my arms, clutching at my shoulders, her entire body shuddering as she milked every last pulse from me. It felt endless—her warmth, her tightness, the way she fit around me like she’d been made for this.

For us.

We stayed like that, tangled together, gasping for air. I brushed the damp strands of hair from her face, searching her expression. How could she even think of walking away from this? What we had wasn’t casual. It wasn’t just sex. Whenever we came together like that, it felt inevitable—like gravity. Like fate. I felt it in my bones.

She had to feel it too.

Reluctantly, I reached for the cuffs and unlocked them, the soft click loud in the quiet room. A flicker of fear passed through me—half-expecting her to pull away, scramble out of bed, throw up walls I couldn’t climb. But she didn’t move.

Instead, she stayed curled against me, fingertips drifting lazily through my beard, her touch absentminded and tender. Too tender. She wasn’t teasing, wasn’t smiling. And the silence between us grew heavy.

Usually we talked after. Laughed. Whispered about everything and nothing. We might have started with desire, but somewhere along the way it had become more than that—at least for me. I’d always believed it was for her too.

After a long moment, she lifted her gaze to mine. There was softness there… and something else. Resolve.

“I’ll stay with you tonight,” she said quietly. “But I’m taking the train home tomorrow.” Her fingers paused against my jaw. “And I’m sorry, Rory. I think… I think this has to be the end for us.”

I actually blinked at her, certain I’d misheard. The words didn’t make sense, not after what we’d just shared. She couldn’t possibly mean that. Not after the way she’d shattered in my arms, the way she’d clung to me like I was the only thing anchoring her to the earth.

She wanted out?

My chest tightened, something sharp and panicked slicing through the lingering haze of pleasure. I knew she cared. I’d seen it in her eyes every time she showed up at my door, in the way her voice dropped low and intimate during our late-night calls, in the teasing messages that made it impossible for me to concentrate on anything but her. She wanted this. She wanted me. I’d never doubted that.

And now—because I’d finally said the words that had been burning a hole in my throat—because I’d dared to admit that what I felt for her went beyond heat and convenience—she thought I’d broken some unspoken rule.

Friends with benefits. That tidy little label she’d wrapped around us like it could contain what we had.

So loving her was the unforgivable mistake?

Two years. Two years of stolen weekends and impatient countdowns. Of texting until our thumbs ached. Of filthy promises whispered into phones long after midnight, her husky laugh in my ear as she described exactly what she’d let me do to her when we were finally in the same room again. The anticipation had been its own kind of torture—sweet and addictive. And every time we finally collided, it was explosive. Better than the last. Like we were trying to make up for every hour we’d spent apart.

That wasn’t casual. That wasn’t disposable.

There was no way in hell I was letting her walk out without fighting for us.

I slid my hands up to her face, cradling her jaw, forcing her to look at me. Her skin was still warm, flushed from what we’d done. Her lips swollen from my mouth. God, she looked wrecked and beautiful and so damn conflicted it hurt to see.

I held her gaze, letting her see everything I felt. I didn’t care if it made me vulnerable. I’d get on my knees if I had to.

“Stay,” I said, my voice rough but steady. “Just stay. Give us a week, Giselle. One week.”

Her lashes fluttered, but she didn’t pull away.

“You told me your office is closed until New Year’s,” I continued, brushing my thumb along her cheekbone, memorizing the curve of her face like I was afraid she’d vanish. “Seven days. That’s all I’m asking. Not forever. Not some lifetime contract.” I swallowed. “Just a chance.”

My forehead dropped to hers, our breath mingling.

“Give us those seven days to see what this could really be. No pretending it’s casual. No pretending we don’t feel what we feel. Just… us. Waking up together. Going to sleep together. Acting like a couple instead of two people constantly counting down until the next goodbye.”

I searched her eyes, willing her to understand.

“You wouldn’t be doing it just for me,” I murmured. “You’d be doing it for us. To find out if what we have outside this bed is just as good as what happens in it.” My hands tightened slightly at her jaw, not possessive—pleading. “And if, after the holidays, you still decide you want to end it… if that’s truly what you want…”

The words tasted like ash.

“Then I’ll let you go.”


GISELLE

I held his gaze, those impossibly blue eyes shining with a tenderness that made my chest ache. There was so much faith in the way he looked at me—so much belief in us—that it felt like I was stealing something precious just by standing there. He deserved a future that stretched wide and open before him. A woman closer to his age. A partner he could build a life with, make plans with, grow old beside.

And no matter how much it gutted me to admit it, that woman could never be me.

For two years I’d convinced myself that what we had was simple. Delicious. Contained. A secret indulgence every few weeks when our schedules aligned. We would meet, tear into each other with hunger and laughter, then return to our separate worlds flushed and satisfied, no expectations trailing behind us. No promises whispered in the dark. Just heat. Just release. A sweet escape from responsibility.

But somewhere along the way, the rules blurred.

He wasn’t the only one who had broken them.

I loved him. God help me, I loved him enough to understand that loving him meant setting him free.

“I have to end this,” I told myself silently, even as my fingers threaded through his soft hair. He leaned into my touch, pressing his face against the curve of my neck, his warm breath feathering over my skin. The simple intimacy of it sent a tremor through me. He inhaled slowly, as if memorizing my scent, and I had to bite back a moan.

He would fight me on this. I knew he would. He had always been stubborn, especially when it came to us.

And the thought of spending an entire week together over the holidays—seven full days tangled in sheets, waking up in his arms, falling asleep to the steady rhythm of his breathing—terrified me. Because once we gave ourselves that much time, that much closeness, how could we possibly go back to pretending this was casual? How could either of us walk away afterward and simply… resume?

My hands stilled in his hair as memory washed over me.

Florida. Early December. The conference I’d attended every year like clockwork. Endless meetings in over-air-conditioned rooms, polite smiles, dry business talk. By the final afternoon, I’d been desperate for sun on my skin and something stronger than lukewarm coffee.

Back in my hotel room, I’d peeled off my suit and slipped into my tiny white thong bikini, the fabric barely there against my skin. I remember studying myself in the mirror for a second—mature, confident, aware of every line and curve time had gifted me—before heading down to the pool.

The water had been cool and silky, sliding over my overheated body as I swam lap after lap. When I finally grew thirsty, I cut across the pool toward the swim-up bar.

And that’s when I saw him.

Rory.

He sat on a submerged stool, long, sculpted legs drifting lazily in the water. Bright yellow board shorts clung to his hips, the bold color drawing my eye straight to the powerful lines of his thighs. His skin was bronzed from the sun, his body lean and beautifully defined—shoulders broad, chest firm and dusted with a teasing trail of golden curls that disappeared beneath the waistband of his shorts.

My mouth had actually gone dry.

I remember wondering—quite vividly—what it would feel like to trace that path with my tongue. To start at his collarbone and follow those curls lower, tasting salt and sunshine along the way.

I wasn’t impulsive. I wasn’t reckless. I certainly wasn’t the type to fall into bed with a stranger.

But looking at him, I felt temptation bloom low and hot inside me.

He glanced over just as I surfaced near the bar, water cascading down my body. For a suspended moment, his gaze dragged over me—my wet skin, the cling of white fabric outlining every curve, the thin straps disappearing between my hips. The heat in his expression was unmistakable. Appreciative. Bold.

It sent a thrill straight through me.

I pulled myself up from the pool slowly, aware of the way droplets slid down my stomach and thighs. Standing beside him, dripping and suddenly very aware of how little my bikini concealed, I tilted my head and gestured toward the empty stool at his side.

“Is this seat taken?” I asked, my voice smooth, steady—though inside, my pulse was racing.

His gaze traveled over me in an unhurried sweep, starting at my wet hair and sliding slowly down the length of my body as if he were savoring every inch. Heat bloomed under my skin as his mouth curved into that devastating smile I would come to crave. 

“It is now,” he said smoothly.

The words were playful, but the way he held my eyes made it feel like a promise. Something electric passed between us—an unspoken recognition, like we’d just stepped into a secret the rest of the world wasn’t invited to share. In that charged silence, I knew—knew—that whatever this was, it wasn’t going to stay innocent for long.

We ended up perched side by side at that swim-up bar for hours. The sun dipped lower, gilding his skin in amber light, and I found myself laughing harder than I had in months. It wasn’t the cocktails loosening me up—I’d barely finished one. It was him. The way he leaned closer when I spoke. The way his thigh brushed mine beneath the water and didn’t move away. The way his eyes warmed every time I teased him. The attraction between us wasn’t subtle. It flowed, steady and undeniable, like a current tugging us closer.

By early evening, the air had cooled but the tension between us had only grown thicker. When his hand lifted to my face, fingers curling gently beneath my chin, my breath caught. He tilted my mouth toward his and pressed his lips to mine—soft at first, testing. My pulse thundered in my ears. I swallowed hard, startled by the intensity of my own response. I didn’t know his last name. Didn’t know where he lived or what he did when he wasn’t looking at me like I was something he wanted to devour.

But I knew I wanted him.

Wanted the risk. Wanted the recklessness of it. I had never been impulsive, never the woman who went upstairs with a stranger just because her body demanded it. Yet there I was, already imagining his hands on me, his mouth exploring places that had gone too long untouched. He had unraveled my caution with nothing more than a smile and that steady, hungry gaze.

The second the door to his hotel room closed behind us, whatever restraint I had left evaporated. He backed me against the wall, one hand braced beside my head, the other sliding down to grip my hip. Our mouths crashed together, open and urgent, like we’d been starving for this. His tongue swept against mine, claiming, tasting, and I arched into him without thinking. I could feel how much he wanted me, hard and insistent through the thin barrier of damp fabric. The knowledge sent a hot pulse straight between my thighs.

In that moment, I made a decision. This would be my delicious secret. The night I let myself be reckless. The story I’d remember years from now—the time I let a beautiful stranger take me upstairs and nearly make me come before we’d even reached the bed.

And then he surprised me.

Just when I expected him to haul me toward the bedroom in a rush of lust, he pulled back slightly. His forehead rested against mine, his eyes searching my face with unexpected seriousness.

“You haven’t had too much to drink, have you?” he asked quietly.

The concern in his voice melted something inside me.

I smiled, shaking my head. “No. I switched to tonic and lime hours ago. I’m perfectly clear.”

The breath he released was almost comically loud, pure relief washing over his features. I laughed softly, touched by his care. It wasn’t just desire driving him—he wanted me present. Choosing this.

That realization made me want him even more.

I kissed him again, slower this time, savoring the taste of him. My hands slid up his chest, fingers threading into those golden curls I’d been staring at all afternoon. He groaned softly as I tugged him closer, and I felt powerful and deliciously wanted all at once. Not only was he the most beautiful man I’d ever laid eyes on—he was kind. Attentive. Sweet in a way that made the heat between us feel safer, deeper.

That first night was a blur of skin and whispered sounds, of mouths exploring and bodies learning each other’s rhythms. He touched me like he was discovering something precious, and when he finally slid inside me, the sensation stole the air from my lungs. We moved together until the world narrowed to nothing but friction and pleasure and the intoxicating glide of him filling me.

By the time sleep claimed us, we were tangled together, bare skin against bare skin.

Morning light spilled across the sheets, and I woke to the warmth of his body pressed along mine. For a heartbeat, we simply stared at each other—hair mussed, lips swollen, eyes bright with shared memory. Then we both started grinning like fools.

Without a word, he rolled over me, and we began all over again—lazy at first, then urgent, as if the night hadn’t been enough. We explored, teased, indulged, pushing each other closer and closer to that edge until we were breathless and trembling.

Only when we were thoroughly, deliciously exhausted did we finally collapse, limbs entwined, the sheets twisted around us—two strangers who, in less than twenty-four hours, had become something dangerously more.

We exhausted the minibar before we ever thought about sleep.

When I spotted the tiny bottles of Baileys—my guilty pleasure lined up in neat little rows—I laughed. Rory caught the sound, followed my gaze, and that slow, wicked smile curved his mouth. Without breaking eye contact, he twisted the caps off every last miniature bottle. The soft crack of the seals felt indecently loud in the quiet room.

“Your favorite?” he murmured.

I nodded, already breathless.

He tipped one bottle, then another, letting the creamy liqueur ribbon over my collarbone and down between my breasts. The cool sweetness made me gasp as it traced lazy paths over my stomach. His eyes darkened, hunger sharpening his features. He didn’t rush. He bent his head and tasted me like I was something decadent he intended to savor—slow, deliberate strokes of his tongue, warm mouth sliding over chilled skin. He followed every pale trail he’d painted, licking, kissing, nipping gently until I was arching beneath him, fingers tangled in his hair. By the time he reached the curve of my hip, I was trembling, half-laughing, half-moaning, intoxicated on more than just sugar and whiskey.

I refused to let him have all the fun.

I pushed him back against the pillows, loving the way surprise flickered across his face before surrender melted in. I drizzled the remaining Baileys over his chest, watching it glide over hard muscle, down the ridges of his abdomen. My tongue followed the same unhurried journey he’d taken with me. His skin was warm, faintly salted, and he tasted sinful beneath the sweetness. When I reached the thick, rigid length of him, coated in cream and already pulsing for me, I slowed deliberately. I licked him from base to tip, drawing him into my mouth just enough to hear that low, helpless groan vibrate from his chest. I made sure not a single drop went to waste, worshipping him until his hands fisted in the sheets and my name—still unknown to him—fell from his lips like a plea.

We never made it out of that bed the entire day.

Room service trays came and went, half-eaten plates abandoned when our attention drifted back to each other. We fed each other strawberries and stole kisses that deepened into something far less innocent. Every brush of skin sparked another round of exploration. It felt deliciously reckless—no schedules, no pasts, no future beyond the next touch. By evening we were tangled together, limbs knotted, bodies slick and satisfied, drifting into sleep with lazy smiles and sated sighs.

I woke to sunlight and the solid weight of him spooned against me.

He was still asleep, breath warm against the back of my neck, one arm heavy around my waist. And pressed intimately to my backside, he was gloriously, insistently hard—morning desire unmistakable. I bit back a smile, tempted to wake him the way I knew he’d enjoy. But when I rolled slightly and caught sight of the clock on the bedside table, my stomach dropped.

My flight.

“Oh God.” The words came out in a whisper of panic.

Careful not to wake him, I slipped from his embrace, instantly missing the heat of his body. I scrambled across the room, hunting down my bathing suit and the rest of my scattered clothes. My hands shook as I tugged the fabric back on, the reality of departure crashing in far too quickly.

Behind me, the mattress shifted. He made a low, sleepy sound and scrubbed a hand over his face before blinking at me. His hair was tousled, his body still gloriously naked and rumpled from everything we’d done.

“Hey,” he murmured, voice rough with sleep. “Where are you going?”

I paused, drinking in the sight of him one last time. The sheets pooled at his hips, his expression soft and confused, his body still responding to me even in his haze. The pang in my chest surprised me.

“I have to leave,” I said quietly. “If I don’t go now, I’ll miss my flight home.”

Regret flickered across his face, but he didn’t argue. That would have made it harder.

I crossed the room again, unable to resist. I leaned down and kissed him—slow, lingering, memorizing the feel of his mouth. “Thank you,” I whispered against his lips. “For the most incredible couple of days.”

I turned toward the door before I could change my mind.

“Wait.” His voice stopped me just as my hand reached the handle. “What’s your name?”

I glanced back over my shoulder. He was propped up on one elbow now, sheets slipping lower, eyes intent.

I gave him a small shrug, forcing a playful smile even as my heart tugged. “Does it really matter?”

In my mind, it felt poetic to leave things the way they’d begun—two strangers colliding in a haze of heat and chemistry, no messy details, no expectations. Just a memory so scorching I knew it would replay in my fantasies for years. What we’d shared in that bed had been wild, consuming, unforgettable.

I slipped out before I could look back again.

A few weeks later, just after New Year’s, I was working our company’s booth at the massive Home Show in Toronto. The place was packed—bright lights, polished displays, the steady hum of conversation. I was mid-sentence with a potential client when a familiar voice cut through the noise.

“Hey there. I’m interested in looking at some windows.”

My blood went cold and hot all at once.

I looked up—and there he was. My anonymous, wicked weekend. The man I’d tried very hard to file away as a delicious mistake. He stood in front of me in a tailored suit, every bit as devastating as I remembered. That same devil-may-care smile curved his mouth, amusement glinting in his eyes as if he’d been waiting for this moment.

He held out a business card.

I took it automatically, my fingers brushing his. When I read the name—Rory McLean, President, McLean Custom Home Designs—the world seemed to tilt.

President?

I stared at the card, then at him, my mouth actually falling open. Of all the booths, in all the cities…

And there he was.

I hadn’t known a single thing about his professional life that first night in Florida. If I had realized he worked in construction—worse, that he could one day walk into my world as a potential client—I would have kept a safe, respectable distance. I certainly wouldn’t have let him lure me away from my booth at the Home Show with that wicked glint in his eye.

But Rory had a way of bending the air around him, of making the rest of the world blur into irrelevance. He touched my elbow—casual, almost innocent—and suggested we step aside where it was quieter. I should have refused. Instead, I followed him like I was already under his spell. He spoke low, teasing me about unfinished business, about how abrupt our goodbye had been. By the time he asked me to dinner after the show closed, I was already nodding, pretending I hadn’t been hoping he would.

Dinner was a formality. We tried to behave, sitting across from each other in a dimly lit restaurant, talking about work, about Toronto and Montreal, about anything that wasn’t the memory of his mouth on my skin. But the tension coiled tighter with every glance. His knee brushed mine under the table and neither of us moved it away. When he leaned in to murmur something near my ear, his breath warm against my neck, I felt that familiar heat pool low in my belly.

The hotel afterward felt inevitable.

The second the door shut behind us, civility evaporated. His hands were on me, urgent but sure, claiming my mouth, my waist, sliding beneath my clothes as if he’d been starving for weeks. I answered him with equal hunger, tugging at his shirt, pressing him back against the wall just to feel the strength of him beneath my palms. The years between us dissolved in the rush of skin on skin, in the way he groaned when I bit his lower lip, in how easily our bodies remembered their rhythm.

We didn’t surface for a long time.

Later, tangled in sheets again, flushed and breathless, we lay facing each other, laughing softly at our complete lack of restraint. It was dangerous, we both knew that. My job. His company. The complications. And yet the pull between us was undeniable. We agreed—almost shyly at first—that if we were careful, discreet, this didn’t have to be the end. We didn’t want it to be.

Reality, of course, had its own boundaries. He was rooted in Toronto; my life was in Montreal. Five hours of highway stretched between us, making spontaneity impossible. So we compromised. Once, sometimes twice a month, we’d meet halfway near Kingston, slipping into anonymous hotels like conspirators. In between, our phones became lifelines. Texts first thing in the morning. Emails tucked between meetings. Late-night calls where his voice would drop low and intimate, telling me exactly what he planned to do the next time he had me alone.

Somewhere along the way, it stopped being just about sex. We became entwined in the quiet spaces of each other’s days.

And yet, there’s one truth I can’t ignore: if I had known how young he was that first night—if I’d understood just how many years separated us—I might have chosen a different stool at that Florida bar. I might have protected myself from the temptation of his wicked smile.

But then again… I would have missed the hottest, most intoxicating secret of my life.


----

The way he was looking at me—hopeful, almost tender in his determination—made my resistance feel thin and brittle. I could have walked away. I should have. But something in his eyes, that quiet plea he was too proud to voice outright, softened me. If nothing else, I owed him a week. A real one. Not stolen hours or distracted glances at my screen. A week to savor what we’d been circling around… and to say goodbye the right way.

I leaned in before I could second-guess myself and pressed my mouth to his. It wasn’t a chaste kiss. My lips lingered, warm and deliberate, breathing him in. He tasted like anticipation—like the promise of something reckless. A quiet sigh slipped from me as I pulled back just enough to speak. “We can have a few days,” I murmured against his mouth, my fingers still curled in the fabric of his shirt. “But I have responsibilities. I can’t disappear completely. I’ll need to keep an eye on work. I can’t stay away too long.”

His lips curved slowly, triumph glinting in his eyes as his hands settled at my waist. “You never go anywhere without your phone,” he said softly, brushing his thumb along the curve of my hip. “Or your laptop. Or that tablet you pretend you don’t check every ten minutes.” His smile deepened, teasing but certain. “You can run your empire from here just as easily as you do from home. So let’s stop pretending. Give me this week. Give us this week. And we’ll see what it feels like.”

The confidence in his voice sent a shiver through me. He knew me too well. Knew how to dismantle every practical excuse I tried to hide behind. I searched his face for a reason to refuse and found none that didn’t feel like cowardice. Slowly, I nodded, surrendering to the inevitability of him. “Okay,” I whispered.

But I held his gaze, needing him to understand the boundary I was drawing—even as my body leaned closer to his. “You have to promise me something,” I said, my tone soft but steady. “When I leave at the end of this week, that’s it. No drama. No chasing. You let me go… and you move on.”

Even as I said it, my heart tightened, because a part of me already feared that neither of us would walk away unchanged.


RORY

I hadn’t made her any promises about forever. I wasn’t stupid enough to corner her like that, to demand something she wasn’t ready to give. But when she agreed to spend an entire week with me—seven full days, waking up under the same roof—I had to clamp down on the urge to whoop like a damn teenager who’d just scored the winning goal.

Seven days.

Maybe it would be enough. Enough for her to see that what pulsed between us wasn’t just heat and friction and the way her thighs parted so sweetly for me. It was more. At least it was for me. I was so far gone for her that a single text from her could hijack my heartbeat. I’d see her name light up my screen and my chest would tighten, anticipation fizzing through my veins, even if all she’d written was something simple. A hello. A teasing emoji. It didn’t matter. It was her.

And now she was here.

When we pulled up in front of my place, she tilted her head, studying the front door. A slow smile curved her mouth when she noticed the wreath.

“Nice wreath,” she murmured.

It wasn’t store-bought. I’d spent an entire afternoon weaving cedar branches together, tucking in pinecones, fastening a wide red velvet bow at the bottom. It smelled like the woods and cold air and something honest. Festive, even if the bungalow behind it was… well. Nothing special.

Still, when she stepped inside and paused, her gaze drifting around the living room, I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing. Her eyes went wide in that way she had when she was trying to be polite.

The place had character. That’s what realtors called it when they meant outdated. The bones were solid, but the vibe screamed late seventies bachelor pad. I’d ripped out the nauseating avocado-green shag carpet that had once covered everything—floors, bathrooms, even creeping halfway up a wall in one room. Who the hell thought that was a good idea? Underneath it, though, I’d found hardwood that just needed a little love. That discovery alone had felt like striking gold.

I hadn’t bought the house for the kitchen or the trim or the aesthetic. I’d bought it for the land. Four acres of untouched forest wrapping around the property like a private world. A narrow creek winding through the back, the sound of water soft and constant. And all of it only thirty minutes from the city. It was quiet here. Secluded. Ours.

Once we shrugged out of our coats, the air inside warming her cheeks to a soft flush, I couldn’t help myself. I pulled her into me, sliding my hands around her waist, feeling the curve of her body through her clothes. God, just having her standing in my living room felt unreal.

I kissed her—slow at first, then deeper—my mouth slanting over hers until I felt her melt into me. When I finally drew back, I kept my lips brushing against hers and whispered, “Do you know what we’re going to do now?”

She smirked, her hands gliding up my back, fingers splaying possessively between my shoulders. The heat of her touch soaked straight through me. “I’m guessing it involves getting naked.”

My body reacted instantly to that—because it always did—but I shook my head, even as I pressed a quick, teasing kiss to the corner of her mouth.

“No,” I said. “I think you’d better keep your clothes on. Unless you want to freeze that pretty ass of yours off.”

Her eyebrows lifted, curiosity sparking in her eyes.

“We’re going out into the bush,” I continued, unable to hide my grin, “to find us a Christmas tree.”

The look on her face was priceless. Shock, disbelief, and something like amusement all flickered across her features.

“Are you serious?” she asked.

I laughed then, unable to hold it back. “Dead serious. Every year since I was a kid, my family would go out and cut our own tree. Snow up to our knees, arguing about which one was perfect. I thought…” I hesitated just a second, softer now. “I thought it would be nice for our first Christmas to find one together.”

She glanced down at her boots—sleek, black leather, hugging her calves and ending just below her knees. Stylish. Definitely not built for trudging through forest underbrush.

Then she looked back up at me, lips curving with reluctant humor. “I don’t think I’m dressed for it.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I told her, brushing my thumb over her lower lip before stepping back. “I’ve got boxes of my mom’s winter stuff stored here. You can borrow whatever you need. Trust me, she won’t even notice. The woman buys clothes like it’s a competitive sport. Half of it still has tags.”

I shrugged. “She sold her house a couple months ago. The condo she bought wasn’t ready yet, so she flew down to Arizona to spend the holidays with her sister. I told her I’d hang on to everything until she’s back in the spring.”

Her gaze softened, curious. “You didn’t want to go with her? Spend Christmas somewhere warm?”

I let out a low breath, memories flashing through my mind. “I tried that once. A few years ago.” I gave her a look that said enough. “My aunt lives in one of those retirement communities where the biggest weekly thrill is bingo night and the early-bird dinner special. Four o’clock sharp.” I shook my head, smiling despite myself. “I learned to play canasta and mah-jong, which I’m pretty sure are skills I’ll never need again.”

Her lips curved, and she reached up, fingertips grazing my cheek in a slow, affectionate stroke that made my skin heat. “I bet they loved having you there, though.”

I laughed, remembering the way every silver-haired woman within a five-mile radius had suddenly needed help reaching something or figuring out their phone. “Yeah. I was a novelty. My mom enjoyed that part. But even she admitted it probably wasn’t my scene long-term.”

And it definitely wasn’t.

I led her down the hall to the spare room where my mother’s belongings were stacked in tidy, labeled boxes. The faint scent of lavender sachets drifted up as I opened them. I dug through soft sweaters and scarves until I found what she’d need—fleece-lined boots, thick and practical; a white knit sweater that looked impossibly soft; a red wool hat with a playful pom-pom; and matching mittens that made me grin the second I saw them.

“Try these,” I said, handing the pile over.

She slipped off her sleek boots and traded them for the warmer pair, pulling on the sweater beneath her leather coat. I watched every movement—the way she tugged the hem down over her hips, the way her fingers disappeared into the mittens as she flexed them experimentally. When she settled the red hat over her dark hair and looked up at me, cheeks already flushed with anticipation, something tight and warm twisted in my chest.

“Come here,” I murmured.

I drew her in, my hands sliding around her waist, and kissed her slowly. She tasted like winter and promise. Bundled up like that, she looked almost too sweet—except I knew exactly how wicked she could be beneath all those layers. The contrast made my blood thrum.

“Adorable,” I whispered against her mouth.

“It’s the hat, isn’t it?” she teased.

“Definitely the hat,” I said, though my hands lingered at her hips a second longer than necessary.

Outside, the air was crisp but not biting, the kind that woke you up instead of punishing you. My property stretched back into a ravine untouched by development, acres of trees and brush rolling out behind the house like our own private wilderness. No traffic noise. No city glow. Just open land and sky.

As we stepped off the back porch and into the woods, the world seemed to quiet around us. The ground was littered with fallen leaves and brittle twigs that cracked softly under our boots. The scent of pine and damp earth filled my lungs, cleaner and sharper than anything you’d ever breathe downtown.

She slipped her mittened hand into mine, and I squeezed gently, guiding her over a patch of uneven ground.

“Listen,” I murmured.

We both stilled.

Somewhere ahead, a faint rustling broke the silence, followed by the quick scratch of claws against bark. A small black squirrel darted up the trunk of a nearby tree, pausing halfway to scold us with sharp, indignant chirps.

She laughed under her breath, the sound bright in the stillness.

And just like that, with her hand in mine and the forest stretching out around us, it felt like the beginning of something that mattered far more than a tree.

I’d slipped a handful of peanuts into my coat pocket before we headed out—an old habit of mine whenever I wandered these woods alone. After setting the bow saw down against a fallen log, I curled my tongue against my teeth and made a soft clicking sound, then flicked a peanut toward the base of the tree.

The squirrel froze, tiny claws gripping the bark as he assessed us with bright, suspicious eyes. For a heartbeat he didn’t move, his body taut, tail arched high. Then instinct won. He darted down in a blur of charcoal fur, snatched the peanut, crammed it into his mouth, and shot back up the trunk as if chased by fire.

Giselle’s laughter spilled into the cold air, bright and breathy, and I couldn’t help laughing with her. There was something intoxicating about that sound—how free it was, how it made her eyes sparkle beneath the red knit hat.

The squirrel perched on a branch, tail flicking in agitation, watching us while he worked the shell open. When I tossed another peanut to the base of the tree, he didn’t hesitate this time. Down he scampered, quick and bold, claiming his prize before retreating again.

Giselle stood close beside me, her shoulder brushing my arm as she watched, completely enchanted. Living in a downtown condo in the heart of Montreal didn’t exactly offer moments like this—no rustling trees, no curious wildlife, no quiet except the hum of traffic and elevators. Out here, everything felt raw and alive. So did she.

I poured a few peanuts into her gloved palm. “Try it,” I murmured. “Make the clicking sound. See if he trusts you.”

She glanced at me with a playful grin, then mimicked the noise, soft and coaxing. The squirrel tilted his head, considering her. We lingered there far longer than we probably realized, coaxing him closer, rewarding his bravery one nut at a time. The world narrowed to the small circle of snow at our feet, the faint scent of pine, the warmth of her body beside mine. No deadlines. No expectations. Just breath fogging in the winter air and the quiet thrill of shared discovery.

By the time the last few peanuts were gone, the little creature had grown daring enough to pluck them straight from our hands. Giselle gasped when his tiny claws brushed her glove, her eyes wide with delight. The look on her face—unguarded, glowing—did something to my chest that had nothing to do with the cold.

“It really is beautiful out here,” she said softly as the squirrel scrambled back up into the branches, his tail disappearing among the bare limbs.

I took her hand, threading my fingers through hers, and guided her deeper into the trees. “That’s why I bought this place,” I told her, smiling over at her profile, flushed pink from the chill. “I knew it would be perfect for the house I’ve always wanted.”

Her brows lifted. “You’re building out here?”

I chuckled at her surprise. “The old bungalow’s coming down as soon as the new place is ready to go up. I’ll show you the plans later. I want to know what you think.”

She nodded slowly, gaze sweeping over the quiet expanse as if trying to picture it. I didn’t say what was really on my mind—that when I imagined that house, I didn’t see it empty. I saw her in it. Her boots by the door. Her laughter echoing down the hall. I wanted it to be ours. But that was a dangerous hope, especially when we hadn’t even made it through a full week together yet.

Still, as we walked, her hand warm in mine, it didn’t feel foolish.

Christmas Eve in late December could have been brutal, but the day had turned unexpectedly gentle. The sun filtered through the skeletal branches overhead, casting pale gold light over the thin dusting of snow. There was a sharpness to the air, enough to wake the senses, but not enough to drive us back inside.

It felt like a promise of something new.

And with her at my side—wrapped in my mother’s sweater, red mittens bright against the white landscape—I decided it was the perfect day to wander deeper into the woods, searching for just the right tree.

I was scanning the trees for something lush and symmetrical when Giselle suddenly tightened her grip on my hand. She leaned into me, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, “Look.”

Across the narrow creek, a deer stood at the water’s edge, her delicate legs reflected in the slow-moving current. “Isn’t she gorgeous?” Giselle murmured, pointing softly.

I stilled, barely breathing. The doe was young, her winter coat pale and sleek, her movements unhurried as she lowered her head to drink. She seemed unaware of us, two quiet witnesses tucked among the trees. For a suspended moment, everything felt sacred—untouched.

Then the deer lifted her head, ears twitching, dark eyes locking on ours. My fingers tightened around Giselle’s instinctively. We didn’t move. After a long, assessing pause, the doe seemed to decide we were harmless. She turned with effortless grace and melted back into the woods, vanishing as silently as she’d appeared.

“Wow,” Giselle breathed, squeezing my hand. “I’ve never been that close to one before.” She looked up at me, her eyes bright. “Now I understand why you want to live out here. It feels wild… but we’re still so close to the city. It’s the best of both worlds.”

I nodded, letting the quiet seep into me—the soft trickle of the creek, the faint chatter of birds overhead, the crisp scent of pine and cold air filling my lungs. It was a world away from traffic and sirens and concrete. Out here, everything felt stripped down to what mattered.

That’s when I spotted them—a small cluster of blue spruce, their needles dusted lightly with snow. One stood out immediately, full and perfectly shaped, about seven feet tall. I could already picture it glowing in the corner of my living room.

We wandered over, our boots crunching softly. “What about this one?” I asked, brushing my palms along its branches. The tree was thick and even, no bald patches, strong and straight.

Giselle stepped close beside me, her shoulder grazing my arm. She leaned in, inhaling deeply, her lips curving in a slow smile. “It smells incredible,” she said softly. “I think it’s perfect.”

Her approval sent a quiet warmth through me. “Then I guess we’ve found our tree.”

I dropped to my side in the snow, positioning the saw against the trunk. The steady rasp of metal against wood cut through the stillness as I worked. Giselle wrapped her gloved hands around the trunk, holding it steady so it wouldn’t topple too soon. Every so often I glanced up at her—her cheeks flushed pink from the cold, her hair catching the sunlight—and felt that familiar tug low in my chest.

When the trunk finally gave way and the tree settled into her arms, we both laughed softly, the sound fogging in the winter air.

Dragging it back through the brush toward the house, I could feel her watching me. Every time I glanced over, she was smiling—almost shyly, like she couldn’t quite believe this was happening. That we were doing something so ordinary. So domestic.

And she was right. Our time together had always burned hot and fast—stolen hours tangled in sheets, hurried dinners before one of us had to run. We’d built our connection in dim bedrooms and whispered promises, our bodies learning each other long before our lives ever had the chance to.

But this… this was different.

This was us choosing a Christmas tree. Walking hand in hand. Planning space. Breathing the same cold air and imagining a future that stretched beyond the next night together.

Our chemistry had always been explosive—two years of heat and hunger that left us both trembling. But somewhere along the way, between the urgency and the pleasure, something deeper had taken root.

As I hauled the tree over my shoulder and she walked beside me, still smiling like she’d discovered something precious, I hoped she felt it too.

That what we had wasn’t just incredible in bed.

It was becoming something worth holding on to.
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As we made our way up to the house, I tilted my head back and took in the trees first. Strings of seed bells dangled from the branches like rustic ornaments, swaying gently in the cold air. There was something unexpectedly tender about it—this rugged, broad-shouldered man making sure the birds wouldn’t go hungry. Even the feeder perched along the edge of the deck looked handcrafted, as if he’d studied the angle, the placement, wanting it just right.

We hadn’t even reached the steps when a flash of brilliant blue caught my eye. A large blue jay swooped down, landing boldly on the deck rail. It cocked its head, sharp and impatient, as if it owned the place. Rory chuckled under his breath, scooping a peanut from his coat pocket and tossing it with easy precision. The bird snapped it up and took off in a burst of wings.

I couldn’t stop smiling.

There was something achingly attractive about that moment—the quiet patience in him, the way he anticipated the bird’s needs. The strength in his hands paired with that softness made my stomach flutter. Especially this time of year, when food was scarce and the world felt harsher, he’d thought about the smallest creatures. That contrast—his size, his intensity, and this secret gentleness—did things to me I wasn’t quite ready to name.

He left the tree outside on the deck so he could clean up the base and get the stand ready indoors. When we stepped inside through the sliding back door, the warmth of the house wrapped around us. We bent to tug off our boots, stamping away the last of the cold.

That’s when I noticed her.

A white face pressed against the glass, framed in silky fur. Huge green eyes blinked in at us, curious and unbothered.

“Rory,” I murmured, surprised. “I didn’t know you had a cat.”

He laughed softly, the sound low in his chest. “I don’t. No idea who she belongs to. She just… shows up.”

Before he could say more, I slid the door open. The cat stepped inside as if she owned the place, tail high, movements unhurried and elegant. She went straight to him without hesitation.

Of course she did.

Rory bent and scooped her up with those strong hands, cradling her effortlessly against his chest. The instant his fingers began to rub between her ears, a loud purr rumbled from her small body. It vibrated through the quiet room, deep and satisfied. He smiled down at her, his thumb stroking slowly between her eyes, then along the curve of her skull.

“You like that, don’t you, Marshmallow?” he murmured, voice dropping into a teasing croon.

The nickname made me laugh. “Is that really what you call her?”

He shrugged, grinning at the cat like she was in on a secret. “Big, white, fluffy… and ridiculously sweet. She doesn’t want food. I’ve tried. Got treats and everything. She just comes over for attention.”

His hands kept moving—slow, deliberate strokes that made the cat melt against him. Her eyes slid closed, her entire body going limp in bliss. Watching him handle her so carefully, so attentively, sent an unexpected warmth through me. Those same hands, capable of so much strength, knew exactly how to coax softness, how to draw out pleasure with patience.

“I can see that,” I said quietly.

I reached out and ran my hand down the cat’s back. Her fur was impossibly soft, thick and clean beneath my fingers. She definitely wasn’t a stray. She simply knew a good thing when she found it. A neighbor with a tender heart. A man who would drop whatever he was doing to make her feel adored.

Smart creature.

After a few more indulgent strokes, Rory seemed to decide she’d had her fill. He carried her back to the door, opening it to the crisp air outside. With one final glide of his palm down her spine, he set her gently on the deck.

“Alright, Marshmallow,” he told her, affection lacing his voice. “Better head home before they start wondering where you are.”

She flicked her tail, then leapt down from the deck with effortless grace, sauntering off across the yard as if she’d simply completed a scheduled visit.

I stepped closer to him, drawn in by something deeper than amusement now. Slipping my arm around his waist, I felt the solid heat of him beneath his sweater. My fingers traced up to his cheek, brushing lightly over the roughness there before I leaned in and pressed my lips to his.

The kiss was soft at first, but loaded—my gratitude, my admiration, the heat building low in my belly.

“You’re incredibly sweet, you know that?” I whispered against his mouth. “Taking care of all those little creatures.”

And as I looked up into his eyes, I couldn’t help thinking I might be the next one hoping for his attention.

He gave that modest little shrug of his, as if sweetness were an accidental trait, then drew me into him until there wasn’t a breath of space between us. His nose skimmed mine in a teasing nuzzle, warm and intimate, and I felt the question in it—the unspoken hope that maybe I saw him as something worth keeping. Worth choosing.

I couldn’t let my mind wander down that dangerous path. Not tonight.

So instead, I tangled my fingers in his thick hair, curled them tight, and tugged his mouth down to mine with unmistakable intent. I kissed him like I meant to erase every doubt he had—deep, hungry, claiming. His surprised sound dissolved into a low groan as his hands found my waist and tightened.

With us, it never took long.

Heat surged fast and wild. His palms slid beneath the hem of my sweater, skating up the sensitive skin of my stomach until his thumbs brushed the underside of my breasts. He stroked there deliberately, back and forth, and my nipples tightened instantly, aching for more. A shiver tore through me. I pressed closer, desperate, feeling the slick warmth pooling between my thighs, dampening the lace of my panties. All I could think about was peeling his clothes off, baring that firm, gorgeous body and taking my time exploring every inch.

Then—just as my hands started working at the button of his jeans—he pulled back.

We were both breathing hard, mouths swollen, eyes dark. For a second I stared at him, dazed and aching, unable to understand why he’d stop when we were right on the edge of something delicious.

But he was smiling.

Without a word, he reached for his phone and tapped the screen. A moment later, music drifted through the room—soft, velvety, achingly familiar.

Nat King Cole.

The first notes of “The Christmas Song” wrapped around us like warm silk. I hadn’t expected that voice—rich and smooth and impossibly nostalgic—to come from his playlist. The sound hit me straight in the chest. My throat tightened as memories rushed in, sharp and sweet.

Every year of my childhood, my mother had played this song. She’d sing along, slightly off-key but enthusiastic, while my father would pull her close in the living room. I could still see them—her laughing, him gazing at her like she was the only woman in the world—as they swayed together in front of the tree. It had been their ritual, their quiet moment of intimacy in a house buzzing with holiday chaos. They had loved each other openly, fearlessly. And watching them had shaped me more than I’d ever admitted.

Now they were both gone.

The song filled the room, and I felt the sting of tears gathering despite myself.

Rory crossed the space between us slowly, that knowing half-smirk playing on his lips. “You know what we’ve never done?” he asked softly.

I shook my head, my voice too fragile to trust.

He took my hand, lacing his fingers through mine, then slid his other arm around my waist and drew me against him again—this time gentler, steadier. “We’ve never danced together.”

The simplicity of it undid me.

I managed a small shake of my head, smiling up into those clear blue eyes that were watching me so carefully. If I tried to explain what this meant—this song, this moment—I would break. So I didn’t. I just let him pull me closer.

We began to sway, slow and easy, moving in a lazy circle across the living room. His body was warm and solid against mine, his hand firm at the small of my back. The earlier heat between us didn’t disappear—it transformed, softened, deepened. My cheek rested against his chest, and I could hear the steady thud of his heart beneath the music.

When his lips brushed the crown of my head, tender and unhurried, something inside me melted completely.

We danced there in the glow of the lights, wrapped in each other and in the velvet hush of that old familiar song, and for a few perfect minutes the world felt small and safe and impossibly romantic.

Somehow, miraculously, we only danced.

He kept his hands on my hips, his fingers warm and steady, his blue eyes locked on mine as if he could read every thought flickering behind them. It felt almost surreal. Normally by now we’d be tangled in sheets, breathless and reckless, chasing release instead of slow music. But tonight there was no urgency in him. No greedy hands. No impatient mouths. Just the quiet sway of our bodies and the soft crackle of nostalgia in the air.

And I realized… I liked it.

We had a whole week stretched out in front of us. Seven full days. There was something delicious about not devouring each other immediately. About savoring the space between touches. Letting anticipation coil and tighten instead of snapping all at once.

When the music shifted and Mariah Carey’s voice burst through the speakers, bright and playful, he leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss to the tip of my nose. I felt it all the way down to my toes.

“I guess I should bring in the tree,” he murmured, stepping back.

I nodded, even though a part of me wanted to tug him back against me and keep swaying, faster tempo or not. I would have laughed and spun with him, let the song lift us. But he was already moving toward the door.

I followed him into the living room, where he maneuvered the tree into its metal stand in the corner. I held it upright, my arms wrapped around the prickly branches, breathing in that sharp evergreen scent while he crouched at my feet, tightening the screws. There was something unexpectedly intimate about it—me steadying the tree, him kneeling, focused, his shoulder brushing my thigh every so often.

As I glanced around the room, my eyes caught on a framed photo sitting on the bookshelf. Three little kids beamed out of it—two girls with bright smiles and a boy missing what looked like a front tooth. There were more pictures beside it. Birthday cake. Halloween costumes. Beach days.

I frowned slightly. I was almost certain Rory didn’t have children. At least, none he’d ever mentioned. And most single men I knew didn’t decorate their living rooms with glossy snapshots of toddlers.

He noticed where I was looking. Of course he did. He always seemed to notice everything.

His mouth curved into that soft, proud smile. “Those are my buddy’s kids—Aidan, Celeste, and Bella. I’m their godfather.”

Something inside me melted.

I could picture it so easily—Rory crouched down at their height, letting them climb all over him, patient and playful, the kind of man who would show up to every recital and soccer game. The kind who would teach them how to ride bikes and wipe away tears without making them feel small.

And with that image came a quiet ache.

He deserved that. A woman who could give him a house full of noise and sticky fingers and bedtime stories. A family. The future I knew he wanted.

A future I couldn’t give him.

Especially not now.

“Okay,” he said, standing and brushing his hands off as he stepped back to inspect our work. I moved with him, squinting slightly to make sure the tree wasn’t leaning. It stood straight and proud in the corner, waiting to be dressed.

“Do you have any decorations?” I asked.

He let out a low laugh and rolled his eyes. “Do I have decorations? My mom has boxes and boxes. She buys them everywhere she travels. And she’s been collecting some for me since the year I was born.” He shook his head affectionately. “We’ve got more than we know what to do with.”

A few minutes later he returned, arms stacked high with three oversized boxes, his chin lifted awkwardly so he could see over them.

I couldn’t help laughing. “I think you should’ve gotten a bigger tree.”

He dropped the boxes onto the coffee table with a grunt and a grin. “And that’s not even all of them. We’ll start with these. She’s got everything—plain ornaments, fancy glass ones, and a ridiculous amount of kitschy stuff.” He nudged one of the lids toward me. “You pick what you like. I’ll make us some lunch.”

I curled up on the couch and lifted the first lid, the faint smell of old cardboard and pine rising up. Each ornament was wrapped carefully in tissue paper, and I unwrapped them one by one, smoothing the paper back as if they were fragile treasures.

I found myself reaching for the most outrageous ones first. A tiny ceramic Santa stuck in a chimney. A glitter-covered reindeer with crooked antlers. A snowman with a scarf that looked hand-knitted decades ago.

They were ridiculous.

And absolutely adorable.

I smiled to myself, lining them up along the table, already imagining them nestled in the branches. There were so many. Too many for our modest tree.

Part of me wished we could hang every single one. As if covering it completely—layer upon layer of memories and color—might somehow stretch this week out longer, make it fuller, make it last.

“Oh my God, look at this.” I cradled the tiny ornament in my palm as if it were something alive. “Two little gray mice in striped stocking caps, curled up together in a red matchbox.” I brushed my fingertip over the delicate sprig of holly painted above their heads. “It’s like they’ve fallen asleep waiting for Santa, dreaming about what he’ll bring them.”

I couldn’t stop smiling. Every piece I unwrapped felt like uncovering a secret. I reached for another, lifting it carefully from its nest of tissue. “And this—” I laughed softly. “A moose in a shiny red sports car, dressed like Santa, with a sack of toys tossed in the back seat. Tell me that’s not the most ridiculous, adorable thing you’ve ever seen.” I set it aside and grabbed the next one, already charmed. “Oh… and this kitten. Look at him licking a candy cane like he’s discovered heaven. The way he’s smiling—like he’d devour the whole thing if he could.”

I was half sprawled across the couch by then, ornaments scattered around me like bright little jewels. From the kitchen, Rory leaned against the counter, watching me with that quiet, steady gaze that always made my pulse trip. He looked amused, indulgent—soft in a way that undid me.

“She’s built quite the collection, hasn’t she?” he said, his voice warm.

“No kidding.” I glanced up at him, clutching the kitten ornament to my chest. “The problem is they’re all so sweet. I don’t know how we’re supposed to choose. I kind of want every single one on the tree.”

His eyes held mine a beat too long. “Maybe next year we’ll need a bigger tree.”

The words landed gently, but they still knocked the air from my lungs. Next year. I lowered my gaze, focusing on the fragile glass in my hands so he wouldn’t see the flicker in my expression. My teeth caught my bottom lip. We both knew this—whatever this beautiful, fragile thing between us was—came with an expiration date. The idea of another Christmas together felt like a fantasy too tender to touch.

When my silence stretched, he cleared his throat lightly. “How about we take a break for lunch?”

I nodded, grateful for the shift, and carefully returned the ornaments to the coffee table before joining him in the kitchen.

The space was small, cozy, the air rich with the scent of cream and herbs. He handed me a heavy soup mug filled to the brim with clam chowder, steam curling upward in lazy spirals. On the counter sat a wooden board layered with wedges of cheese and crisp crackers.

I took a spoonful and nearly moaned. It was thick and velvety, briny and buttery all at once, warming me from the inside out. “This is incredible,” I said after swallowing, genuinely surprised. “It’s exactly what I needed.”

He sliced into a wedge of cheddar, the knife gliding smoothly through the pale gold. “I’m glad you approve.” His mouth curved in a lazy grin. “If you’re a fan of butter tarts, I could throw a few in the oven once we’re done.”

I stared at him, narrowing my eyes in mock suspicion. “Is that even a real question? I’m pretty sure being Canadian legally requires loving butter tarts, back bacon, and maple syrup. I think they revoke your passport if you don’t.”

His laughter filled the room, low and easy, and it wrapped around me like another layer of warmth. I leaned my hip against the counter, studying him with new curiosity. “Since when do you cook like this? Or bake? I didn’t know you had domestic talents hiding under that charming exterior.”

There was something unexpectedly intimate about discovering this side of him—the man who could chop herbs, stir cream, and offer dessert with a wicked glint in his eye. And as I watched him there in his kitchen, sleeves pushed up, hands confident and capable, I felt that slow, dangerous pull again. The kind that made me forget timelines and next years and everything that waited beyond this week.

He gave a casual shrug as he reached for the bottle and refreshed my wine, the deep red liquid gliding into my glass. “I figure everyone should be able to take care of themselves in the kitchen,” he said easily. “And butter tarts aren’t complicated. I’ve been making them with my mom since I was a kid.”

There was something unexpectedly intimate about that—this tall, confident man talking about standing beside his mother at a counter, hands dusted in flour.

“You just stir up the filling,” he went on, leaning one hip against the counter. “Blind-bake the shells for a few minutes so they don’t get soggy. Pull them out, turn the oven down a notch, and then you can customize them however you want.” His eyes flicked to mine, warm and teasing. “I’m partial to chopped walnuts or pecans. Raisins sometimes. Dried cranberries if I’m in the mood for a little tang.” 

The way he said tang made heat curl low in my stomach.

“Then you pour in that sugary, buttery mixture, slide them back in for twenty minutes or so, and that’s it. Golden on top, gooey in the center.” He lifted his glass, watching me over the rim. “So you just have to tell me what you like in yours. Nuts or no nuts. And whether you prefer them runny… or chewy.”

“I’m pretty easy.”

The words slipped out without thought.

His grin was immediate, slow and wicked, one brow arching as if he’d just been handed a gift. Considering how we’d first collided—barely introductions before we were tearing at each other’s clothes in a hotel room—I realized I’d practically lobbed that line straight at him.

“Easy, huh?” he murmured.

I laughed, shaking my head, and we shared a look over our soup that was thick with memory. It felt different being here like this—at his place, in his kitchen, surrounded by the quiet details of his real life. We were usually wrapped in crisp hotel sheets, devouring each other between meetings and flights. This… this was domestic. Almost tender.

I was suddenly grateful he’d suggested we spend this final week together. One last stretch of stolen time before we did the sensible, adult thing and let each other go. At least I’d have this—Christmas lights, soup, his easy smile—to hold onto.

Two years. That’s how long we’d been tangled up in each other. And yet most of what we knew had been mapped in the dark, skin to skin, breathless and urgent. Sitting across from him now, watching him talk about pastry shells and oven temperatures, I realized how much more there was beneath the heat.

He was brilliant in bed—that had never been in question. But he was also sharp, funny in that dry, unexpected way, and far sweeter than he ever let on. And apparently he could cook. Really cook.

As I finished the last spoonful of chowder, I studied him openly. The strong line of his jaw as he chewed, the way his forearm flexed when he reached for his wine. He would make someone an incredible husband someday. The thought landed heavier than I expected.

Marcie’s face drifted into my mind—my assistant, who tried and failed to hide her obvious crush on him whenever he stopped by the office. She was young, beautiful, bright. They’d look good together. Too good.

I imagined them laughing over a dinner like this and felt a sharp, unwelcome twist in my chest. I didn’t love the picture. Not even a little. But I also couldn’t stand the idea of him alone after me. He deserved something steady. Something real.

When he stood and began gathering our dishes, I rose automatically and followed him into the kitchen. “I’ll help,” I said, brushing past him, aware of how easily our bodies fit in the narrow space.

We moved around each other in an almost choreographed rhythm—him measuring sugar and butter, me handing him bowls, our fingers brushing just a second too long. He filled the tart shells with practiced ease, the rich scent of caramelizing sugar already beginning to bloom in the warm air.

While they baked, he put on a kettle for tea. I leaned against the counter and watched him pull on a pair of candy-cane striped oven mitts, the red and white bands stretching over his large hands.

God, he looked adorable.

Ridiculously so.

And entirely at odds with the way those same hands could pin my wrists above my head and make me beg.

My gaze drifted down his body, tracing the broad line of his shoulders, the taper of his waist, the solid strength in his thighs. I pictured him in nothing but an apron—bare chest, bare hips, that deliciously hard body on full display while he basted something at the stove.

Heat pooled low and slow inside me.

Runny or chewy, he’d asked.

Watching him like this, I knew exactly how I preferred him.

As soon as he slid the tarts into the oven and twisted the dial, that wicked spark lit his eyes. Before I could take another sip of tea, he plucked the cup from my fingers and set it aside. His hands came to my waist, warm and certain, and in one effortless motion he lifted me onto the counter.

I gasped, laughing softly, my palms bracing against his shoulders as he stepped between my knees. The heat of him pressed close, denim brushing my thighs, his breath warm against my mouth. “We’ve got twenty minutes,” he murmured, as if that were more than enough time to misbehave.

It wasn’t.

His mouth found mine, slow at first, teasing. I tasted sugar and tea and the faint salt of his skin. My fingers slid into his hair, tugging him closer, and his hands wandered—over my hips, along my back, settling possessively at the curve of my ass. We kissed like we always did—hungry, reckless, unable to remember that this was supposed to be temporary. The oven hummed behind us, the kitchen filled with the scent of caramelizing sugar and toasted pastry, but all I could focus on was the glide of his tongue against mine, the way his body fit so perfectly between my legs.

We were incapable of keeping our hands to ourselves, even for something as innocent as dessert.

When the timer finally chimed, the sharp sound slicing through the haze, he gave me one last lingering kiss—slow, deliberate, almost tender enough to hurt. His lips brushed mine once more before he pulled back, smiling with that boyish warmth that always undid me. He bumped his nose lightly against mine, a soft nuzzle that made my chest ache, then lifted me down as easily as he’d hoisted me up.

My feet touched the floor, but I didn’t move away. I looked up into his eyes and felt the truth settle heavy and undeniable in my chest—I was going to miss this. Miss him. Miss the way he couldn’t pass me without touching me, kissing me, wrapping me up in his warmth. He gave affection so freely, so instinctively. I didn’t know how I’d adjust to the sudden absence of it.

We waited impatiently for the tarts to cool, stealing small brushes of fingers and smiles while the sugary filling settled. When we finally took our first bites, the pastry crumbled delicately, the center sweet and rich, just firm enough to hold its shape. I moaned before I could stop myself.

“These are dangerous,” I said, already reaching for a second.

He watched me with open satisfaction as I took another bite, clearly pleased with himself. I was so distracted by the decadent taste that I didn’t notice the glossy drop of syrup clinging to my lower lip.

Rory did.

He leaned in without warning, his tongue sweeping lightly across my mouth to collect it. The intimate swipe sent a jolt straight through me. I laughed, startled and breathless, my hand coming up to his chest.

“Thief.”

His grin was pure mischief, and before I could protest, he stole a proper kiss too—slow and sweet and just a little possessive. I melted into him, realizing with a quiet shock that I was enjoying this domestic little scene far more than I’d expected. It wasn’t just the sex—though God knew that was extraordinary. It was this. The laughter. The teasing. The way he looked at me like I was the only woman in the room.

He was playful and affectionate and so openly loving that I knew, without a doubt, some woman was going to be unbelievably lucky one day. When he found the one he wanted forever with, she’d have all of this—his warmth, his steadiness, his eager devotion. I hoped she’d treasure him properly.

The thought left a faint sting behind my smile.

“Hey,” he said suddenly, brightening. “I should show you the house plans.”

He grabbed his tablet and pulled up the design, stepping close so I could see. The screen filled with clean lines and careful details—his vision laid out with quiet pride. I studied the layout, picturing it settled on his wooded lot, framed by tall trees with the creek winding lazily behind it. I could almost hear the water, imagine sunlight spilling through wide back windows.

“It’s beautiful, Rory,” I said honestly.

He watched my face instead of the screen. “Anything you’d change?”

I shook my head slowly, taking it all in. The kitchen overlooked the forest, expansive windows promising morning light and the possibility of deer wandering past. The primary bedroom faced the same direction, as if he’d designed it so he could wake each day to something peaceful and green. It felt thoughtful. Intentional. Like a place meant to be filled with laughter.

Five bedrooms.

I didn’t miss that detail.

“You’re planning ahead,” I teased gently.

A faint flush touched his cheeks, but he didn’t deny it. He wanted a wife. Children. A future rooted in something steady and permanent.

“No,” I said again, meeting his eyes. “I wouldn’t change a thing. It’s perfect.”

He nodded, clearly pleased, and I forced my smile to stay bright—even as I imagined him standing in that kitchen someday with another woman at his side, building the life he’d always wanted.

After we’d indulged in far too many butter tarts and chased the sweetness with hot tea, we turned our attention to the tree. Christmas music drifted through the room, wrapping around us like another layer of warmth. When Bing Crosby crooned White Christmas, something inside me softened—memories of childhood mornings and twinkling lights threatening to blur my vision. But Rory wouldn’t let me sink too far into nostalgia. He was too busy holding up the scandalous Santa ornament—red suit riding up to reveal a very unapologetic backside—and arguing that it deserved a place of honor.

I insisted perhaps Santa’s bare cheeks should be hidden discreetly among the branches.

Rory, of course, lobbied passionately for front and center.

In the end, we both stepped back and admired the ridiculous little figure proudly displayed near the middle of the tree, his grin as shameless as ours. It added just the right touch of mischief to the otherwise elegant sweep of white lights and cherished ornaments.

When the last decoration was in place and the tree looked lush and glowing, Rory slid his hands around my waist from behind. Before I could protest, he lifted me effortlessly, my laughter catching in my throat as I balanced the star at the very top. Once it was secure, he didn’t lower me right away. He held me there for a suspended second, our faces inches apart, his eyes bright with something far more wicked than holiday cheer.

Then he let me slide down the length of him.

Slowly.

My body brushed his chest, his stomach, his hips, every inch deliberate. By the time my feet touched the floor again, my breath had turned shallow. He kissed me softly, almost innocently—but his hands betrayed him, roaming over my back, my hips, the curve of my waist, leaving a trail of tingles in their wake.

The fire crackled in the old brick hearth, casting a golden glow across the room. The tree shimmered beside us, its tiny white lights flickering against glass ornaments and gaudy keepsakes. It felt intimate. Secluded. Like the world had narrowed down to just the two of us and the heat building between our bodies.

Rory tried, briefly, to behave.

It lasted maybe thirty seconds.

With a low chuckle, he tugged me down onto the plush white rug in front of the fire. We stretched out together, the softness beneath us, the warmth from the flames kissing our skin. We didn’t rush. We never did. Our mouths found each other in slow, teasing kisses—soft brushes, lingering presses, little nips that made my stomach flutter.

When I reached for his shirt, my fingers slipping between the buttons, hungry to feel the firm heat of him beneath the cotton, he groaned. The sound was deep, rough, and it went straight through me. But instead of letting me continue, he caught my wrists and gently pushed my hands away, a wicked grin tugging at his mouth.

He loved to draw it out.

Loved to make me ache.

His lips returned to mine, softer now, coaxing. His eyes had darkened, pupils blown wide as desire overtook playfulness. One of his hands slid beneath my sweater, his palm warm against my bare stomach. I sucked in a breath as his fingers spread, stroking slowly upward. He moved with exquisite patience, grazing just beneath the swell of my breasts before retreating again, leaving me chasing the sensation.

I whimpered, my hips shifting instinctively toward him.

He repeated the motion—higher this time. The lightest brush against the underside of my breasts sent a jolt through me, but again he withdrew, denying me the pressure I craved. It was delicious torture. My body throbbed with need, every nerve ending alert.

“Rory…” I whispered, half warning, half plea.

He only smiled.

His thumb found my nipple through the thin fabric of my bra, already stiff and straining. He stroked across it once, twice, testing. My back arched instantly, a breathy moan spilling from my lips before I could stop it. He circled it, then flicked it gently, like he was idly strumming the strings of an instrument, watching closely to see how I responded.

And I responded.

My breasts rose and fell rapidly, my lips parted, tongue darting out to wet them. Heat pooled low in my belly, spreading between my thighs, leaving me damp and desperate. I wanted his clothes gone. Mine too. I wanted skin against skin, the full press of him.

But he kept playing me like that—slow, deliberate strokes, savoring every tremor he pulled from my body—until I was trembling beneath him, aching for the moment he would finally give in and let us both have what we so clearly wanted.

I’d never been naked with a man in front of a fire before. Not like this—skin to skin, no hurry, nothing but the crackle of burning logs and the soft wash of amber light turning everything molten and intimate. When Rory finally stopped tormenting me and began stripping us both bare, he did it with reverence, as if undressing me were a ceremony. Every inch of skin he revealed earned a kiss. My shoulder. The slope of my collarbone. The sensitive underside of my breast. By the time our clothes lay forgotten around us, my body was humming.

The fire painted him in bronze and shadow as he bent over me, utterly absorbed in my breasts. His hands were warm and sure, kneading slowly, thumbs circling, while his mouth followed—lips, then tongue, then a gentle scrape of teeth that made me gasp. I threaded my fingers through his hair, holding him there, my hips arching instinctively. The way he suckled, the way his tongue flicked and teased, sent sharp currents straight between my thighs. My nipples throbbed under his attention, swollen and aching, and I swore I could have shattered right then from the relentless pleasure of his mouth.

Desire made me reckless. Or maybe it was curiosity.

“You know,” I murmured, my voice unsteady but playful, “you could’ve had a threesome last night.”

His mouth stilled against me. One hand remained cupping my breast, but he lifted his head slowly, eyes dark and puzzled. “Are you saying you’d want that?”

I laughed softly, dragging my nails through his beard, loving the rasp of it against my fingertips. “Not exactly. But a couple of the women at work seemed very enthusiastic about the idea. With you.” I watched him carefully, enjoying the flicker of confusion shifting toward something more guarded. “One of them said the two of them would have a very good time showing you just how appreciated you are.”

His jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. I traced his cheek, then brushed my thumb over his lower lip, feeling the heat of his breath against my skin. I wanted to see him react—to see if jealousy lived in him the way it did in me. “They went on and on about how gorgeous your eyes are. How good you’d look between them. They even shared a few… creative suggestions.” I leaned closer, my mouth hovering near his. “When they asked what I thought of you, I told them you weren’t my type.”

His eyes flashed at that, a spark of indignation mixing with desire. The fire popped behind us, filling the brief silence.

“So,” I pressed, narrowing my gaze, “have you ever had a threesome?”

He didn’t answer with words. He didn’t have to. The corner of his mouth tipped upward, slow and wicked, and something mischievous glinted in his eyes. That tiny smirk told me enough.

A sharp, possessive heat flared low in my belly. I didn’t want images of him tangled with two other women invading this moment—our moment—especially not with his naked body hovering over mine in the glow of the fire.

Before he could speak, I pushed him onto his back and swung over him, straddling his hips. My hair fell around us like a curtain as I grinned down at him. “Well, lover boy,” I said, bracing my hands on his chest, feeling the steady thud of his heart beneath my palms, “tonight it’s just us.”

His hands slid down my spine, slow and deliberate, until they curved over my ass, fingers digging in with unmistakable approval. “Exactly how I like it.”

Then his expression shifted. The teasing light faded, replaced by something deeper—steady, almost fierce. He tightened his grip slightly, not possessive in a careless way, but certain.

“I hope you know,” he said quietly, his gaze locking with mine, “you’re all I’ll ever need.”

The fire crackled beside us, but the warmth flooding my chest had nothing to do with the flames.

When he looked up at me like that—hopeful, earnest, so heartbreakingly open—I had to blink fast to keep the tears from spilling. If the world were kinder, if timing and circumstance weren’t such cruel, immovable things, he would have been enough for me. More than enough. But reality had its own rules, and no matter how fiercely we burned, it wasn’t built to let us last.

I smoothed my fingers into his hair, anchoring myself in the silk of it, and lowered my mouth to his. A low, needy sound vibrated in my throat as my tongue slid past his lips, slow and claiming. He answered instantly, hands rising to cup my breasts, his palms warm and possessive. His thumbs circled, then rolled over my nipples, teasing them into tight, aching peaks. The friction sent a hot rush straight between my thighs. I was embarrassingly wet already, my body betraying just how desperately it wanted him.

Every nerve ending felt lit from within. My skin was too tight for the heat under it. I needed him—needed the weight and stretch and fullness of him inside me so badly it made my vision blur.

Reaching down, I wrapped my fingers around his cock. He was thick and rigid, velvety heat over iron. I dragged him slowly through my slick folds, coating him, savoring the way he jerked beneath my touch. “God… you’re so hard,” I breathed, my voice husky with hunger.

Then I lifted myself and drove down in one firm, unapologetic thrust.

The sensation stole the air from my lungs.

Rory’s eyes rolled back as a groan tore from his chest. His hands clamped onto my hips, fingers digging in as he pushed up to meet me. “You feel incredible,” he rasped, his voice rough with strain and pleasure.

I began to move, setting a rhythm that made the firelight flicker across his flushed skin. There was no space for doubt now, no room for the future or the ache of it—just this. I leaned forward, pressing my body to his, offering my breasts to his mouth. My fingers threaded into his hair again, holding him there as he latched on, worshipful and hungry.

He knew exactly how to undo me.

The first pull of his lips sent a tremor down my spine. He suckled and teased, his teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp. My hips faltered, then rolled harder. Pleasure gathered low and tight, my body clenching around him instinctively. He had me trembling, my inner muscles fluttering and squeezing, already teetering so close to the edge it was dizzying.

Nothing had ever felt like this. We fit—physically, emotionally, instinctively. He read my body as easily as I read his. A shift in breath, a hitch in movement, and we both knew what the other needed.

His mouth worked over my breasts like he’d been born to it, tongue sweeping, teeth nipping, and I swore what he could do with that mouth should come with a warning label. My thighs tightened around him as heat spiraled higher.

His breathing grew uneven, sharp little pulls of air against my skin. His grip on my hips turned almost bruising. I felt the tension building in him, coiled and ready to snap.

So I gave him everything.

I drove down hard, grinding against him, clenching deliberately as I rose and fell, squeezing him deep inside me. Each downward thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through my clit, through my belly, everywhere.

“Damn, baby,” he groaned, head tipping back.

I felt him pulse—hot, powerful, unstoppable. His release surged into me, his body shuddering as he held me tight. The sensation of him coming apart inside me sent me over with him. My orgasm hit in sharp, rippling waves, my muscles spasming and tightening around him, milking every last tremor from his body.

For a moment we just shook together, breathless and slick with heat.

But he wasn’t finished.

With a low, determined sound, Rory rolled us, settling me onto my back without breaking our connection. He slid deep again, gathering me against his chest as though he could fuse us together. His thrusts were slower now, almost desperate—like he refused to let the moment end.

The drag of him inside me, still thick and sensitive, was exquisite. Each measured push brushed perfectly against my clit, sending sparks through my oversensitized body. He flexed his hips, giving me everything he had left, his breath hot against my neck.

The steady pulse of him, the intimacy of his arms wrapped tight around me, the relentless friction—it unraveled me all over again. My back arched, a broken cry spilling from my lips as another orgasm tore through me, leaving me trembling in his embrace while the fire crackled softly beside us.

Our bodies were still tangled, slick skin cooling in the hush that followed our release. His heartbeat thudded steady against my chest, slowing by degrees, and I watched him the way I always did afterward—like I was trying to memorize him. He lifted a hand and swept the damp strands of hair from my face, his fingers tender, almost reverent. Then he kissed me, soft and unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world.

“I can’t picture my life without you in it, Giselle,” he said quietly, his voice rough from what we’d just done. “I don’t just want this—” his hand drifted down my back, pressing me closer to him “—I want you. All of you. You’re not just the woman I love. You’re my best friend. When my phone lights up with your name, my whole damn day changes. Hearing your voice, even for a minute, makes everything better.” His thumb traced my cheekbone, his gaze searching mine with that earnest intensity that always undid me. “And I know you feel it too. We’ve crossed blizzards, driven through storms, rearranged our lives just to steal time together. That doesn’t happen unless it means something. I see it in your eyes.”

My chest tightened so fiercely it almost hurt. I wondered if he could see the truth there—how completely, recklessly I loved him. If he did, he would never let me go. And I had to make him.

I drew in a shaky breath. “Rory… of course I care. What we’ve had these last two years? It’s been more than I ever expected.” My voice threatened to break, but I forced it steady. “But I think it’s time you let yourself have more.”

He started to protest, and I pressed my fingertips gently to his lips, silencing him. I needed to get it out before I lost my nerve.

“I’ve been feeling guilty,” I confessed. “You should be out there building something real—with someone who can give you everything. You’re only twenty-nine. Your whole future is stretching out in front of you.” I swallowed. “In just over a year, I’ll be forty.”

The number hung between us like a verdict.

“When you showed me those plans for your house—the five bedrooms, the big backyard—it wasn’t subtle. You want children. A noisy kitchen. Toys on the floor.” My smile wavered. “And we both know I can’t promise you that. After forty, the odds… they’re barely there. I waited too long. I can’t give you a family.”

The hurt that flickered across his face nearly shattered me. I brushed my palm along his jaw, committing the feel of him to memory.

“I can see you with someone younger,” I continued softly, forcing myself to paint the picture. “Maybe twenty-five. Beautiful and bright. Maybe blonde, with those perfect, perky breasts you pretend you don’t stare at.” I tried to tease, but my voice trembled. “Someone who can carry your baby and stand beside you while you build that big, loud life you deserve.”

I held his gaze, even as my heart felt like it was caving in.

“No matter how much I love you,” I whispered, “I can’t be everything you’ll want one day. And I won’t be the reason you miss out on becoming a father.”

He didn’t so much as blink at my attempt to push him away. Instead, he held my gaze with that steady, unshakable intensity that had undone me from the very beginning.

“Right now,” he said softly, each word deliberate, “I’m looking at the woman I want. The woman I plan to be with for the rest of my life, if she’ll have me.”

His thumb traced the curve of my jaw as he spoke, his eyes roaming over my face as though memorizing it. “She has this wild red hair that drives me insane, and the most beautiful green eyes I’ve ever seen. And when she smiles at me, I swear nothing else in the world matters.” His mouth curved, tender and certain. “The thought of her makes me happier than anything ever has.”

My breath caught, but he didn’t give me space to retreat.

“And kids?” He shook his head gently. “If it happens, fine. If it doesn’t, that’s fine too. I’ve got my three godkids. I can spoil them, hand them back when they get cranky, and sleep in on Sundays. That’s more than enough for me.” His hand slid to my waist, splaying possessively over my hip. “All I want is you, Giselle. What we have… it feels right. You can’t honestly stand there and tell me you don’t feel it too.”

God, I felt it. I felt it in every aching, traitorous part of me.

But it wasn’t only about numbers and statistics and the silent ticking inside my body. There were other fears, deeper ones, heavier ones, and I couldn’t lay them at his feet. Not tonight. Not when we were supposed to be celebrating, laughing, enjoying the holiday glow wrapped around us like a blessing. I wouldn’t drag him into the shadows crowding my mind. He deserved light.

He pulled me closer, as if he sensed the storm building inside me and wanted to shield me from it. His arms tightened around my back, warm and solid and so painfully right.

“I know the house design looks big,” he continued, brushing his lips briefly against my temple. “Five bedrooms sounds like I’m planning a football team. But think about it—one could be your office. One for me. We’ve both talked about working from home more. And we’d need a proper guest room. You know how your sister loves to stay over.”

His grin turned boyish, hopeful. “That is, of course, assuming you finally agree to come work with me.”

I looked up at him, startled. “Work with you?”

“I’ve been waiting for the right moment to tell you.” He shifted slightly, reaching for his tablet on the coffee table without fully letting me go, like he couldn’t bear to break contact. “I’m designing a new line of homes. Not just beautiful, but revolutionary. I want them to be the most energy-efficient houses on the market.”

He unlocked the screen and angled it toward us both. Architectural renderings filled the display—sleek lines, expansive windows, thoughtful layouts. His voice warmed with excitement as he explained.

“They’ll cost a bit more upfront,” he said, swiping to the next image, “but over time, the savings on energy bills will be significant. I’m talking about homes that practically run themselves—minimal waste, maximum efficiency.”

He glanced at me, eyes bright. “Which is exactly why I need you.”

My heart stumbled again. “Me?”

“You know windows better than anyone I’ve ever met,” he said, his tone earnest and admiring. “You understand the specs, the thermal ratings, the suppliers who actually deliver what they promise. I need the best—triple glazing, cutting-edge insulation, smart ventilation systems. And you’ve got the connections to make it happen.”

He zoomed in on one of the designs, pointing out expansive floor-to-ceiling panes. “If this takes off, I was even thinking… maybe we start assembling our own windows. Custom-built specifically for this line. Total quality control.”

The passion in his voice was intoxicating. This wasn’t just a business idea; it was a dream. I could see it in the way his fingers moved across the screen, in the slight flush along his cheekbones.

“People are more conscious than ever about energy costs,” he went on. “Everything’s getting more expensive. If we can offer homes that are high-end but smarter—homes that save money and reduce environmental impact—I know there’s a market for that. Buyers will see the long-term value.”

He looked at me again, softer now. “And there’s something powerful about telling people they’re investing in a better future. Not just for themselves, but for the next generation. Everyone wants to feel like they’re doing their part.”

His hand slipped from the tablet back to me, settling over my lower back, thumb brushing absent circles through the thin fabric of my top. “I don’t just want to build these houses,” he said quietly. “I want to build them with you.”

The weight of his faith in us, in me, pressed against my chest until it almost hurt. He wasn’t picturing a life that edged me out. He was building one that carved space for me at the center.

And that terrified me more than anything.

Propped on my elbows beside him, I dragged my fingertip across the glowing screen of his tablet, studying the lines and angles he’d sketched out. The man designed houses the way other men fantasized—bold, confident strokes, nothing timid about them. 

“Well,” I murmured, zooming in on one of the window placements, “if you’re serious about making these the most energy‑efficient homes on the market, you’ll want triple‑pane glass filled with krypton. Argon’s solid—and easier on the budget—but krypton is the gold standard.” I traced the frame with my nail. “Of course, it won’t mean a damn thing if the installation’s sloppy. You’d need airtight sealing, precision fitting. Done right, though? You’re looking at up to twenty‑five percent savings annually on heating and cooling.” 

I glanced at him, letting a slow smile curve my mouth. “That’s the kind of number you splash all over your brochures. People love hard proof that their money’s working for them.” 

His arm tightened around me, and he pressed a lingering kiss into my hair. “This,” he said warmly, “is exactly why I need you. You don’t just understand it—you live it. You’d be irreplaceable on something like this.” 

I tipped my head back to look at him and rolled my eyes, even as his praise sent a warm ripple through me. “Rory, we’ve had this conversation. I could never work for you. Especially not in the same office.” 

“I wouldn’t be your boss,” he insisted, brushing his thumb along my jaw. “You’d head your own department. Total control. I wouldn’t meddle—I trust you. Half the time I’m out at build sites anyway. You’d barely see me during the day.” 

I nudged his shoulder with mine, a wicked grin tugging at my lips. “And miss the chance to admire that perfect, tight ass of yours strutting down the corridor? What a tragedy.” 

He laughed softly, then set the tablet aside. His fingers slid beneath my chin, tilting my face up. The air shifted—thicker, charged. He kissed me slowly, deliberately, his mouth warm and claiming. When he pulled back, his eyes were darker, his voice dropping to a husky murmur against my lips. 

“After hours,” he whispered, “when the place is empty… I’d be more than happy to look after you.” 

Heat flared low in my belly. My nipples tightened against my bra, and a slick pulse of arousal dampened the lace between my thighs as my mind betrayed me with images—his hands skimming under my skirt, the click of a locked office door, my panties sliding down my legs while he watched with that sinful half‑smile. 

God. 

I forced out a laugh and shook my head, breaking the spell before it swallowed me whole. “You’re impossible.” And this—us working side by side, sneaking around after hours—was a fantasy I couldn’t afford to indulge. 

The laughter faded as something heavier crept in. My gaze drifted across the room, unfocused. I hadn’t meant to bring it up, but the words slipped free on a sigh. 

“I might not even have a job come January,” I admitted quietly. “There are rumors—restructuring, relocation. If they’re true, I could be out.” 

His body went still beside me. 

“They’d want me to move south,” I continued, my voice steadier than I felt. “Start over with the company down there. And I just… I can’t see myself doing that. So if it happens, I’ll look for something else here. In Montreal.” 

He pulled back enough to study my face, surprise flashing in his eyes. “You didn’t tell me any of this.”

I lifted one shoulder, trying to make it sound casual even though the knot in my stomach had been tightening for weeks. “There’s talk the company’s about to be swallowed up,” I said quietly. “And from what I’ve heard, when that happens—especially if they relocate everything to another country—it’s rarely good news for the people already there. They keep a handful on, just long enough to hand over the keys. You train their replacements, you smile, you make yourself indispensable… and then, once they’ve learned everything you know, they thank you politely and show you the door.”

The words tasted bitter.

“I’ve seen it happen. My uncle went through it when his firm shifted operations to Mexico. He and his wife uprooted their entire lives—sold their house, their cars, practically every piece of furniture they owned. They bought a place down there, convinced they were building something permanent. He poured himself into setting up the new team, worked insane hours getting everyone up to speed. And the moment they felt confident without him?” I swallowed. “They handed him a final paycheck. No severance. No safety net. Just a curt goodbye.”

I could still picture the exhaustion in his eyes when they came back home, older somehow, scrambling to find work and a place to live, starting from scratch with nothing but regret.

“I won’t let that happen to me,” I finished softly. “If they’re planning to gut us, I’d rather walk away on my own terms.”

Rory’s arms tightened around me, firm and protective. “You wouldn’t have to worry about any of that with me,” he said, his voice steady but charged with feeling. “I’d never put you in that position. I’d match your salary—more, if that’s what it took. I need you, Giselle. Especially for this project. I want it to set the bar for everything we build from here on out. And I can’t imagine doing it without you.”

The way he said need made heat unfurl low in my belly, slow and dangerous.

I didn’t trust myself to answer. My life felt like it was balanced on the edge of a blade, and I couldn’t make promises to anyone—not even him. So instead I pressed closer, sliding into the warmth of his body. I kissed the underside of his chin, breathing in the clean, masculine scent of him, then caught his lower lip gently between my teeth and tugged, playful but intimate.

“Tomorrow’s Christmas,” I murmured against his mouth. “We should probably get some sleep if we want to make it to morning.”

He smiled against my lips, but I felt the reluctance in the way his hands lingered on my hips before we finally made our way to bed.

Lying on my back in the dark, staring up at the faint shadows shifting across the ceiling, my mind refused to quiet. I kept replaying every store aisle, every display I’d agonized over. Finding something for him had felt impossibly complicated. I couldn’t give him anything too meaningful—not when I’d already told him that after the holidays, we were over. No future. No expectations. Just this bright, fragile bubble of time.

But I couldn’t bear the thought of handing him something cold and generic either. A bottle of cologne. A subscription. Something that said you’re just a passing distraction.

He wasn’t.

That was the problem.

Maybe I should have held firm and spent Christmas alone. It would have been cleaner. Safer. But these days with him had been intoxicating—easy laughter, shared meals, long conversations that slipped into heated kisses without warning. I’d given in because I wanted this week. Because I wanted him.

And no matter what happened in January, at least I would have this—these nights tangled together, his steady heartbeat under my ear, the memory of how it felt to be wanted so fiercely by a man who looked at me like I was the best decision he’d ever make.


RORY

That brief, taunting brush of her mouth had been enough to stiffen me instantly, my body reacting before my brain could catch up. She knew exactly what she was doing—distracting me, softening me up so I’d stop talking about hiring her. It was classic her: derail the serious conversation with a kiss that promised so much more. 

But beneath the heat simmering in my blood, I couldn’t ignore the practical side of it. If she truly was on the brink of losing her job, then maybe this was the right moment. Maybe it wasn’t impulsive or reckless—maybe it was timing. I needed someone I trusted. I needed her. And once the house was finally built, once the dust settled and the walls were ours, maybe she’d want to make it permanent. Move in. Share more than stolen nights and half-packed suitcases. Build something real with me. 

Still, tomorrow loomed. A turkey waiting in the fridge. Decisions waiting in my chest. I had to figure out whether she was ready—for the offer, for the life I was imagining, for everything I wanted to place in her hands. 

When the lights were out and the room fell quiet, moonlight spilled through the window in a pale silver wash, outlining the curve of her body. She was curled tight against me, her bare backside pressed snugly to my groin, warm and impossibly soft. My cock twitched where it rested against her, half-hard again just from the feel of her. I slid my arm around her waist, fitting myself along her spine, breathing in the faint scent of her shampoo. 

It hit me then—we hadn’t eaten. 

I pressed a lazy kiss to the back of her head, my lips lingering in her hair. “Hey,” I murmured softly, my hand stroking her hip. “We never had dinner. You hungry?” 

She gave a small shake of her head, too sleepy to even turn around. Her voice was thick with exhaustion. “No. I’m fine. I can eat tomorrow.” A pause, a sigh as she snuggled her ass more firmly against me. “Right now I just need sleep.” 

I huffed a quiet laugh against her skin. I was wrecked, too. It felt like we’d packed a week into a single day since leaving the hotel that morning. But it hadn’t just been sex and heat and tangled sheets. We’d talked. Laughed. Wandered. It felt… solid. Real. 

And tomorrow would be our first Christmas morning waking up together. 

The thought warmed me more than the blankets. I kissed her bare shoulder, tasting her skin, and whispered against it, “Merry Christmas, baby.” 

She didn’t answer. Her breathing had already deepened, slow and even. 

Smiling, I pulled the duvet higher over us, tucking it around her shoulders, then drew her closer until there wasn’t an inch between us. Her body molded to mine like it belonged there. It didn’t take long before sleep dragged me under, too. 

Morning crept in softly. I surfaced slowly, aware first of warmth—her warmth. She was wrapped around me, legs tangled with mine, her body curved possessively into my side. For a second I wondered if she was cold, the way she clung to me, but then she shifted and I felt the lazy press of her thigh between mine. No, she wasn’t cold. She just liked being close. 

I brushed my lips to her forehead. Her lashes fluttered, eyes opening slowly. When recognition dawned—when she realized she was here, in my bed, in my arms—her face lit up with the sweetest smile I’d ever seen. 

“Merry Christmas,” I whispered, grazing her mouth with mine. 

“Mmm… Merry Christmas,” she breathed, her voice husky with sleep. She tipped her chin down and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the hollow of my throat, right over my pulse. The contact sent a shiver through me. 

God, it felt good just lying there with her. My hand slid up and down her back, savoring the satin glide of her skin beneath my palm. It would’ve been so easy to drift off again… or to let my hand wander lower, part her thighs, ease myself inside her while she was still warm and drowsy. The temptation tugged hard. 

But this was our first Christmas morning together. I didn’t want to sleep it away—even if staying in bed with her was my favorite place in the world. 

I kissed the crown of her head, then gave her backside a playful squeeze, earning a soft little sound from her lips. “Hey,” I said, smiling against her hair. “We should get up. See what Santa brought us.” 

She tilted her face up to me, one brow lifting in mock suspicion, a wicked little smirk curving her mouth. “Well,” she teased, her fingers tracing idle patterns over my chest, “he better not have left much. We agreed—one small gift each. Remember?” 

Her eyes sparkled in the morning light, and I had a feeling neither of us had kept that promise as small as we’d claimed.

“Or maybe two,” I teased, chuckling when she shot me that exaggerated eye roll.

It was our first Christmas as something real—no more stolen weekends, no more half-promises whispered in hotel sheets. I’d wanted to spoil her shamelessly. I’d wandered through stores picturing her in this, wearing that, laughing as she unwrapped something decadent and unnecessary. In the end, I’d shown restraint.

Mostly.

There was one gift in particular that felt heavier than the rest. Not because of its size, but because of what it meant. I still wasn’t certain she’d take it the way I hoped she would.

She stretched lazily against me, arching like a cat, and the brush of her nipples over my bare chest sent a slow, molten pulse straight to my groin. My body answered her before my brain could catch up. I tightened my hold on her hips, swallowing a groan. If we let ourselves slip, if I rolled her onto her back and slid between those warm, welcoming thighs, we’d never make it out of bed. It would be Florida all over again—two reckless days where we barely left the sheets, mouths and hands exploring until we were deliciously wrecked and finally collapsed in a tangled, sweaty heap.

God, that had been perfect.

I forced myself to ease away and head for the kitchen while she disappeared into the shower. The sound of water hitting tile filled the house, and I stood there grinding coffee beans, imagining the spray gliding over her shoulders, down the lush curve of her breasts, tracing the soft slope of her belly. I pictured her hands soaping between her thighs, her head tipping back as the heat soaked into her skin.

I nearly abandoned the coffee right then.

But I knew myself. If I stepped in there and slid my palms over that slick, wet body, I wouldn’t be coming out for a long while. So I stayed put, breathing through the ache, promising myself I’d have her later—slowly, thoroughly.

Breakfast was simple—bagels layered with smoked salmon and thick cream cheese. We perched at my small kitchen table, knees brushing, steam curling from our mugs. I caught her staring at my ancient harvest-gold refrigerator, its color somewhere between mustard and nostalgia.

“It came with the place,” I said with a grin. “Still runs like a champ. When I tear this house down, I’m thinking of donating it somewhere that could use it instead of hauling it to the dump.”

Her expression softened instantly. She reached across the table, her fingers lacing with mine, giving a gentle squeeze. “That’s… actually really sweet. I’m sure someone would be grateful.”

The way she looked at me—like I’d just revealed something quietly decent inside myself—made my chest feel too tight.

I built up the fire again, and we carried our gifts into the living room. The flames snapped and crackled, painting the walls in gold and shadow. We settled onto the rug in front of the hearth, wrapped in nothing but our robes, bare legs tangled as we leaned against the couch.

When she tore the paper off the oversized bottle of Bailey’s, her laughter rang out bright and wicked. She tipped her head back, eyes sparkling, then waggled her brows at me in a way that made my pulse spike.

“Oh, I remember the last time this stuff was involved,” she said, voice dipping low.

How could I forget? Mini bottles from a hotel bar. Her gasps as I poured a silky ribbon over the swell of her breast. The taste of cream and whiskey on her skin as I licked her clean. The way she’d shivered when I traced a cool line down her stomach and followed it with my tongue.

“Thanks, Rory,” she murmured, hugging the bottle to her chest. “But it’s a bit ambitious. I might need help finishing it.”

“You won’t hear me complaining,” I replied, already imagining her sprawled naked in front of this very fire, sweet liquor glistening over her curves.

She shifted closer. I was wearing only my black terry robe, loosely tied, nothing underneath. She seemed to notice. Her hand slid casually onto my thigh, fingers warm and deliberate. She stroked upward, nails barely grazing my skin, until her touch reached the sensitive weight of my balls.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

My cock surged hard instantly, twitching against the soft fabric. She cupped me through the robe, testing the firmness there, her thumb brushing lazily as if she had all the time in the world.

All I had to do was pull the knot loose on her robe. One simple tug. Watch the fabric fall open and reveal her—bare, flushed by the firelight. I could ease her back onto the rug, push her knees apart, forget the presents stacked beside us and the turkey waiting in the fridge.

My body was more than ready.

And judging by the slow, knowing smile curving her lips, so was she.

Telling myself I needed at least a shred of restraint, I limited the damage to nudging her robe off one silky shoulder. The fabric slipped down, baring her to the firelight, and I bent to her, brushing my tongue over the tight peak of her nipple. A soft flick. A slow pull of my lips. I felt the tremor ripple through her body exactly the way I’d anticipated, her breath catching as her fingers tightened on me.

I gave her one last lingering lick, savoring the way her skin pebbled beneath my mouth—just as her hand slid lower, cupping me, weighing my balls in her palm and rolling them with lazy expertise. Heat shot straight through me.

“Careful,” I murmured against her breast, voice rough with promise. “That’s the kind of move that lands you squarely on Santa’s naughty list.”

She only smiled, wicked and unrepentant.

She had no idea what I had planned for later. After dinner, after the plates were cleared and the fire burned low, I intended to show her just how deliciously sinful we could be together.

Still wearing that smug little grin, she leaned forward and handed me a long, rectangular box wrapped in shimmering silver-blue paper, a dramatic bow perched on top. “I’m just glad baggage handlers didn’t crush it,” she said. “And… I hope it fits.”

I tore into the paper, curiosity momentarily eclipsing lust. Inside was a thick, cream cable-knit sweater, beautifully made. A small card slipped out: Hand-knit for you in aid of the Montreal SPCA.

Something in my chest softened. “Giselle… this is amazing.” I looked up at her. “I should try it on.”

Without thinking, I shrugged off my robe, letting it fall open and away, and dragged the sweater over my head. The wool settled warmly over my shoulders and chest. I smoothed my palms down the front, appreciating the weight, the softness. It fit perfectly, hugging me just enough.

“Well?” I asked, spreading my arms slightly. “How do I look?”

She was biting her lip, clearly fighting laughter. “Considering I’m at eye level with your… situation? I’d say the view is spectacular.”

I followed her gaze and barked out a laugh. There I stood, bundled in a wholesome winter sweater from the waist up—and completely bare below, my cock resting heavy and exposed between my thighs.

I ran my hands over the knit again. “It’s warm. Soft.”

Her eyes darkened as she reached out, brushing her fingertips along my length with deliberate slowness. “You’re right,” she murmured, stroking me with a featherlight touch that made my breath hitch. “Very soft. And very smooth.”

Before I could respond, she slid gracefully to her knees in front of me. The firelight caught in her copper-red hair as it spilled down her back. She gripped my thighs, steady and possessive, and then her tongue traced a slow, teasing path along me.

My head tipped back, eyes closing as pleasure pulsed through me. I exhaled sharply, loving the contrast of the cozy sweater hugging my chest while every inch below my hips burned with need.

She glanced up at me through her lashes, that mischievous smile playing at her mouth as she licked again, slower this time, savoring me. I knew in that instant that I would never wear this sweater without remembering this image—her on her knees, firelight dancing in her hair, teasing me with maddening patience.

My fingers sank into the thick silk of her hair, gathering it in my fists. I began to move, just slightly, unable to stop myself. My jaw tightened as my hips flexed, heart pounding hard against the wool covering my chest. I watched her lips part, felt the heat of her mouth as she drew me in, and a deep groan tore from my throat as I grew thick and fully hard between her lips.

The shrill trill of my phone sliced through the haze of pleasure like a blade. I jerked, eyes squeezing shut as a curse tumbled from my mouth. The sound seemed obscenely loud in the warm, intimate quiet we’d created.

I glanced down at the floor where my cell lay abandoned beside the couch. “That’ll be my mother,” I muttered, dragging a hand over my face. “Calling to wish me a Merry Christmas.” Of course she was. Flawless timing, Mom.

Giselle leaned back on her heels, a slow, wicked smile curving her mouth. She brushed the back of her hand across her lips in a gesture that made my pulse throb all over again. “Then you probably shouldn’t keep her waiting,” she said lightly.

The glint in her eyes promised she knew exactly what she’d been interrupting—and exactly what she intended to resume.

I reached for the phone, shaking my head at her as I answered. “Hey, Mom. Merry Christmas.”

While my mother launched into cheerful holiday chatter, asking if I was alone, if I’d made plans, if I was eating properly—as if I were twelve instead of a grown man with a very naked, very tempting woman kneeling in front of me—I caught Giselle’s gaze.

“No,” I said into the phone, fighting the urge to grin. “I’m home with a friend.”

My best friend. The woman currently watching me with heat in her eyes and mischief in her smile.

Giselle rose gracefully, slipping away toward the kitchen under the pretense of refilling our coffee, giving me space to talk. The domestic sweetness of it hit me unexpectedly hard—her bare feet padding across the floor, her robe loosely belted, her hair a tumble of copper down her back. It felt dangerously close to something permanent.

Then her own phone rang, and I could hear her laughing softly in the kitchen, wishing her sister and her family a happy Christmas. The sound of her voice—warm, affectionate, alive—made my chest tighten.

It was a good thing the calls came when they did. Because if they hadn’t, I knew exactly how this day would unfold, and it wouldn’t involve peeling potatoes or basting a turkey.

And while I liked pizza as much as the next guy, it wasn’t what I had in mind for Christmas dinner.

By the time we’d both said our goodbyes and ended our calls, the air between us had shifted again—charged, expectant. She returned carrying two mugs, a sly smile playing on her lips as she set one in front of me.

“So,” she asked, lowering herself gracefully onto the rug, “where were we before the world intruded?”

I’d tugged my robe back on at some point, though it did little to cool the heat still simmering under my skin. Sitting cross-legged near the tree, I lifted a small wrapped box and arched a brow at her. “I think we were being civilized. Opening presents, maybe?”

She made a show of wrinkling her nose, as if mildly offended by the suggestion of restraint, but she settled beside me all the same. Her shoulder brushed mine as she carefully peeled back the paper, her expression shifting from mock impatience to stunned delight.

“Oh my God.” Her voice went soft. She looked up at me, eyes shining, then surged onto her knees and wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me hard and grateful. “Rory… I can’t believe you found this.”

Relief flooded me as I watched her cradle the book in her hands like something precious. I’d hunted it down for weeks—an out-of-print novel from an author she’d adored since she was a teenager. One lonely copy tucked away in a tiny English bookshop, and I’d snatched it up the second I saw it.

“I pay attention,” I said quietly, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek.

“You do,” she murmured, and the way she looked at me made the room feel suddenly smaller. More intimate.

She reached for the shiny red gift bag she’d set aside earlier and handed it over with a playful tilt of her head. “Your turn.”

I pulled out the tissue paper and barked out a laugh when I saw what she’d chosen: black boxer briefs with a bright, ridiculous nutcracker positioned strategically at the crotch.

I tipped my head back, laughing harder. “Well. That’s festive.”

“Thought they’d pair nicely with your sweater,” she said sweetly, that wicked glimmer back in her eyes. “You can model them for me later.”

I met her gaze, heat flaring low and steady. “Later?” I echoed, letting the word linger.

Her lips curved. “Mmm. After coffee.”

The promise in her voice told me that Christmas dinner was going to be very, very late.

I slid another flat, carefully wrapped package into her hands and watched her face the way a man watches a fuse burn toward something explosive. She tore into the paper without ceremony, laughing—until she lifted the lid and saw what was inside.

The sound that left her wasn’t a laugh. It was a soft, startled gasp.

I’d had that photo enlarged—the one from the very first night at the pool. The two of us in our swimsuits, skin still damp, hair a mess from the water, standing a little too close for two people who were supposed to be nothing more than casual company. I’d bribed the bartender to snap it. I’d never told her.

In the picture, we weren’t touching much. But the way we were looking at each other… that was the giveaway. Heat. Curiosity. Something that had already begun to smolder. Even then.

She stared at it like it might disappear if she blinked.

“You sneaky man,” she breathed, eyes still locked on the image. “I don’t even remember us taking this.”

“I do,” I murmured.

Her gaze lifted to mine, wide and shining, mouth slightly parted in disbelief. “I’m so glad we did.” She ran her fingers lightly over the edge of the frame, almost reverent. “It’s perfect. Thank you, Rory.”

My chest felt tight in the best possible way. She hadn’t mentioned breaking up again. Not once. The air between us felt warm, hopeful, almost fragile.

Which was exactly why my pulse started hammering when I reached beneath the tree and pulled out the small pale blue Tiffany bag I’d been torturing myself over for days.

I held it out to her.

Her eyes narrowed immediately. “Rory… this better not be something ridiculous. We agreed—one small thing. That was the deal.”

I gave her a sheepish half-smile. “It’s not very big.”

“That’s not reassuring.”

Still, she took it.

She slid the little turquoise box from the bag, her fingers suddenly careful. The room seemed to quiet, even the crackle of the tree lights fading into the background as she lifted the lid.

The diamond caught the light first. A brilliant solitaire, clean and sharp, set on a band encircled with smaller stones that flashed like captured stars.

Her breath hitched hard.

For a heartbeat she simply stared. Then her hand flew to her mouth. Her eyes filled instantly—shock, fear, something deeper—and she snapped the box shut as if it had burned her. She shoved it back into the bag and pushed it toward me, shaking her head.

“No.” Her voice wavered. “I can’t. I can’t take this, Rory. I’m sorry.”

The word sorry sliced straight through me.

Not exactly the reaction I’d fantasized about during all those sleepless nights working up the courage.

I forced myself to stay steady. Reaching out, I let my hand rest on her knee, thumb stroking slowly through the fabric of her robe. “Giselle… you don’t have to say yes. You don’t have to wear it. Hell, you don’t even have to decide anything right now.” I swallowed. “Just keep it. That’s all I’m asking.”

Her eyes shimmered, and when the first tear slipped free, something in me cracked. I pulled her into my lap, wrapping my arms around her waist. She fit there so perfectly it felt like proof of something larger than fear. I brushed her hair back from her damp lashes, cupping her face.

“I love you,” I said softly, fiercely. “I love you in a way that doesn’t scare me. I don’t care about the years between us. I don’t care about kids. I care about you. About waking up next to you. About fighting with you and making up with you and building something real.” My thumb traced the curve of her cheek. “So we take it slow. One day at a time. No pressure. But please… just keep the ring. Let it be a promise of what could be.”

She searched my face like she was looking for weakness, for doubt. She wouldn’t find it.

“There are so many reasons this shouldn’t work,” she whispered. “It’s not just the age. It’s… everything. My life. My body. The fact that I may never give you children.” Her voice trembled. “You could have anyone you want, Rory. Someone younger. Someone simpler. I don’t understand why you want me.”

I tightened my arms around her, pressing my forehead to hers, breathing her in. The woman who thought she was too complicated, too flawed, too much.

She had no idea.

“Because,” I said against her lips, “you’re the only one I see.”

I lifted my hand to her face, brushing my thumb slowly along the curve of her cheekbone, memorizing the warmth of her skin. “Maybe it’s because we fit,” I murmured. “Because when I’m with you, everything locks into place. I’ve never met anyone who makes me feel the way you do. And I haven’t even glanced at another woman since that first night by the pool.”

The tension in her features eased, just a little. Her lips curved into that crooked, irresistible smile that always undid me. “We were having such a perfect morning,” she teased softly. “And then you had to ruin it by pulling out a ring.”

I huffed out a laugh. “Yeah. I’m terrible like that.” My palm drifted down her back in a slow, soothing stroke, feeling the subtle arch of her spine beneath my touch. I tipped my chin toward the little blue bag between us. “Don’t you at least want to see how it looks on you? Just to check the size?”

Before she could protest, I reached inside, flipped open the box again, and lifted the ring free. The diamond caught the light, scattering sparks across her skin. Holding her gaze, I slid it gently onto her finger.

It fit.

For a long moment she didn’t say anything. She just stared at her hand, turning it slightly, watching the stone flash and shimmer as if it had always belonged there. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Finally, she exhaled. “It’s stunning, Rory. Truly. The most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen.” Her voice wavered. “But you need to return it. I can’t take this. I’m sorry.” She swallowed, blinking back emotion. “There’s too much happening in my life right now. I won’t drag you into my mess. That wouldn’t be fair.”

I searched her face, a knot forming in my stomach. “What mess?” I asked quietly. “Talk to me. If this is about your job, about the company maybe relocating—you already know you’ve got a place with me anytime. I’d hire you in a second.” I gave her a pointed look. “And if you’re worried about workplace distractions, I solemnly swear to keep my hands to myself after five. Unless you beg.”

That earned me a reluctant smirk, but it didn’t erase the sadness clouding her eyes. She reached up, her fingers grazing my cheek with a tenderness that made my chest ache. “Let’s just have today,” she said softly. “We’ll deal with everything else tomorrow. It’s Christmas. We’re supposed to be happy.”

I didn’t push her. Not then. But tomorrow, I promised myself, I’d get the truth out of her. Whatever she was carrying, I wanted to carry it with her.

We reluctantly disentangled ourselves and pulled on clothes—nothing fancy, just enough to feel semi-respectable while cooking dinner. She moved around the kitchen in a soft sweater that skimmed her hips, peeling vegetables with focused precision, her hair falling forward every time she leaned over the counter. I had to physically force myself not to come up behind her and slide my hands under that sweater.

Instead, I threw myself into the meal—mixing the stuffing, seasoning the turkey, sliding it into the oven. The domestic rhythm of it felt strangely intimate, like a glimpse into the future I’d dared to imagine.

Once everything was prepped and simmering, the scent of roasting turkey filling the house, I poured us each a generous glass of wine. I assembled a tray with sharp cheeses, crackers, pâté, and a little bowl of olives, then carried it into the living room.

We curled up on the couch, close but not quite touching, and put on Christmas Vacation. Within minutes we were laughing uncontrollably. She nearly spilled her wine when Chevy Chase stumbled around the attic, and I thought she might actually choke on a cracker during the scene with the cat in the box.

For a while, the weight between us lifted. Her laughter rang out, bright and unguarded, and when she leaned into me without thinking, I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and held her there.

Tomorrow could wait.

Tonight, she was in my arms, wearing my ring, even if she didn’t think she could keep it.

“I swear, I could watch this every year and never get tired of it,” Giselle gasped, swiping at the tears spilling from the corners of her eyes as she laughed. Her whole body shook against mine, warm and loose and gloriously unguarded. 

Seeing her like that—open, carefree, genuinely happy—did something to me. It eased the tight coil that had been sitting in my chest since she’d tried to give the ring back. For now, at least, she wasn’t carrying whatever secret weighed on her. She was just here. With me.

Dinner turned out better than either of us expected. The gravy, which we’d hovered over like nervous scientists, whisking and tasting and praying we wouldn’t end up with a gluey disaster, came together silky and rich. It cascaded over the whipped potatoes like velvet, no lumps, no panic—just smooth, savory perfection.

When everything was finally on the table, I lifted my glass and tapped it gently against hers. “Merry Christmas, baby.”

She held my gaze as she echoed the words back, her voice soft and warm. Then she looked down at her plate, visibly impressed. “This looks incredible. If I’d been home alone today, I probably would’ve ordered something pathetic. Fried chicken. Or a burger.” She gave a small shrug, like it didn’t matter.

But it did. The image of her spending Christmas by herself with a paper bag of fast food twisted something deep in my gut. She deserved more than that. She deserved warmth. Effort. Celebration. 

“I think we make a pretty damn good team,” I told her. “But let’s confirm with a taste test.”

We both took a bite at the same time—and instantly groaned. Loudly. Unapologetically.

Our eyes flew to each other’s, and we burst out laughing at the indecent sounds we’d just made. But it really was that good. Maybe because we’d made it together. Maybe because the whole day felt charged and intimate and ours.

Cooking with her in my tiny kitchen had been its own kind of foreplay. We’d bumped hips and brushed hands, passing utensils, reaching for spices. At one point she’d slid behind me while I was stirring the stuffing, her palms drifting down to my ass. She squeezed, slow and deliberate, kneading like she was testing dough.

“Quality control,” she’d murmured.

That had gotten my full attention.

I’d dropped the spoon, spun around, and hauled her against me. My hands slipped under her sweater, skimming over warm skin, pushing fabric higher until my palms found the soft curve of her waist. I’d bent my head, ready to claim her mouth, to taste her the way I wanted to taste everything about her—

And then the timer had beeped.

Reality. Dinner. Responsibility.

We’d reluctantly separated, both of us laughing, both of us flushed and breathing harder than we should’ve been for two people supposedly just making a holiday meal.

For dessert, I brought out the chocolate Bûche de Noël I’d tracked down at a local bakery. The moment I set it between us, her face transformed.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, eyes wide and luminous. “My grand-mère used to make this every Christmas. How did you find one here?”

“There’s a bakery not far from here that goes all out this time of year,” I told her. “They had everything. I even grabbed a German stollen for tomorrow morning.”

She looked at me like I’d just handed her the moon.

The cake was rich and decadent, dense chocolate and cream that melted on the tongue. She closed her eyes on the first bite, humming softly, and I swear that sound did things to me that had nothing to do with dessert.

By the time we finished eating—and cleaning up—we were both pleasantly exhausted. Full, warm, a little wine-soft around the edges.

“Bed?” she suggested, her voice low and knowing.

“Definitely.”

We didn’t bother pretending we needed pajamas. Clothes felt unnecessary, almost intrusive. We shed them easily, leaving a trail across the hallway before sliding between cool sheets that quickly warmed beneath our bare skin.

I grabbed the bottle of Bailey’s and poured generous glasses. When I handed hers over, our fingers brushed. Her lips curved, slow and wicked.

We both remembered.

The last time we’d shared this particular drink, it hadn’t stayed in the glasses for long.

We clinked crystal gently and took a sip, the creamy sweetness coating my tongue. She swallowed, then licked a faint trace from her bottom lip, her eyes locked on mine.

The air between us shifted—thickened.

Christmas lights from the living room cast a faint glow through the doorway, outlining her body in soft gold. And as she moved closer, her thigh sliding over mine beneath the sheets, I knew the night was far from over.

A wicked spark flared in her eyes before she curled her fingers into my hair and drew my mouth down to hers. The taste of Bailey’s still lingered on her tongue—sweet cream and whiskey heat—and she traced it slowly along my lips, savoring me before slipping inside. 

God, the way she kissed. 

She never rushed it. She’d graze her teeth over my bottom lip, tug just enough to make me groan, then soothe it with the soft glide of her tongue. Each slow stroke teased and claimed at the same time, and within seconds my body betrayed me completely. I hardened against her thigh, aching, hungry, intoxicated by her.

We set our glasses on the nightstand without breaking the kiss. I eased her back into the pillows, following her down, my hands sliding over the curves I’d memorized but never tired of exploring. I kept my eyes on her—those luminous green eyes that always seemed to see straight through me—as I nudged her thighs apart. 

She was breathtaking like that. Breasts rising and falling with quickened breaths, nipples tightening under my gaze, her body opening for me without hesitation.

When my fingers slipped between her legs, she was already slick and welcoming. The heat of her wrapped around me instantly. She moaned—low, helpless—and that sound nearly undid me. I could have rushed, could have given in to the urgency pounding through my veins. Instead, I forced myself to savor her.

I wrapped my hand around myself and pressed forward slowly, easing into her inch by exquisite inch. She gasped at the stretch, her nails biting into my shoulders as I filled her. For a moment we just stayed like that, foreheads touching, breathing the same air, letting our bodies adjust and align.

Then we moved.

Unhurried. Deep. Sweet.

I rocked into her with deliberate strokes, watching every flicker of pleasure cross her face. She arched beneath me, her hips lifting to meet mine, urging me deeper. When she rolled us over and straddled me, her hair spilling around her shoulders, she looked powerful and impossibly sensual. She took me inside her again, slowly lowering herself, her head tipping back as she began to ride me in that steady, hypnotic rhythm that made my vision blur.

Hours seemed to melt away. We shifted and explored, hands and mouths wandering, laughter blending with breathless sighs. Being with her was never just sex—it was something fierce and consuming and achingly intimate. And every single time, it felt like the first time and the best time all at once.

When sleep finally claimed us, she tucked herself against me, her leg draped over mine, her cheek resting over my heart.

Morning light crept through the curtains. I woke with her still curled into me, warm and soft, her breath brushing my chest. When her eyes fluttered open, she looked up at me, and something in her expression made my stomach tighten. There was hesitation there. Fear, maybe.

I kissed her forehead gently, smoothing my thumb along her temple. We couldn’t avoid it anymore.

“So,” I murmured, keeping my voice calm, “are you going to tell me what’s going on?”

She studied my face, as if measuring how much to reveal. Then she nodded slowly. “I will… but only if you promise you’ll let me handle it myself once I do.”

I didn’t even know what it was, but I pulled her closer anyway. “Whatever it is, Giselle, I’m here. Always.”

She drew in a shaky breath. “You remember I told you my mom passed away two years before we met?”

“Of course. It was the year after my dad died.”

She nodded, her fingers absently tracing circles against my chest. It took her a moment to steady herself.

“My regular doctor retired,” she began softly. “The new one… she’s thorough. Very thorough. She started asking about family history, and when I told her both my mom and my grandmother died from breast cancer…” Her voice faltered. “She got this look on her face. Like she was already worried.”

My body tensed, but I stayed quiet.

“She immediately scheduled a mammogram. And she referred me to a specialist for genetic testing—BRCA screening. To see if I carry the gene for breast or ovarian cancer.” She swallowed hard. “I walked into that appointment feeling completely fine. And suddenly I left wondering if I’m next.”

The fear in her eyes gutted me. 

Just hours ago she’d been flushed with pleasure beneath me, vibrant and alive. And now she looked small, fragile in a way I’d never seen before.

I tightened my arms around her, pressing a kiss into her hair, wishing I could absorb every ounce of that fear into myself.

I heard every word, but they seemed to land somewhere outside my body, as if I were floating a few inches above the bed, watching us from a distance. My mind snagged on only one terror—that she was about to tell me she was dying. I could survive anger, distance, even losing her if she chose to walk away. But not that. Anything but that.

My throat felt tight. “Have you… have you done the tests already?”

She gave a small nod against my chest. “I had the mammogram last week.” Her fingers curled into the sheet between us. She lifted her gaze to mine, those beautiful green eyes shimmering as she blinked too deliberately. “They found a lump.”

For a second, everything inside me dropped. It was a physical sensation, like the floor had vanished beneath the bed. A lump. The word echoed in my skull, ugly and heavy. Not her. Not Giselle. She was warmth and laughter and wicked smiles in the dark. She wasn’t hospital rooms and hushed voices and oncology wards.

A cold shiver traced my spine. I forced myself to breathe. “What… what happens now? Have they looked at it? Do they know what it is?”

“I’ve already done the genetic testing,” she said quietly. “And they’ve scheduled surgery to remove it on January second. I’ll have to go back home on New Year’s Day.” Her voice was steady, but I could feel the tension in her body, coiled tight against mine. “They’ll biopsy whatever they take out. After that, my doctor wants me to come in and talk about the results.” She hesitated. “She also recommended my sister get checked. Marie has two little ones. I keep thinking about them. I’m just… praying this is only me being overly cautious.”

I kept nodding like that would help me process it, like agreeing with the air might somehow make it less real. My stomach churned. I focused on her hand in mine, the warmth of her skin, the pulse at her wrist. She was here. She was alive. She was breathing.

“Okay,” I managed finally, my voice rough. “Then we’ll book you a flight for the first. I’ll take you myself.”

Her fingers tightened around mine. “Rory…” She searched my face, and there was so much tenderness there it nearly undid me. “I’m going to handle this on my own. I wasn’t even going to tell you. I didn’t want to weigh you down with it.”

“Giselle—”

“This is why I keep telling you to move forward,” she pressed gently. “There’s so much happening with me right now. And you…” Her lips curved in a faint, bittersweet smile. “You’re still at the beginning of everything. Your career, your dreams. I don’t want my mess to anchor you.”

“My mess?” I echoed, incredulous.

She brushed her fingertips along my cheek, the gesture achingly soft. “If it is cancer, some of the treatments are… extreme. Surgeries that change you. That take pieces of you away.” Her hand drifted unconsciously to her breast, and my chest clenched. “My mother and my grandmother both had what the doctors called aggressive cases. It spread so fast they barely had time to fight.”

The thought of her body altered, scarred, hurting—of her believing that would make her less desirable—ignited something fierce and protective in me.

She tried to smile, but it trembled at the edges. “So we’ll have these last few days together. Just us. And then I’ll go home, have the surgery, and… after that, I’ll know what I’m facing.”

“Giselle.” I shifted, pulling her more firmly into my arms, until there was no space left between us. “You are not going through this alone.”

She sighed softly, as if she’d expected that answer. “I can ask a friend to drive me home from the hospital. I’ll manage. You need to stay here. You’ve got that new business opportunity you’re excited about. This is my responsibility.”

I framed her face in my hands, forcing her to look at me. “You are not a responsibility,” I said, low and steady. “And you don’t get to decide for me what I can handle. If there’s a fight coming, I’m in it. Every appointment. Every sleepless night. Every scar.” My thumb traced the curve of her jaw. “You don’t get to push me away to make it easier.”

Her breath hitched, and for the first time since she’d started talking, I saw the fear she’d been holding back.

I pressed my forehead to hers. “We’ll face whatever this is together.”

“I’ve built a team I trust,” I told her, my voice firmer than I felt. “Everything will keep running while I’m gone. Nothing is so important that I can’t step away.” I shook my head slowly, disbelief and hurt tangling in my chest. “So don’t stand there and tell me you’re doing this by yourself. Not when I’m right here. Not when you have me.”

The thought of her carrying this fear alone—smiling at me, touching me, loving me, all while this shadow hung over her—made my throat burn. “I can’t believe you kept something like this inside,” I murmured, softer now. “That you thought I’d just… walk away because things got hard.” My thumb brushed along her cheekbone, memorizing the warmth of her skin, the fragile strength in her expression. “Do you really think I’m capable of that?”

I lifted my hands and framed her face, cradling her like something infinitely precious. Her skin was cool beneath my palms, her eyes luminous and glassy, and I forced her to hold my gaze—to see the certainty there. “I love you,” I said, each word deliberate, unshakable. “Not the easy parts. Not just the laughter and the heat and the way you make me feel when you’re wrapped around me. All of you. Every complicated, terrifying piece.”

I leaned my forehead against hers, breathing her in, grounding myself in the reality of her. “Whatever they find. Whatever they say. Whatever scars or changes or battles come next—we face them together. I’m not going anywhere.”


GISELLE

That was why I’d prayed he would never find out. Rory had a way of digging his heels in when it came to me—unyielding, protective to the point of recklessness. The moment he knew, I’d known he would refuse to stand on the sidelines. He would plant himself beside me and refuse to move.

Part of me melted at that. God, it felt good to be loved like that.

But another part—the frightened daughter who had stood helplessly beside a hospital bed and watched her mother disappear piece by fragile piece—couldn’t bear the thought of him seeing me the same way. I remembered the smell of antiseptic, the way hope shrank day by day, the hollow ache of waiting for bad news. I didn’t want those memories stitched onto us.

“Which breast?” he asked quietly.

“The left.”

His jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. “Does it hurt?”

I shook my head. “No. I can’t feel anything. They said whatever it is, it’s small. Just… deep.”

He exhaled slowly, as if measuring his reaction so it wouldn’t frighten me. Then he drew me into him. His lips brushed the crown of my head, tender and lingering. His arms wrapped around me—strong, certain, warm. He held me like I was something precious and breakable, and for a long time neither of us spoke. There were no clever words for something like this. Just the steady rhythm of his breathing, the firm press of his chest against mine, the silent promise in his touch.

Until we knew more, all we could do was wait.

And hope.

Over the next few days he turned into the gentlest version of himself. Too gentle. He hovered. He carried things I could easily lift. He asked if I was tired, if I needed water, if I was sure I felt okay. He kissed me like I might shatter under pressure. He made love to me with such cautious restraint it almost hurt.

It was sweet. It was infuriating.

By the third day I couldn’t take it anymore.

He was stretched out on the rug in front of the fire, lazily scrolling through something on his phone, when I pounced. I shoved him flat on his back and straddled his hips before he could react.

“What the—” he burst out laughing, his hands instinctively flying to my waist.

“Stop treating me like I’m fragile,” I demanded, wrestling his phone away and tossing it aside. “I am not made of glass.”

His laughter deepened, warm and boyish, the sound of it sparking heat in my belly. “I wasn’t—”

“You were.”

I tugged at his sweater, determined and impatient. He lifted his arms obligingly, still grinning as I dragged the fabric over his head. The firelight painted his bare skin in molten gold. Young. Strong. Alive.

Mine.

I leaned down and kissed him hard—none of the careful, cautious brushing from the last few days. I wanted teeth. Tongue. Heat. His hands slid into my hair, responding instantly, the kiss turning hungry in seconds.

“That’s more like it,” he murmured against my mouth.

I reached for the bottle of Bailey’s I’d grabbed from the fridge earlier and twisted off the cap. He raised an eyebrow.

“You’re going to waste good liquor on me?”

“Absolutely.”

I tipped the bottle and let a pale ribbon of cream liqueur spill onto one of his nipples. He sucked in a sharp breath as the cool liquid met his warm skin.

“Oh, you’re in trouble,” he said.

I bent and licked slowly, deliberately, circling the peak with my tongue. The sweet, velvety taste melted against my mouth. He groaned—low and surprised—and his fingers tightened in my hair.

I did the same to the other side, letting the Bailey’s drip and trail, then chasing it with my tongue, flicking and sucking until his laughter turned into something rougher, needier.

We were both giggling at first—the absurdity of it, the sticky sweetness—but the air shifted the moment I tilted the bottle lower.

The cream slid in a lazy line down his stomach, tracing the ridges of muscle, disappearing into the dark trail of hair beneath his navel. His breathing changed instantly. Slower. Deeper.

When I let a thin stream fall over the hard length of him, he stopped laughing altogether.

His hips jerked involuntarily.

I looked up at him, holding his gaze as I licked a slow path downward, tasting him and the sugar together. The heat of him, the salt of his skin, the faint sweetness lingering—it made my head spin.

“Jesus,” he breathed.

I wrapped my fingers around him, slick and warm, and lowered my mouth over him inch by inch. I wanted him to feel it—my certainty, my desire, my strength. I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper, savoring the way his body responded, the way his hand slid to cradle the back of my head, not guiding, not controlling—just holding on.

I wasn’t sick. I wasn’t fading. I was here. I was alive. And I wanted him to know that nothing between us had to change.

For now.

The world beyond that room disappeared. The questions, the appointments, the shadows in my mind—all of it dissolved under the weight of his touch and the crackle of the fire. We rolled together on the rug, exploring each other like we were memorizing a map we might someday lose. His hands skimmed over my breasts, my hips, my thighs with a renewed hunger. I arched into him, into the friction, into the reassurance of his strength.

We kissed until our mouths were swollen and breathless. We touched until every nerve felt awake.

Hours seemed to slip by unnoticed.

Eventually he reached for the blanket draped over the back of the sofa and pulled it over us. The fire had burned low, casting the room in a soft, amber glow. I curled against him, my back to his chest, his arm wrapped tight around my waist. His body was still warm, still solid, still there.

I let my eyes close, lulled by the steady rise and fall of his breathing.

Just as sleep began to claim me, he tipped my chin gently and brushed his lips over mine. Soft. Reverent.

“Love you, babe,” he murmured.

The words squeezed something deep in my chest. I swallowed hard, because beneath the warmth and the safety of his arms was the quiet, unspoken fear that what we had—this easy laughter, this fierce closeness—might be slipping through my fingers.

In the days that followed, maybe because of that fear, we clung to each other harder. We filled our time deliberately. Long walks through the woods, crisp air biting at our cheeks, our hands tangled together. We carried peanuts in our pockets and scattered them for the squirrels and birds, laughing when they darted close enough to snatch the offerings from our fingers.

We soaked up the ordinary magic of it all—the crunch of leaves beneath our boots, the smell of pine and damp earth, the brush of his shoulder against mine.

As if memorizing it.

As if loving each other fiercely enough could somehow outrun whatever was coming.

On our way back from one of our walks, I spotted a scuffed football resting on the deck outside his bungalow. The air was surprisingly gentle for late December, cool but not biting, the sky washed in pale winter gold. I grabbed the ball and tossed it at him without warning.

He caught it easily, of course. “Didn’t know you had an arm,” he teased, backing up a few steps.

“Oh, I’ve got plenty you don’t know about,” I shot back.

We started throwing it back and forth, laughing when my aim went wide and he had to jog after it. At one point he shook his head and called out, “You throw like a girl.”

I planted my hands on my hips and stuck my tongue out at him, exaggerated and childish. “You don’t seem to mind that I’m a girl when you’re peeling my clothes off,” I said sweetly.

The way his mouth fell open before he laughed—low and hungry—made warmth curl through me despite the chill in the air. He walked back toward me slowly, football tucked under his arm, eyes raking over my body like he was already imagining exactly that. I felt powerful in that moment. Alive.

New Year’s Eve morning, we woke to the soft scrape of paws at the back door. Marshmallow stood there like a tiny white queen demanding entry, her enormous green eyes fixed on us through the glass. I laughed and slipped from the bed, wrapping myself in one of Rory’s shirts before letting her in.

She strutted inside and immediately flopped onto her side, shameless in her need for attention. Rory crouched beside her, scratching under her chin while I stroked along her silky back. She closed her eyes and purred so hard her whole body vibrated.

We smiled at each other over her fluffy little body—this quiet, domestic intimacy wrapping around us like another blanket.

As I looked around his quirky bungalow—the mismatched furniture, the worn wooden floors, the faint scent of pine and firewood—I felt a sharp ache in my chest. I was going to miss this place. The animals. The woods just beyond the back door. The simple, untamed magic of it all.

But not nearly as much as I would miss him.

He’d told me about the house he planned to build behind this one—bigger, sleeker, all clean lines and glass. It would be beautiful. I had no doubt. Still, nothing could replace the memories pressed into these walls. The laughter. The arguments. The nights tangled together in front of the fire.

For New Year’s Eve, we decided to dress up, just for us. I slipped back into the black dress I’d worn to the Christmas party, the fabric hugging my curves, the hem teasing my thighs. The heels he loved so much made my legs look long and dangerous. When I stepped out of the bedroom, his eyes darkened instantly.

And God, that man in his charcoal gray suit. The crisp white shirt, the striped tie, the way the jacket molded to his broad shoulders. I remembered how every woman at that party had stared at him like he was dessert. I hadn’t blamed them then. I certainly didn’t now.

He looked at me like I was the only woman in the world.

We made our own little celebration—steaks sizzling in the pan, shrimp sautéed in garlic and butter, a bottle of red wine breathing on the counter. We ate slowly, deliberately, our knees brushing under the table, the tension simmering between us as richly as the food.

After dinner, he cleared the plates and put on music. The first smooth notes of Al Green floated through the room, warm and sultry.

He held out his hand.

I slid my palm into his, and he pulled me close—so close our bodies aligned from chest to thigh. We began to sway, slow and intimate, his hand firm at the small of my back, mine resting over his heart.

“Let’s Stay Together,” I murmured, arching a brow at him.

He chuckled softly, that boyish sound that always undid me. “What?” he asked innocently.

“I wonder why you picked this one.”

He didn’t answer right away. He just looked at me—really looked at me. His fingers tightened slightly against my spine. “I’ve always thought it was the perfect love song,” he said quietly. “Especially for tonight.”

My throat tightened. As Al Green’s velvet voice poured through the room—I’m so in love with you… Whatever you want to do is alright with me…—I felt the lyrics sink into my bones.

Rory’s hand slid a fraction lower, possessive, reverent. I rested my head against his chest, listening to his heartbeat under the music. The words wrapped around us—Loving you whether times are good or bad… happy or sad… let’s stay together…

My eyes stung, but I refused to look away from him. I wanted to memorize this. The warmth of his body. The scent of his cologne mixed with wine and woodsmoke. The way he held me like I was precious and fragile and strong all at once.

He leaned down and brushed his lips against my temple, lingering there.

And for those few minutes, swaying in his arms, I let myself pretend that love alone could hold everything together.

The way Rory looked at me as we moved together, slow and close, it was as if he could see straight through my skin and into every secret I kept buried. His hand was warm at the small of my back, guiding the rhythm, his thumb tracing lazy circles that made my breath catch. With Al Green crooning about forever, about loving through good times and bad, a soft heat unfurled low in my belly and spread outward, tender and aching.

God, I wanted to tell him.

The words hovered at the back of my throat—I love you. You matter more to me than you’ll ever know. But they stayed there, locked behind reason and fear. Loving him felt selfish. Reckless. I was supposed to be the mature one, the practical one. I was the woman who’d already lived, already made her mistakes. He was still in his twenties, still standing at the wide-open beginning of everything.

He deserved a future that stretched long and bright. A woman closer to his age. Someone with time on her side. Someone healthy.

The thought hollowed me out, even as I smiled up at him and let him spin me gently before pulling me back against his chest. We fit so easily. Too easily. And that was the danger.

I rested my cheek against his shoulder, breathing in his clean, masculine scent, memorizing it like I might need to survive on it someday.

The next morning came too quickly.

After we packed, I paused in the doorway and let my gaze travel around his quirky little bungalow one last time. The scuffed hardwood floors. The mismatched furniture. The warmth that seemed to live in the walls. I had the strangest certainty that I wouldn’t stand here again. That this chapter was closing whether I was ready or not.

“Ready?” he asked softly.

I forced a nod and slipped into the cab beside him.

Billy Bishop Airport was brisk and gray at the edge of the city, the lake stretching out cold and metallic beyond the runway. The flight to Montreal was mercifully short—just under an hour. I was grateful for that. Hours on a train would have left too much room for spiraling thoughts, for imagining worst-case scenarios until I couldn’t breathe.

Rory didn’t give me much space to drift.

He held my hand the entire flight, our fingers threaded together, his thumb stroking the inside of my wrist in a steady, grounding rhythm. Every so often he leaned over and pressed a kiss to my cheek, my temple, once even the corner of my mouth. Soft, reassuring touches. Silent promises.

For once, I was thankful for how openly affectionate he was. I needed his warmth. Needed the solid weight of him beside me to keep the panic from clawing its way up my throat.

He handled everything—boarding passes, luggage, directions—moving with quiet competence while I simply followed. I hated feeling fragile, but the truth was I was relieved he was there. The surgery loomed ahead like a verdict waiting to be delivered. I tried not to frame it that way, but that’s what it felt like: judgment day for my body.

Life or death.

Recovery or something far worse.

It was a strange suspension, like hovering between two realities. I didn’t know which version of myself would wake up on the other side. I didn’t know if I’d even be here by next Christmas. The thought slid cold fingers down my spine.

I never let him see it.

He was already worried. I could tell by the way his jaw tightened when he thought I wasn’t looking, by how fiercely he squeezed my hand whenever the conversation drifted toward doctors or timelines. So I swallowed my fear and gave him smiles instead.

He’d been to my condo countless times before. Stayed over often enough that I’d given him a key months ago, teasing him that he’d earned permanent guest privileges after so many late-night drives from Toronto for our stolen weekends. He knew my place almost as well as I did.

When we stepped inside, the familiar scent of home wrapping around us, he didn’t hesitate. He took both suitcases from me without a word and carried them straight into the bedroom, as if staking our claim on the space.

Watching him move through my home—confident, comfortable, entirely at ease—did something to my chest. This wasn’t just a fling. It hadn’t been for a long time.

And that was exactly what made everything so terrifying.

Once the suitcases were emptied and tucked away, Rory suggested we step out for a bite. “Fresh air might do you good,” he said lightly, but I could hear the intention beneath it. He was trying to keep my thoughts from spiraling.

Outside, the Montreal streets hummed softly around us. I slipped my hand through the crook of his arm, letting my weight rest against him. I’d always prided myself on standing alone, on needing no one. Yet in that moment, leaning into his solid warmth, I allowed myself the rare indulgence of being cared for. He didn’t comment on it—just adjusted his stride to mine, steady and patient.

We found a charming little bistro a few blocks away, all fogged windows and the comforting scent of melted cheese and fresh bread. We ordered French onion soup, the broth rich and steaming beneath a cap of bubbling Gruyère, and a bright seafood salad that tasted of lemon and the sea. Rory kept the conversation flowing—stories, gentle jokes, anything to keep silence from settling too heavily between us. I knew what he was doing. He was building a shield out of words.

When I chose a slice of tarte au sucre to share with our coffee, his mouth curved in that teasing way I adored.

“Couldn’t resist, huh?” he murmured. “You and your sweet tooth.”

“It was the closest thing they had to your butter tarts,” I shot back, smiling.

He looked absurdly pleased by that.

By evening, the reality of my fasting loomed. No food, no water after eight. The rules were clear, clinical, inescapable. We shared a simple sandwich before the cutoff, sitting side by side at the small kitchen table. Neither of us voiced what tomorrow meant. The unspoken truth hung in the air, heavy as humidity before a storm.

In bed, he wrapped himself around me, his chest to my back, his arm banded tightly over my waist. Usually there was a lazy sensuality to the way we fit together, his hands roaming, my body responding. Tonight it was different. Protective. Almost desperate. He held me as though sleep itself might steal me away.

Morning arrived gray and quiet. I noticed he didn’t make coffee.

“You’re not having breakfast?” I asked, watching him pull on his jacket.

He shrugged, avoiding my eyes. “I’ll grab something later.”

My heart squeezed. He didn’t want to eat in front of me. As if solidarity could soften the edge of what I faced. The truth was, my stomach was too knotted with nerves to want anything anyway. Hunger was the least of it. I just wanted it done—an answer, whatever it might be. A future, or an ending. Clarity.

He locked the condo, then laced our fingers together as we waited for the elevator. He bent and pressed a kiss into my hair, lingering there. I tilted my face up to him, blinking hard against the burn behind my eyes.

“Thank you for being here,” I whispered.

His hand tightened around mine. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

At the hospital, after the paperwork and polite, impersonal smiles, they led me into a curtained room lined with other beds—other bodies waiting their turn. The air smelled faintly of antiseptic and anxiety.

Behind the thin privacy curtain, I undressed. Rory helped me into the ridiculous backless gown, his fingers careful, reverent against my bare skin. The brush of his knuckles along my spine sent a shiver through me—familiar, intimate, grounding.

“You should go get breakfast,” I murmured, trying for practicality. “It’ll take a while before I’m even awake afterward.”

“It’s fine,” he said softly. “I’ll be right here.”

I gave him a look. “You can be impossibly stubborn.”

A small smile tugged at his mouth. “Determined,” he corrected gently. “I’m staying with you, Giselle. That’s not up for debate.”

When they finally came to wheel me away, the world seemed to narrow to the space between us. He leaned down, cradling my face in his hands, and kissed me—slow, tender, lingering as if memorizing the shape of my mouth.

Against my lips, he breathed the words that made my chest ache.

“I love you.”

The nurse’s smile turned knowingly soft as she guided my gurney through the swinging doors. I twisted my head on the thin pillow, straining for one last glimpse of him. Rory stood exactly where they’d made him stop, hands shoved into his pockets like that was the only way he could keep from reaching for me. His eyes never left mine. Not even when the doors flapped shut between us.

“Is that your husband?” the nurse asked lightly, her sneakers squeaking against the polished floor.

I swallowed, my throat tight. “No.” A small, helpless smile curved my mouth. “But he wants to be.”

She let out a warm laugh. “Well, he looks like a man who’s not used to hearing no.”

A breath slipped out of me. “That he isn’t.”

She adjusted the blanket over me, her touch brisk but kind. “I’ll tell you something,” she added, leaning closer as if sharing a secret. “If a man who looked like that asked me to marry him, I wouldn’t make him ask twice.”

Despite the nerves twisting my stomach into knots, I felt heat bloom in my cheeks. Pride. Fear. Longing. Rory inspired all of it in me at once. He was younger, relentless, so sure about us in a way I’d never managed to be. I’d spent my life priding myself on independence, on never needing anyone. And now there he was—refusing to leave, refusing to loosen his grip on me, even when I kept insisting he should.

They maneuvered me beneath bright surgical lights that seemed far too intense for how fragile I suddenly felt. A flurry of quiet efficiency followed—cool hands, the faint scent of antiseptic, the rustle of fabric and metal. Someone checked the IV already threaded into the vein on the back of my hand. I watched, oddly detached, as clear medication flowed down the line toward me.

“All right,” a calm voice instructed. “You’ll start to feel sleepy. Just count backward from ten for me.”

Sleepy. If only it were that simple. My pulse thundered in my ears. I stared up at the ceiling, sterile and white, and began. “Ten… nine…”

The anesthetic slid into my bloodstream like liquid warmth, heavy and insistent. My limbs softened against the narrow bed. The edges of the room blurred.

“Eight…”

Rory’s face filled my mind—his stubborn jaw, the way his mouth had trembled when he told me he loved me, like the words cost him something sacred. The way he’d held me the night before as if he could anchor me to the earth through sheer will.

“Seven…”

Would he ever get tired of fighting for me? Of loving a woman who kept bracing for the worst? Who kept waiting for him to realize she wasn’t worth the effort?

“Six…”

Darkness crept inward, gentle but unstoppable. My last clear thought wasn’t about the surgery or the fear coiled inside me.

It was about him.

About whether his determination would outlast my doubt.


RORY

I had never felt so utterly powerless in my life.

Standing there as they rolled Giselle down the corridor toward the operating room, the sterile lights glaring off the polished floors, I felt something inside me splinter. She tried to look composed, tried to give me that small, reassuring lift of her chin she used whenever she wanted me to believe everything was under control. But I knew her. If my stomach was twisted into knots, if my pulse was thundering so hard I could hear it in my ears, then she had to be terrified too.

Giselle was the strongest woman I’d ever known. Self-contained. Capable. Unshakeable. I’d never seen her crumble under pressure, never seen her falter. It was part of what made her so extraordinary—when something went wrong, she didn’t panic or pout or wait for someone to rescue her. She assessed, she decided, she acted. Clean. Efficient. Fearless. She didn’t play coy games or pretend to need saving. She handled her life the same way she handled me—with calm certainty and an unspoken confidence that both humbled and aroused me.

But this… this wasn’t something she could manage with sheer willpower.

This time, it was out of her hands. Out of mine.

And that scared the hell out of me.

I tried to sit in the waiting room like a normal person. Tried to act like someone who wasn’t unraveling inside. The television droned on overhead about an incoming snowstorm sweeping across Quebec. Then they shifted to a segment about recycling Christmas trees, cheerful and absurdly mundane. The world outside kept spinning, chattering about weather and holiday leftovers, while mine had narrowed to a single set of double doors at the end of a corridor.

I couldn’t sit there another second.

I stood and started walking, not really choosing a direction, just needing to move before I suffocated under the weight of waiting. The hospital hallway stretched long and quiet, smelling faintly of antiseptic and something metallic. That’s when I saw it—a modest sign above a doorway.

Chapel.

It tugged at a memory I hadn’t touched in years. Back in high school, when one of the sweetest girls in my class had nearly lost her mother in a brutal car accident. I remembered the way we’d all hovered around her, helpless and scared. And then her best friend had suggested we walk up the hill to the church, light a candle—do something, anything, so we wouldn’t feel so useless.

I wasn’t particularly religious. Never had been. But I remembered the six of us standing there in that quiet sanctuary, hands overlapping as we held a single taper together. When the wick caught and the candle bloomed into light, I’d felt it—this strange surge of collective hope. As if wanting something badly enough, together, might tip the scales of fate. When her mother survived against the odds, I’d always wondered if maybe there was something to it after all. My mother believed in that kind of faith. She prayed for neighbors, for strangers, for anyone in need.

I paused outside the chapel door now, glancing up and down the corridor like I was about to break some unspoken rule. It felt foreign, almost awkward. I wasn’t a churchgoing man. I didn’t kneel. I didn’t recite.

But I loved her.

And if there was even the smallest chance that asking—begging—might matter, then I would swallow every ounce of pride and skepticism I had.

Inside, the room was small and hushed. Soft light. Simple benches. Along one wall stood rows of candles—but these were electric, safe for hospital walls. Controlled. Contained.

I slipped some bills into the donation box, my hands unsteady, and pressed the button beneath one of the candles. A small glow flickered to life.

It wasn’t much. Just a tiny artificial flame.

But I closed my eyes anyway.

I pressed my palms together, bowed my head, and poured everything I had into a silent plea. Let her be okay. Let her stay strong. Don’t let them find something that will steal her future from her. Don’t let this change her life.

Don’t take her from me.

In that quiet room, with that small light burning, I asked for a miracle.

I heard the soft shuffle of footsteps behind me. When I turned, the sight that greeted me almost cracked through the tension strangling my chest.

A priest and a rabbi stepped into the chapel together.

Under any other circumstance, I would have laughed out loud. It felt like the opening line to every joke I’d ever heard—a priest and a rabbi walk into a bar… The absurdity of it, here of all places, tugged at the corner of my mouth despite the fear sitting heavy in my gut.

They both caught the look on my face. Their expressions warmed instantly, as if they’d read the punchline forming in my head.

The priest, a silver-haired man with kind eyes and an unmistakable Irish lilt, gestured gently. “I’m Father Kelly,” he said, voice smooth and reassuring. “And this is my friend, Rabbi Feinstein. If you’re needing someone to talk to, we’re here.”

There was no pressure in his tone. Just openness. An invitation.

For a second I hesitated. I wasn’t exactly a regular in places like this. But something about the way they stood there—calm, steady, present—made the tightness in my chest ease a fraction.

We moved to a small cluster of chairs. I sat opposite them, hands clasped loosely between my knees, and started talking before I could overthink it.

I told them about Giselle.

About how we’d met. I kept the details polished—left out the raw, explosive beginning that had started as nothing more than heat and reckless desire, the kind that leaves you dizzy and addicted. Instead, I spoke about what it had grown into. The way she challenged me. The way she steadied me. How being with her felt less like falling and more like finally standing exactly where I was meant to be.

Then I told them about the surgery. About the waiting. About the fear that had been clawing at me since they’d wheeled her away.

The words kept coming. Before I realized it, my voice was rough. I admitted how terrified I was—not just of something being wrong, but of losing her entirely. I explained the age difference. The conversations about kids. The doubts that had crept in, especially now, when her body had betrayed her in a way neither of us had expected. How she’d convinced herself that maybe loving me wasn’t fair. That maybe our future didn’t align.

Saying it all out loud made it more real. But it also made it feel shared.

When I finally fell silent, Father Kelly nodded slowly, thoughtfully. He reached over and patted my hand with a steady, grounding touch.

“I know it may sound predictable coming from a priest,” he began gently, “but what you need right now is faith.”

His eyes held mine, unwavering.

“Faith that she’ll come through this. Faith that she’ll live a long, healthy life. And faith that what the two of you share is strong enough to withstand fear and doubt. If you both want it, truly want it, there’s a way forward. There always is.”

Rabbi Feinstein gave a soft chuckle, glancing fondly at the priest. “My friend here insists this is the season of miracles,” he said. “So I suppose I have to agree with him. Believe in what you have with her. Believe in what you’re hoping for her. And—God willing—those prayers won’t go unanswered.”

Something inside me loosened at that. When Father Kelly added quietly, “We’ll both pray for her,” the weight pressing against my ribs lifted just enough for me to breathe fully for the first time in hours.

It wasn’t just me anymore.

There were three of us now.

The memory of that high school candle flickered back—six hopeful kids pressing close together, daring to believe we could make a difference. Back then, it had felt powerful. This felt the same.

I don’t know whether it was their presence, their certainty, or the soft electric glow of the candle I’d lit for her—but when I left that little chapel, hope was no longer a fragile thing trembling in my chest.

It was steady.

And for the first time since they’d taken Giselle away, I believed—truly believed—that she would come back to me.

I clasped their hands, one after the other, gratitude thick in my throat. “Thank you,” I told them, and meant it more than I’d meant anything all day. Thank you for listening. For not brushing off my fear. For giving me something solid to hold on to.

When I stepped back into the waiting room, the air didn’t feel quite as suffocating. The helplessness that had been clawing at my chest had eased, just a little. I’d done something. I’d spoken the fear out loud. I’d asked for help—from them, from God, from whatever force might be listening.

As I sat there alone, I replayed their words. Faith. Belief. Miracles. And instead of surrendering to the terror that had been stalking me for weeks, I made a decision. I wasn’t going to brace for disaster anymore. I wasn’t going to silently prepare myself for losing her.

No.

She was going to be fine.

The doctors were going to come back with clear results. She wasn’t going to inherit the same cruel fate that had taken her mother. Or her grandmother. The pattern would end with her. I refused to believe anything else.

I repeated it to myself like a vow. She’s healthy. She’s strong. She’s staying.

Not long after, a nurse appeared, her soft-soled shoes whispering across the floor. “She’s in recovery and starting to wake up,” she said gently. “You can go in, if you’d like.”

If I’d like.

I was already on my feet.

The recovery room was quiet, bathed in soft light and the faint, steady rhythm of machines. She lay there, small against the hospital bed, blankets tucked around her. Without her makeup, her face looked impossibly young—stripped down to something pure and delicate. Her lashes fanned over her cheeks, those high pink cheekbones I loved to trace with my fingertips. Her red hair spilled in soft waves around her shoulders, vibrant even under the sterile lighting. Her lips were parted slightly as she breathed, slow and even.

For a moment, she didn’t look like the bold, wickedly confident woman who had once dragged me into a night neither of us could forget.

She looked fragile.

Like something breakable.

My chest tightened as I stood over her, watching the subtle rise and fall of her body. She looked like an angel fallen into my care, and I felt fiercely, overwhelmingly protective.

Then her lashes trembled.

Her eyes opened slowly, unfocused at first, then finding me. Recognition dawned, and her mouth curved into a sleepy, surprised smile.

“You’re still here.”

I reached for her hand immediately, wrapping my fingers around hers, squeezing gently. “I wouldn’t be anywhere else.” Not today. Not ever, if I could help it.

Her smile deepened, and color slowly returned to her face.

When the nurse cleared her to get dressed, I moved automatically to help her. She was still groggy, movements sluggish. I slipped her bra up her arms, careful, mindful of the tenderness I knew might be lurking beneath the surface. My fingers worked the clasp at her back with practiced ease.

She let out a soft laugh. “Well… this is a first.” Her eyes sparkled up at me despite the haze of anesthesia. “You helping me put my clothes on instead of ripping them off.”

A slow grin tugged at my mouth. “Don’t get used to it.”

But her expression shifted as she shifted her weight. She winced slightly. “I have to use the washroom. Maybe I should call the nurse.”

“I’m here,” I said immediately. “I’ve got you.”

Before she could protest, I slid my arms around her waist, careful but firm, pulling her gently to her feet. She leaned into me without hesitation, trusting, her warmth seeping through my clothes. The bathroom was only a few steps away, but I moved slowly, feeling every inch of her against me, the reality of her solid and alive in my arms.

I helped her lower onto the toilet, crouching in front of her to steady her.

She looked up at me, rolling her eyes with exaggerated disbelief. “I cannot believe you’re in here. Helping me pee.”

I chuckled, brushing a loose curl away from her face. “There isn’t a single inch of you I haven’t seen before. I think we’re past modesty.”

Her smirk caught in the mirror, mischievous even now. Even pale. Even vulnerable.

When she finished, I helped her up and guided her to the sink, my hands firm at her hips as she washed them. She leaned back into me slightly, and for a second the contact sent a familiar heat curling low in my stomach. Not now, I reminded myself. She needed care, not hunger. Still, the intimacy of it—this quiet tending, this closeness—felt deeper than anything we’d done tangled in sheets.

Back in the room, I helped her finish dressing, smoothing her shirt down carefully.

“Does your breast hurt?” I asked, unable to keep the concern from my voice.

She paused, considering, shifting slightly as if testing her body. “No,” she said finally. “I can’t really feel anything.”

Relief washed through me so intensely I had to exhale it out. No pain. No immediate sign of something wrong. It wasn’t the final answer we were waiting for—but it was something.

And for now, with her standing in front of me, alive, smiling, steady on her feet, it was enough.

The nurse had left a small carton of juice on the tray beside her bed. Giselle perched on the edge of the mattress, fingers curled around it, taking slow, careful sips. Her movements were deliberate, like her body hadn’t quite decided to belong to her again. There was a softness to her gaze, a faint glaze that told me the anesthesia hadn’t completely worn off.

“Easy,” I murmured, watching the way she swayed ever so slightly. “We’re not going anywhere until you’re steady. I am not letting you pass out on me.”

She gave me a drowsy half-smile, but I could see the effort it took to sit upright. So I stayed close, one hand hovering at her waist, ready to catch her if she tipped.

By the time I got her home, I thought the worst of the grogginess had faded. I was wrong.

“I should change,” she said, already moving toward the closet. “I told them I was having dental surgery. I didn’t want questions. I should at least stop by the office for a bit. Show my face.”

I stared at her, incredulous. Her skin was still pale beneath the freckles, her steps cautious. She looked heartbreakingly delicate—and stubborn as hell.

Before she could take another step, I scooped her up into my arms. She gave a startled gasp that melted into a soft laugh as I kissed her—slow, firm, claiming.

“I’ll tell you where you’re going,” I said against her lips. “You’re going to bed. You just had surgery. You’re barely steady. No one expects you to clock in today.”

Her eyes narrowed in mock annoyance, but she didn’t fight me. That was the tell. Normally she’d argue until I gave in. Instead, she let me sit her on the edge of the bed.

And then I undressed her.

Carefully this time. No urgency. No greedy hands. Just deliberate, gentle movements. I slid her blouse from her shoulders, eased it down her arms. When my gaze landed on the square of gauze taped over her breast, my chest tightened despite myself.

“Do you have to do anything special for the incision?” I asked quietly.

She followed my eyes, then shook her head. “Just keep it dry for a few days. They said over-the-counter painkillers are fine if I need them. But it doesn’t really hurt.” She shrugged slightly. “I’m just tired.”

Relief moved through me in a slow exhale.

I pulled back the blankets. “Then get in. Sleep. I’ll make you something to eat.”

She sank back against the pillows. “I’m not hungry.”

“You still have to eat.”

Her lips curved faintly at my tone, but her eyes were already drifting closed.

Later, when I carried in a bowl of soup and a sandwich, she was sprawled diagonally across the bed, red hair fanned over the pillow, breathing deep and even. The faint rise and fall of her chest steadied something inside me.

I stood there longer than I needed to, just watching her. Then I set the tray down quietly, covered her with the blanket she’d kicked aside, and took the food back to the kitchen. Sleep was what she needed most.

That night, I lay beside her, hyperaware of every shift of her body. Every small sound had my eyes snapping open. I kept an arm draped loosely over her waist, not to restrain her, but to reassure myself she was still there, warm and breathing.

She didn’t stir once.

And for all my vigilance, there was a quiet, selfish comfort in being in her bed—wrapped in the scent of her hair, the softness of her skin against mine. Protective. Claimed.

Morning came too fast.

When I reached for her, the sheets were cool.

I found her in the kitchen, dressed, hair brushed, heels already on. As if yesterday had been nothing more than a minor inconvenience.

“Giselle,” I said, exasperation threading through my voice.

“I’m fine,” she insisted, but she leaned lightly against the counter as she said it.

I didn’t argue—not yet. Instead, I cooked. Eggs, toast, strong coffee. The smell filled the kitchen, grounding and warm. She hadn’t eaten since the day before, and I wasn’t letting her walk out that door on an empty stomach.

She sat at the table and actually finished everything I put in front of her. Color slowly returned to her cheeks.

When she was done, she reached across the table and laid her hand over mine. Her palm was warm, her touch deliberate.

“Thank you,” she said softly. “For being here. For taking care of me.” Her thumb brushed over my knuckles in a slow, intimate stroke. “But you should go home. Get back to work. I promise I’ll keep you updated. As soon as I know anything.”

My jaw tightened. “When do you see the doctor?”

“I don’t know yet,” she said softly, wrapping both hands around her coffee mug as if she needed the warmth to steady herself. “She mentioned she’d try to fit me in later this week. We’ll go over the results then.”

The word results seemed to hang between us, heavy and unspoken. I reached for her without thinking, my thumb brushing slow circles over her knuckles. “Then I’ll be right there beside you when you hear them.”

Her eyes lifted to mine, and she gave an exaggerated roll of them, though it lacked any real heat. “Rory, you can’t just put your life on pause. You need to go home. If it turns out I do have… something serious to deal with, I don’t think you’ll want to be standing there when they say it out loud.”

The hesitation in her voice cut deeper than the words themselves. She was trying to protect me—from fear, from obligation, from her own vulnerability.

I tightened my fingers around hers. “And I don’t think you should be facing any of it alone.” My voice came out low, steady, leaving no room for argument. “I’ve been checking in with work. Everything’s under control. I’m staying. And when you see the doctor, we’ll go together.”

She exhaled through her nose and shook her head, strands of dark hair slipping over her shoulder. “God, you are so stubborn.”

But there it was—that flicker in her eyes. Not irritation. Something softer. Warmer. A reluctant gratitude she’d never voice because leaning on me meant admitting she needed me.

I leaned closer, brushing a kiss to the back of her hand. “I prefer determined.”

And I was. Determined to stand in every waiting room. Determined to hold her hand if the news shattered her. Determined to show her that this wasn’t just some intoxicating fling with an older woman who’d turned my world upside down. I loved her. Fiercely. Completely. There was no version of this where I walked away and let her carry the weight alone—especially not if the doctor’s words had the power to change everything.

She studied me for a long moment, her gaze searching, as if trying to find the crack in my resolve. When she didn’t, her mouth curved into a slow, conceding smile.

“Well,” she said lightly, shifting the mood with deliberate grace, “if you’re insisting on hovering, you might as well make yourself useful. Come into the office with me today. I can show you the window specifications we talked about for those new builds. I’ve got brochures you can take home—everything laid out in detail.”

Business. Structure. Control. That was her comfort zone.

“Sounds good,” I said, pushing back from the table. “Give me a minute to get dressed.”

As I stood, I couldn’t resist brushing my fingers along her shoulder, a quiet reminder that I wasn’t going anywhere. She tilted her face up to me, and for a second the polished, composed woman faded, replaced by the one who’d let me carry her to bed the night before.

Whatever came later this week, we’d meet it together.


GISELLE

When the elevator doors slid open onto my floor, Rory’s palm rested possessively at the small of my back, warm and steady, guiding me out as if he had every right to touch me there. The intimacy of it made my skin hum. I lifted my gaze—and nearly lost my composure.

Marcie had looked up from her desk at exactly the wrong moment.

Her expression was priceless. Her mouth parted in stunned silence, eyes widening so dramatically I thought they might actually pop from their sockets. If I hadn’t been fighting so hard to maintain some shred of professionalism, I would have burst out laughing right there in the reception area.

Keeping my tone deliberately casual, I said, “Marcie, I think you’ve met Rory McLean.” I angled my body slightly toward him, hyper-aware of the heat radiating from his side. “Rory, this is my assistant, Marcie Flores.”

They exchanged polite greetings, though Marcie’s gaze clung to him as if he’d just stepped out of a fantasy instead of off an elevator. I couldn’t blame her. He looked unfairly handsome today—broad shoulders stretching his coat, dark hair still slightly wind-tossed, that slow, knowing smile playing at his mouth.

“He just needs the specifications on our krypton and argon window lines,” I continued smoothly. “So I’ll need a few of the brochures.”

Marcie nodded quickly, still staring at him as if she were memorizing every detail. I silently begged her to snap out of it and retrieve the materials before Rory had to leave—and before she started connecting dots that were none of her business.

The moment my office door shut behind us, the air shifted. Quieter. Thicker. Private.

Rory’s eyes softened as he stepped closer. “How are you feeling?”

I rolled my eyes, though the concern in his voice sent a warm ripple through me. “I’m fine,” I insisted. “There’s just a little pinching sensation. That’s it.”

He didn’t look entirely convinced, but he let it drop as I moved behind my desk and sank into my chair. The familiarity of the space should have grounded me. Instead, the sight of my inbox made my stomach twist.

A low groan slipped out before I could stop it.

He circled the desk, leaning one hip against its edge, arms folding loosely over his chest. “What’s wrong?”

“The owners want a meeting this afternoon.” I exhaled slowly, staring at the screen. “And I have a feeling it’s about the sale. If they’re moving forward with it…” I shook my head. “I hate the thought of everyone losing their jobs. Especially now. Right before the holidays. People have mortgages, kids, lives built around this place.”

My throat tightened unexpectedly. “If it does happen, I just hope they’re decent enough to offer real severance. Not just the vacation pay they technically owe.”

I looked up at him, suddenly feeling more vulnerable than I wanted to admit. “I can’t imagine starting over again. Packing up my life to move somewhere I don’t even want to be. And what if the position doesn’t even last once they relocate me?”

He studied me for a long moment, something deliberate flickering in his gaze.

“Then don’t,” he said simply.

I blinked. “Don’t what?”

“Don’t start over alone.” He straightened, coming closer until he was standing directly in front of my desk. “Come work with me. If they’re relocating and you don’t want to go, at least consider McLean. You know the industry inside out. I could use someone like you.”

My pulse skipped. “That’s… a big suggestion.”

“It makes sense.” His voice lowered, persuasive but steady. “You could rent out your condo furnished. Let it pay for itself. You’d have security. And I’d have you where I need you.”

The way he said that last part sent a shiver through me.

“But where would I live?” I asked cautiously, even though I already sensed his answer.

He looked at me as if I’d just asked something ridiculous. “With me. Where else?”

The simplicity of it stole my breath. Heat crept up my neck as reality sank in. Living together. Working together.

“I don’t know,” I said softly. “What would people say if they found out we’re… involved?” The word felt deliciously dangerous. “It could get awkward. Everyone whispering about the woman sleeping with the boss.”

A slow smile curved his mouth, wicked and confident. He leaned forward, bracing his hands on my desk, caging me in without quite touching. “No one has to know anything,” he murmured. “And I promise, I’ll behave. I won’t bend you over this desk in the middle of the day.” His gaze dropped deliberately to the polished surface between us. “I won’t hike up your skirt every time you step into my office.”

The images flashed through my mind anyway—his hands on my hips, my palms splayed against the wood, breathless and reckless.

I felt my lips curve despite myself. “Then what would be the point of working for you if we’re not going to have any fun?”

A low laugh rolled out of him, warm and rich. “We’ll take it one day at a time,” he said. “Play it by ear.” His thumb brushed lightly over my knuckles where they rested on the desk, the brief contact sending sparks up my arm. “And if it helps, you can ask anyone who works for me—I’m easy to get along with.”

His eyes darkened slightly.

“No one’s ever called me a hard-ass.”

The double meaning hung deliciously between us, and suddenly the uncertainty about meetings and mergers felt far less urgent than the way my body responded to the promise in his voice.

I let my gaze drift deliberately down his body, lingering shamelessly on the firm curve of his backside beneath the tailored slacks. Heat curled low in my belly as I imagined exactly how distracting that view would be if we shared an office every day. He caught the look and rolled his eyes, a slow shake of his head giving away that he knew precisely what I was thinking.

The truth? I wasn’t at all confident I could keep my hands to myself. Not when I already craved the feel of him—solid, warm, teasingly out of reach. But I liked a challenge.

“I’ll think about it, okay?” I said, trying for casual and failing just a little.

He stepped closer, crowding my space in that way that made my pulse flutter. His fingers slipped under my chin, tilting my face up until I had no choice but to meet his eyes. They were dark with amusement—and something deeper. His mouth brushed mine, soft at first, then lingering just long enough to make me ache for more.

“You do that,” he murmured against my lips.

He didn’t pull away immediately. His breath mingled with mine, his hand warm and possessive at the small of my back. I could have stood there all day, suspended in that charged silence.

A sharp knock shattered it.

Marcie didn’t wait for permission before stepping inside—and froze mid-stride. Her eyes widened again, almost comically, taking in the way Rory was leaning into me, the unmistakable intimacy of our posture.

“Oh—sorry, I, uh… I’ve got the brochures you asked for.”

Rory straightened, though his hand lingered at my back a beat longer than necessary. He took the stack from her with an easy smile. “Thanks, Marcie.”

The poor woman looked like she might actually swoon. Being addressed by name clearly did her no favors.

He shot me a quick wink—private, wicked. “I should let you get back to work. I’ll see you later.”

The promise in his tone wrapped around me like a silk ribbon.

The door had barely clicked shut behind him when Marcie all but dove into the chair across from my desk. She leaned forward, elbows planted, eyes blazing with curiosity.

“Are you freaking kidding me right now? Seriously? You and Rory McLean?” She pressed a hand to her chest. “Oh my God. You can tell me it’s none of my business, but I have to know. Is he even half as good in bed as he looks?”

Under different circumstances, I might have deflected. But the weight of the afternoon loomed over me—the meeting with the owners, the likely buyout, the possibility that I’d soon be telling her she needed to find another job. And then there was the very real chance I’d be packing up my life and moving to Toronto… for a man who wanted far more than just my help at the office.

So I gave her a slow, conspiratorial smile.

“Actually,” I said lightly, “he’s even better.”

Her head tipped back, eyes rolling as if she physically couldn’t process that level of information. “Shut. Up.”

I laughed, the sound bittersweet in my own ears. I was going to miss her. Marcie was sharp, loyal, and wickedly funny. She kept this place running as much as I did, and she deserved so much more than whatever corporate decision was coming our way.

But she wasn’t done.

She leaned across the desk, lowering her voice to an urgent whisper. “Okay, I need details. How did this even happen? How long has it been going on? And is this serious? Because damn, girl—he is ridiculously hot. If you’ve locked that down, you are one lucky bitch.”

I couldn’t argue with her. I was lucky. Not just because of how he looked—though that certainly didn’t hurt—but because of the way he looked at me. Like I was something he intended to keep.

I shook my head, laughing softly. “You’re impossible.”

“Tell me,” she demanded.

After extracting a solemn promise of secrecy, I gave her the safe version. Florida, a chance meeting a couple of years ago. A friendship that never quite felt like only friendship. I told her we’d stayed in touch, that things had deepened recently.

What I didn’t say was how deeply his touch affected me. How he made my body come alive in ways I hadn’t thought possible anymore. How he’d asked me to build a life with him—not just share an office, not just share a bed, but share his name.

That part I kept to myself.

For now.

When Marcie finally drifted out and the office door clicked shut, the room fell into a hush that felt almost intimate. I leaned back in my chair and stared up at the ceiling, letting the quiet settle over me. 

How the hell had he done it?

Somewhere between teasing smiles and heated kisses, Rory had slipped past every defense I’d so carefully constructed. I’d promised myself this would stay light—just pleasure, just stolen weekends and laughter and the delicious rush of being wanted by a younger man with sinfully skilled hands. Nothing complicated. Nothing that could wreck me.

It was only supposed to be fun.

And it had been. God, it still was.

Even as things deepened and tangled, even as the stakes grew heavier, he never stopped being playful—never stopped brushing his knuckles along my jaw just to see me shiver, never stopped looking at me like I was the only woman in the room. He was warm and openly affectionate, unashamed of the way he touched me, claimed me. Protective without being controlling. Strong without being hard.

I hadn’t stood a chance.

Yes, he was devastating in bed—young and confident and endlessly inventive. The way his mouth moved over my body, the way he murmured my name like it was something sacred and dirty all at once… I felt it just thinking about him. But it wasn’t the sex that had undone me.

It was his heart.

Rory didn’t scare easily. He didn’t bolt when things became uncomfortable or messy. He leaned in. Stayed. Held on tighter. And knowing he wouldn’t disappear when life stopped being sexy and started being frightening—that changed everything. When I thought about the upcoming diagnosis, about sterile rooms and uncertain outcomes, I didn’t picture myself alone anymore. I pictured his hand wrapped around mine. His shoulder solid and steady beneath my cheek.

For the first time in a long time, I wasn’t bracing for impact by myself.

Still, there was work to be done. I couldn’t spend the entire afternoon daydreaming about the curve of his grin or the way he looked stretched out naked across rumpled sheets, all lean muscle and golden skin, waiting for me with that wicked, knowing spark in his eyes. The memory alone made heat bloom low in my belly.

Focus.

Later that afternoon, after meeting with the owners, my suspicions were confirmed. The company was being bought out. The new management wanted to retain me, but only on a two-year contract, with health insurance included. Generous on paper, maybe. But not enough to uproot my life for—especially not when it would mean putting distance between me and Rory.

Two years of limbo wasn’t worth sacrificing something that finally felt real.

Once I spoke with my doctor and understood what lay ahead—if everything unfolded as hoped—I would need to make a decision. A real one. About Toronto. About waking up beside him every morning instead of counting down days until the next flight. About blending our lives fully, instead of existing in this intense, beautiful in-between.

They handed me a printed roster of our staff. The names the new company intended to keep were bolded at the top.

The list was heartbreakingly short.

The rest—people who had poured years into this place—would be let go. My chest tightened as I scanned familiar names. It was just after the holidays. Savings were thin. The timing couldn’t have been worse. At least the buyout included severance packages based on tenure. It was something. Not enough, but something.

Now came the hardest part.

I had to tell Marcie.

And I needed her help drafting reference letters for anyone who wanted one. If this place was ending, I would at least make sure it didn’t end without doing everything in my power to help them land on their feet.

I squared my shoulders and reached for the phone, steadying myself.

Love, illness, relocation, layoffs—my life felt like it was balancing on a knife’s edge.

But somewhere beneath the anxiety, a quiet certainty pulsed.

No matter what came next, I wouldn’t be facing it alone.

Marcie handled the news better than I expected. She leaned back in her chair, absorbing it all, then shrugged lightly and admitted she’d actually turned down a couple of offers over the past few months because she liked working with me. That hit me right in the chest.

When she asked if the new company planned to keep me, I explained the two‑year contract and the health insurance they’d dangled in front of me like it was some grand prize.

Her mouth twisted. “That’s awful. I wouldn’t touch that if I were you.”

A slow smile spread across my face, something warm and secret blooming beneath my ribs. “I’m not going to. Rory asked me to move to Toronto. He wants me to work with him. And… I think I’m going to say yes.”

Her reaction was immediate—she shot up from her chair and smacked her palm against mine in a triumphant high five. “Now that,” she declared, grinning, “is the kind of offer you don’t refuse.”

The rest of the week dissolved into a strange, weightless haze. I gathered everyone together, explained the buyout, handed out final paycheques and reference letters. There were hugs. A few tears. More than one tight, grateful squeeze of my hands. By the time Thursday rolled around, my office felt hollow, like the bones had been stripped from it. There wasn’t much left for me to do but wait.

Thursday afternoon, my phone rang. The doctor’s office. They asked if I could come in first thing in the morning.

My pulse kicked up instantly. “Of course,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

As soon as I hung up, I called Rory.

When I walked through the door that evening, the scent of lemongrass and curry wrapped around me like a warm embrace. He’d picked up Thai from that tiny, unassuming place around the corner—the one with the cracked vinyl booths and the best pad see ew in the city. The table was already set. He’d even sliced fresh mango and pineapple, arranged neatly on a plate for dessert.

He didn’t say much while we ate. Neither did I. The air between us felt fragile, stretched thin with anticipation. Every bite tasted muted, as though my senses were waiting for tomorrow to decide whether to wake up or shut down.

Halfway through dinner, he reached across the table and covered my hands with his. His palms were warm, steady.

“Are you nervous?” he asked quietly.

I met his eyes and nodded. “A little. I just want it done. And then you can go home and get back to work.”

His thumb brushed over my knuckles. “I made a reservation for tomorrow night. Bonaparte’s.”

My breath caught.

Bonaparte’s was ours. Classic French dishes, candlelight flickering against stone walls, that tiny auberge tucked into Old Montreal like it existed outside of time. We’d celebrated birthdays there. Valentine’s Days. Milestones. Some of the most decadent meals of my life had been shared across those intimate tables.

I swallowed. “So we’re celebrating,” I murmured.

“We’re having dinner,” he corrected gently. “No matter what.”

I held onto that.

After dinner, we showered together. Steam fogged the glass, turning the world into something soft and private. He lathered soap between his hands and began to wash me, slow and deliberate, his touch reverent. The glide of his palms over my shoulders, down my arms, across my breasts—every stroke felt like a promise.

He kissed me beneath the spray, his mouth hot and demanding, his tongue sliding against mine as water streamed over our bodies. His hands traced lower, over my hips, between my thighs, and when his fingers slipped through the slick heat already gathering there, a broken sound escaped my lips.

“Rory…” I barely recognized my own voice.

He turned me gently, guiding me back until the tile pressed cool against my spine. Then he sank to his knees.

The sight alone nearly undid me—his dark hair damp, his broad shoulders gleaming, his mouth hovering just where I needed him most. When his tongue touched me, slow and deliberate, my head fell back against the wall. The tension of the week shattered under the relentless, skilled rhythm of his mouth.

He knew my body like it was written in his native language. He coaxed me higher and higher, drawing out every gasp, every tremor. When I came, it ripped through me so violently my knees buckled. He held me up, didn’t let me fall, and then he did it again. And again. Until my mind emptied of doctors and contracts and disappearing jobs. Until I forgot my own damn name.

By the time he stood, his eyes dark and hungry, I was shaking.

We stumbled to the bed, still damp, still breathless. He braced himself over me, muscles flexing as I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him close. I felt the hard length of him nudging at my entrance, teasing, claiming.

“Look at me,” he murmured.

I did.

Then he pushed inside.

The stretch of him filled me completely, perfectly. I moaned, clutching at his shoulders as he drove deeper, slow at first, savoring the connection. Every thrust was deliberate, intimate, grounding. He wasn’t just taking me—he was anchoring me.

I moved with him, meeting him, needing him. The world beyond our bedroom disappeared. There was only the slide of skin on skin, the sound of our breathing tangling together, the way his mouth found mine whenever I gasped too loudly.

As he moved over me, inside me, I understood something with startling clarity.

This wasn’t just desire. It wasn’t just comfort.

It was necessity.

I needed this man. Needed the way he steadied me. Needed the way he made me feel alive and fearless and wanted. I tightened my legs around him, holding him as close as I could, as if I could fuse us together.

I was his. He was mine.

And if fate decided to be kind, maybe—just maybe—we would get to build a life where this wasn’t stolen time or borrowed courage. Maybe we’d get forever.

When he bent over me and breathed, “I love you,” against my mouth, his hips driving into me with a slow, deliberate force that stole the air from my lungs, my entire body answered him. I tightened around him instinctively, holding him deep, feeling every thick, powerful stroke. The words burned at the back of my throat. I wanted to give them to him so badly—to seal this moment with something irrevocable—but fear still had its claws in me. Until I knew what tomorrow would bring, I couldn’t let myself say it. Not yet.

So instead I showed him.

We moved together for what felt like hours, unhurried and achingly tender. There was nothing frantic about it—just heat and skin and breath, the quiet slide of his body against mine. He kissed me like he was memorizing me, like he needed to taste every inch of my mouth. I traced the hard lines of his shoulders, the flex of his back beneath my palms, and let myself sink into him. Into us.

It wasn’t just sex. It was connection. It was promise.

And somewhere in the rhythm of it, in the way he looked at me as if I were the only thing in his world, I knew that if the doctor gave me the answer I prayed for, there would be no more holding back. No more walls. I wouldn’t deny what I felt for him again.

The next morning, in the elevator up to the clinic, his arm circled my waist possessively, protectively. He kept brushing soft kisses along my cheek, my temple, my hairline.

“It’s going to be okay, baby,” he murmured, his voice low and certain. “I can feel it.”

I leaned into him, drawing strength from the solid warmth of his body, and wished I shared his confidence.

They called us in almost immediately. The doctor greeted us with an easy smile, shaking Rory’s hand when I introduced him. She seemed calm, almost cheerful, and I clung to that as a sign—please let it be a good one.

I laced my fingers with Rory’s and rested our joined hands in my lap. When she opened my file, I squeezed him hard enough that he shifted closer to me. She scanned the papers, then lifted her gaze to mine.

“Well,” she said gently, “the small mass we found turned out to be a fibroid cyst. It’s benign.”

For a split second, I didn’t understand the words. Then they sank in.

Benign.

I whipped my head toward Rory. Relief flooded his face, bright and unguarded, his mouth curving into a smile that made my chest ache. My vision blurred as tears filled my eyes, and I saw the same glassy shine in his.

The doctor continued, her tone steady and reassuring. “Your genetic screening also came back clear. There are no markers for hereditary breast or ovarian cancer. There’s nothing in your results to suggest an elevated risk.”

Her voice became background noise after that. The only word echoing in my mind was clear.

Clear.

The crushing weight I’d been carrying for weeks—months—simply dissolved. My lungs filled fully for what felt like the first time in forever. I hadn’t realized how tightly I’d been wound until that moment, how braced I’d been for devastation. Now it was as if someone had cut the cords binding me.

I could breathe.

I could live.

I looked at Rory again, and he was watching me like I’d just been handed back to him. He squeezed my hand, then tried—badly—to swipe at his eyes without drawing attention to it. The gesture was so endearing I almost laughed, even as tears slid down my own cheeks. I’d never felt relief this sharp, this all-consuming.

“Well,” the doctor concluded warmly, “the important thing is that you’re healthy. Let’s hope your sister receives equally good news.”

We thanked her—both of us a little breathless—and somehow made it back to the elevator. The doors barely slid shut before Rory hauled me into his arms, crushing me against his chest.

“Hey—” I gasped, half laughing, smacking his shoulder when he squeezed too tight.

He pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes blazing with triumph and gratitude. Then he lifted me clean off the ground, spinning me slightly in the small space.

“I knew it,” he said, grinning like a man who’d just won everything. “I knew you’d be okay.”

And in that moment, wrapped in his strength, his joy, his absolute certainty, I knew something else too.

I wasn’t holding back anymore.

I felt as deliriously light as he did, almost drunk on relief. The world seemed brighter, louder, more alive. When he set me back on my feet, I didn’t let him go. My arms slid around his neck, fingers tangling in his hair as if I needed the solid feel of him to anchor me. Our mouths crashed together in a reckless, laughing kiss—too hard, too hungry, too everything.

We were so wrapped up in each other that we didn’t notice the elevator had reached the lobby. The doors slid open with a soft chime, and we were still devouring each other like starved lovers finally given permission to breathe.

It was the sound of amused laughter that pulled me back to earth.

My eyes flew open. There were at least a dozen people standing there, smiling, some openly chuckling at the spectacle we were making of ourselves. Heat flooded my cheeks, and I buried my face against Rory’s chest for half a second before I started laughing too.

I should have been embarrassed. I should have cared.

But I didn’t. I was too blissfully, overwhelmingly happy.

We ducked into a cozy little coffee shop a block away, settling into a window seat with our knees pressed together under the small round table. My hands were still trembling when I pulled out my phone to call my sister. Rory’s thumb traced lazy circles over the inside of my wrist while it rang.

When she answered, her voice was bright—brighter than I’d heard it in weeks. Her screening had come back clear, too.

I sagged back against the booth, my breath leaving me in a long, shuddering exhale. “Thank God,” I whispered, tears springing up again. “I love you so much.”

When I hung up, Rory was watching me with that soft, searching look that made my heart ache. I wondered if he was thinking about those same three words he’d given me so freely. I wasn’t ready to say them—not yet, not like this—but I reached across the table, slid my fingers beneath his chin, and drew him toward me.

This kiss was slower. Intentional. My lips brushing his once, twice, before I pressed in deeper. His hand came up to cradle my cheek, and when I pulled back, his eyes were shining in a way that made my pulse flutter. He didn’t need the words. Not in that moment.

Dinner that night felt like a celebration of everything—of life, of second chances, of us. The restaurant glowed with candlelight, warm and intimate, and I dressed for it. A red silk slip that skimmed my curves and dipped low enough to make Rory’s gaze darken every time it wandered.

And it wandered constantly.

He looked at me like he was starving. Like the meal in front of him was merely a distraction from what he really wanted to taste. The way his eyes dragged down the line of my throat, lingered on the swell of my breasts, slid over my hips—it made my skin prickle beneath the thin fabric.

I felt powerful. Alive. Wanted.

We shared a decadent dessert sampler, feeding each other bites, our fingers brushing, our gazes holding just a little too long. And then, as casually as I could manage—though my heart was hammering—I leaned forward and said, “Well… it looks like I’ll be relocating to Toronto. I’ve accepted a position working for this ridiculously handsome builder who specializes in cutting-edge, energy-efficient homes.”

He blinked at me.

For a full second, he just stared.

And then it hit him.

His face broke open with a grin so wide it stole my breath. He reached across the table, grabbed my hand, and squeezed hard enough to make me gasp. “You’re serious?”

“Completely.”

“Jesus,” he exhaled, shaking his head like he couldn’t quite believe it. “That might be the best news I’ve ever heard.”

The way he looked at me then—like I’d just given him the world—settled something deep inside my chest.

He flew home Sunday night, and the second I watched him disappear through security, an ache opened up in me. It wasn’t doubt. It wasn’t fear.

It was longing.

I missed him before his plane even left the ground.

That’s how I knew.

The next two weeks became a blur of wrapping up projects, sorting through closets, deciding what pieces of my old life would follow me and what I was ready to release. The idea of renting out my condo made sense, practical and safe. But emotionally? I was already halfway to him.

Every folded sweater, every packed box felt like a step closer to Rory. To us.

He insisted on picking me up from the airport when my flight finally landed. But winter had tightened its grip on the city. Snow swirled outside in thick white sheets, and icy wind rattled against the glass doors. I stayed inside the terminal, coat wrapped tight around me, scanning the pickup lane for his big black SUV.

Minutes ticked by.

Thirty.

Forty-five.

An hour.

The initial thrill of arrival began to twist into a small knot of unease in my stomach. I shifted my weight, peering through the snowfall again, but there was no sign of him.

Finally, I pulled out my phone, telling myself it was probably nothing. Maybe traffic was worse than expected. Maybe he thought my flight was arriving later.

Still, as I hit his name and lifted the phone to my ear, my heart beat just a little faster.

When he didn’t answer, a thin ribbon of unease slid through me.

I told myself he was driving. Or in a meeting. Or buried in noise at a job site. But as the minutes crawled past and my call went to voicemail again, the warmth I’d been carrying since I landed began to cool. Thirty minutes later, dread coiled tight in my stomach. What if something had happened?

Worse—what if nothing had happened at all?

What if he’d changed his mind?

The thought hit like ice water down my spine. Maybe the distance had given him clarity. Maybe I’d been reckless to believe in this—us. I’d uprooted my life, packed up my condo, said goodbye to everything familiar… for him.

My phone rang, shrill and sudden in my trembling hand. I jumped, breath catching as I glanced at the screen. Unknown number.

“Hello?”

“Hi, is this Giselle?” The voice was female, tentative.

My pulse stuttered. “Yes. Speaking.”

There was a pause—too long. My palms went slick around the phone. Please don’t let this be some woman calling to stake a claim. Please don’t let me be the fool who flew across the country for a man who’d already replaced her.

“I’m Michelle, the receptionist at McLean’s. And please don’t panic, but… there’s been an accident. Rory’s been taken to the hospital.”

Everything inside me dropped.

The airport noise faded to a dull roar, like I was underwater. I tightened my grip on the phone so hard the case creaked beneath my fingers. “What happened?” My voice barely sounded like mine.

“I’m not exactly sure,” she said gently. “It sounds like something fell on him at one of the sites. He was conscious when the paramedics arrived. He was talking. Before they loaded him into the ambulance, he told the guys to call you.”

He told them to call me.

My knees went weak with the weight of it—fear and something fierce and aching and tender all at once. Even hurt, even in pain, he’d thought of me.

“Which hospital?” I asked, already moving.

She gave me the name. I thanked her—though I don’t remember forming the words—and ended the call.

The blast of winter air outside the terminal slapped my face as I rushed to the curb, scanning for a cab. Snow swirled under the harsh lights, wind biting through my coat. I flagged down the first limo I saw and practically fell into the back seat, breathless.

“St. Michael’s,” I told the driver. “Please. As fast as you can.”

The city blurred past the window in streaks of white and gold. I pressed my forehead to the cold glass and clasped my hands together, whispering prayers I hadn’t spoken since childhood. Please let him be okay. Please. I’ll give anything—just let him be okay.

By the time we screeched to a stop outside the emergency entrance, my heart was pounding so violently I thought I might faint.

I wrestled my oversized suitcase out of the trunk and dragged it across the slick pavement, through the sliding glass doors and into the harsh fluorescent brightness of the ER. The place smelled like antiseptic and fear.

I hauled the suitcase up to the reception desk, breathless, and forced the words out. “I’m looking for Rory McLean.”

The older woman behind the glass peered at her monitor, then at me. Her eyes sharpened with quiet suspicion. “Are you family?”

Family.

I swallowed and nodded. “Yes. I’m his fiancée.” The word felt huge and terrifying and absolutely necessary. “We’re getting married. Soon.”

Her gaze lingered on me, assessing—like she was deciding whether I belonged at his bedside or not.

As she reached for the phone to verify his location, I dropped into one of the hard plastic chairs and dug frantically through my cavernous purse. Wallet. Keys. Makeup bag. Receipts. Lipstick. Why did I carry half my life in here?

Come on. Come on.

At the very bottom, my fingers closed around the small velvet box.

Relief flooded me. I kept it low in my lap, hidden from view, and flipped it open. The diamond caught the sterile hospital lights, flashing brilliantly for a split second.

My hands were shaking.

I tried to slide the ring onto my finger—and it slipped.

Time slowed as I watched it tumble from my grasp, hit the linoleum with a sharp, metallic click, and bounce. Once. Twice. Then it skittered away across the floor, spinning out of reach.

“Shit!”

The word burst from me, loud and raw.

The receptionist looked up sharply. “I’m sorry— is everything all right?”

“I just dropped something,” I said quickly, lifting a finger in apology. “One second.”

Heat flooded my cheeks as I slid off the chair and onto my knees, my palms skimming the cold hospital tiles. The ring had skittered farther than I’d thought, a tiny flash of gold ricocheting across the floor like it had a will of its own. I spotted it just as a heavy woman in a wheelchair rolled dangerously close. My heart lurched.

I lunged.

My fingers closed around the band a breath before the wheel crushed it, the rubber tire grazing my knuckles. I didn’t care that I was sprawled inelegantly on the floor, hair falling into my face, skirt twisted around my thighs. All that mattered was the ring clenched tight in my fist.

Still sitting there, pulse pounding, I slid the cool gold onto my finger. It felt heavier than I remembered. Significant. Like armor.

I drew in a steadying breath, pushed to my feet, smoothed down my clothes, and returned to the desk with what I hoped was a sane, composed smile.

“So,” I asked sweetly, resting my hand—ring prominently displayed—on the counter, “where can I find him?”

The receptionist studied me as if I might unravel at any second. Then she tilted her head toward a set of double doors. “Through there. Room twelve.”

“Thank you.”

I grabbed my suitcase and hurried through, my pulse thudding in my ears.

The doctor was still inside when I reached Rory’s room, so I lingered just outside the curtain. I could hear everything. The low, professional murmur of reassurance. The word lucky. The mention of a hard hat. A concussion, but no fracture. No bleeding.

My knees nearly buckled with relief.

Then came the instructions. Bed rest. Minimal stimulation. Eyes closed as much as possible. No television. No screens. No talking if he could help it. Keep his head still.

I pressed my fingers to my lips, swallowing a shaky breath. It could have been so much worse. So much worse.

When the doctor stepped out, I straightened. “I’m his fiancée,” I said, lifting my hand slightly so the ring caught the light. “I’ll take care of him. I’ll stay with him. Whatever he needs.”

He gave me a few more instructions, then left us alone.

Getting Rory home was a slow, careful process. He leaned into me more than he probably realized, his solid body warm and familiar against my side. Even injured, he felt strong—broad shoulders under my hand, the faint scent of soap and something unmistakably him clinging to his skin.

Once inside, I guided him to the bedroom. He sank onto the mattress with a tight exhale, face pale, eyes shadowed with pain.

I helped him lie flat on his back, moving deliberately, my hands gentle as I peeled away his clothes. His shirt first, lifting it inch by inch so I didn’t jar his head. Then his boots, his jeans. Every brush of my fingers over his skin sent a complicated rush through me—relief that he was here, guilt that I noticed how beautiful he still looked, even bruised and exhausted.

“Sorry I couldn’t pick you up at the airport,” he murmured, voice rough.

I leaned over him and pressed my fingertips softly to his lips. “Shh. No talking, remember?”

His mouth curved beneath my touch.

“And no nodding either,” I added when he started to move. “You’re supposed to stay perfectly still.”

He rolled his eyes at me, but there was affection in it. A faint, crooked smile tugged at his mouth.

I fetched the information sheet from my bag and sat on the edge of the bed, scanning it. “It says you can take something for the pain.”

“I’m okay,” he muttered. “They gave me something already.” His gaze drifted over me slowly, lingering in a way that made my stomach tighten. “But I want you in bed with me.”

The heat in his eyes was muted by fatigue, but it was still there. Still him.

I shook my head, though my pulse quickened. “I think any kind of… activity is definitely off the table.”

His lips curved again, stubborn and wicked despite everything. He lifted his hand—slowly, carefully—and patted the mattress beside him.

An invitation.

“Okay, let me grab you something to drink,” I said softly, already moving toward the kitchen. Over my shoulder I added, “Are you hungry? I could make you a sandwich.”

“I’m fine,” he murmured, his voice rough with fatigue and whatever they’d pumped into his veins at the hospital.

I came back with a bottle of water fitted with a straw and set it carefully on the nightstand within easy reach. He watched me the entire time, those hazel eyes tracking my every movement.

And then, very deliberately, I started to undress.

His eyebrows began to dance the second my shirt slid over my head. A slow, wicked grin curved his mouth as my jeans followed, pooling at my feet. I tossed each piece aside with exaggerated flair, savoring the way his pupils darkened, the way his breathing subtly shifted.

If he was sentenced to lying still in that bed, the least I could do was give him a private show.

I hooked my thumbs into my bra straps and let them slip down my arms inch by inch, giving him a teasing little shimmy of my breasts before I flung the lace aside. His eyes flared, heat blazing through the haze of his concussion. When I pushed my panties down my hips, I added a slow roll of my pelvis, a playful sway that made him groan low in his throat.

Poor man. Ordered not to move, not to strain, not to do anything but lie there and behave.

All he could do was watch.

And he watched like he wanted to devour me.

Then his gaze sharpened, focusing on my hand as I reached for the covers. “Hey,” he said, squinting slightly. “What’s that sparkle on your finger?”

I lifted my left hand, letting the diamond catch the lamplight. It flashed brilliantly. My heart swelled as I smiled. “You mean this?” I turned it slowly. “My man gave it to me.”

His eyes locked on mine, suddenly serious. Vulnerable. “So… that’s a yes?”

I didn’t trust my voice. I simply nodded, unable to stop smiling. “That’s a yes.”

A breath left him, almost shaky. “Baby, I want to kiss you so badly right now.”

I climbed onto the mattress with him, careful not to jar his head. Leaning over, I touched a fingertip to his chin. “Then pucker up, big guy.”

I meant to keep it sweet and quick—a gentle brush of lips, nothing more. Doctor’s orders. But the moment our mouths met, his arm slid around my back and pulled me closer. The kiss deepened, slow and hungry and full of everything we hadn’t said over the past months. His lips parted mine, and for a few reckless seconds I forgot about concussions and instructions and caution.

Because God, I’d missed him. The taste of him. The feel of his mouth claiming mine.

When we finally broke apart, I stayed close, brushing my fingers over his cheek, memorizing the warmth of his skin. “I love you, Rory,” I whispered, the words spilling out of me at last.

Instead of melting into a romantic haze, he laughed softly and rolled his eyes. “So all it took to get you to marry me and finally say those three little words was almost having my head taken off?”

I swatted his chest lightly. “Don’t joke about that. I’m just grateful you’re still in one piece.”

His expression sobered. “When that scaffolding came down and hit me… when they were loading me into the ambulance…” His thumb stroked absently at my waist. “All I could think about was you waiting at the airport. Wondering if I’d ever see you again.” He swallowed. “I’m really damn glad I made it home.”

A chill ran through me at the thought of what could have happened. I pressed my forehead to his. “Me too.”

After a moment, I felt him shift under me, a faint grimace tugging at his mouth. His body tensed, and he squirmed carefully.

“What is it?” I asked, instantly alert.

He sighed. “I need the bathroom.”

I slid off the bed and came around to his side. “Okay. I’ve got you.”

One eyebrow lifted despite the situation. “You offering to hold it for me, too?”

I couldn’t help the smirk that curved my lips. “Please. I’m very familiar with your equipment.”

A low chuckle rumbled out of him. “Fair point.”

I slipped my arm around his waist and guided him upright, moving slowly, mindful of every tiny wince. He was steady on his feet but not solid—there was a faint tremor in him, a weakness that made my chest tighten. I kept a firm grip on him as we shuffled toward the bathroom.

Even shaken and bruised, even pale and aching, he was still my strong, cocky man.

And right now, he was leaning on me.

I turned my head, determined to grant him at least the illusion of privacy as he positioned himself in front of the toilet. I focused on the tiles, the hum of the fan—anything but him. When several long seconds passed in silence, curiosity got the better of me. I glanced down.

Oh.

I bit hard on my lower lip to keep from laughing. He was gloriously, unapologetically erect—thick and proud, angled upward like it had its own ambitions entirely separate from the task at hand.

“Is that… even functional right now?” I asked, unable to keep the teasing from my voice. “Can you pee when it’s doing that?”

He shot me a sideways look, half amused, half challenged. “I honestly have no idea. I don’t usually schedule bathroom breaks around a full-on hard-on.”

“Then why are you so hard?” I murmured, folding my arms, pretending innocence.

His gaze slid over me, slow and heated. “You kissed me. What did you expect? Every time you kiss me, I get like this.”

My smile softened. That felt dangerously good to hear. “Fair enough,” I admitted. “Every time you kiss me, I melt.”

Eventually he managed what he’d set out to do, though not without muttered commentary and a great deal of concentration. By the time we shuffled back toward the bedroom, I could feel how unsteady he still was, the tremor in his arm where it looped around me.

“You’re not standing in a shower yet,” I decided firmly. “Doctor’s orders.”

He sighed but didn’t argue. So I fetched a basin of warm water and a soft cloth, spreading a thick towel beneath him before easing him back against the pillows. The room felt intimate in a different way now—quieter, slower. Tender.

I dipped the cloth, wrung it out, and began at his shoulders, smoothing the warmth across his skin. He watched me the entire time, a lazy, appreciative grin playing at his mouth. I traced the damp fabric down his chest, over the firm planes of muscle, across his stomach. His breathing deepened when I moved lower.

When the cloth slid over him—over that persistent, impressive erection—his hips twitched despite himself.

“Careful,” he warned lightly, though his voice had already roughened.

“I’m just washing you,” I said, but my tone had turned husky.

I took my time, gliding the cloth along his length, slow strokes that were technically innocent, practically not. He closed his eyes for a moment, jaw tightening. Even through the cotton, I could feel the heat of him, the pulse.

Once I’d finished, I set the basin aside and gently dried him, patting him down until his skin was warm and clean. He looked relaxed… except for the part of him that was anything but.

I leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to his lips. “You should try to sleep,” I whispered.

He opened one eye at me, incredulous. His erection stood rigid and insistent against his stomach, even more pronounced now than it had been in the bathroom. “Sleep,” he repeated dryly.

I exhaled, resisting the urge to trace my fingers down and wrap my hand around him. The doctor’s warning echoed in my mind—no stimulation, not for a few days. No excitement. No strain.

And yet there it was. Strain in every sense.

We stared at each other. Then at the obvious, impossible-to-ignore situation between us. A beat of silence passed before laughter bubbled up, helpless and shared.

“You’re not seriously going to leave me like this, are you?” he asked finally.

My eyes flicked upward. “What about your head?”

“Which one?” he shot back. “Because they’re both pounding. After that little strip show, that kiss, you washing me like that… I’ve never been this hard in my life.”

A flicker of guilt twisted inside me. I’d started this. I’d teased him, touched him, kissed him knowing full well what he was capable of feeling. And now he lay there, needy and magnificent, looking at me like I was the only relief in the world.

I blew out a slow breath, my body already warming with decision.

“Okay,” I said softly, stepping closer to the bed. “What do you think would be the least… stimulating?” 

My gaze dropped deliberately to him before lifting back to his eyes. 

“A hand? My mouth?” I paused, letting the words sink in. “Or me on top of you?”

His brows arched high, mischief lighting his face, and I watched the thick length of him jerk eagerly against his stomach. “Does it have to be just one?” he asked, voice all boyish hope and wicked intent. “Maybe I should… sample all three. Purely for research. We need to determine which is least likely to overstimulate me.”

I huffed out a laugh, shaking my head at him, though the heat pooling low in my belly told me I’d already lost this argument. I shouldn’t have been encouraging him—not with strict doctor’s orders echoing in the back of my mind—but the way he looked at me, flushed and wanting, made resistance feel almost cruel.

I moved to the foot of the bed and climbed between his thighs, the mattress dipping beneath my weight. He parted for me without hesitation, eyes darkening as I leaned down. My tongue traced a slow, deliberate path from the tight weight of his balls all the way up the length of him, savoring the silky heat of his skin. He hissed softly when I reached the crown, lips closing around him in a teasing suck while my fingers cradled and gently rolled him beneath.

“Well?” I murmured against him, my breath warm and damp.

His head tipped back into the pillow, a blissed-out grin stretching across his face. “Jesus… that’s incredible. What’s next?”

Incorrigible.

I wrapped my hand around him, pumping slowly, watching how his abdomen tightened with each glide of my fist. My tongue flicked over the sensitive tip, tasting him, feeling the pulse of him against my lips. “And this?” I asked, keeping my voice low and intimate.

A groan rumbled out of him. “That’s—God, that’s good. You have no idea how good your hands feel on me, Giselle.”

I did know. I could feel his response in every tremor, every sharp intake of breath.

Carefully—mindful of his injury—I rose and swung one leg over his hips, settling astride him. He watched me with reverence as I guided him between my thighs. Instead of sinking down, I held him in my hand and slid him slowly through my slick heat, coating him, letting him feel every inch of me without taking him fully inside.

“Tell me your head isn’t killing you,” I whispered, meeting his gaze.

He laughed softly, eyes blazing. “The one brushing against your pussy? He’s in paradise. And the other one? I can’t even feel it right now. I’m too busy focusing on this.” His hands came to my hips, fingers digging in gently. “We should publish this. Sex therapy for head injuries. Groundbreaking medical discovery.”

I laughed, too, unable to help it, the sound dissolving into a breathy moan as I began to move. I kept it slow—controlled—rocking over him, letting him thrust up carefully to meet me. The rhythm built naturally, a careful dance between pleasure and restraint. His grip tightened, his jaw clenching as sensation took over.

“If you feel worse tomorrow,” I warned softly, even as my body betrayed me by craving more, “this is the last time for a while.”

“Worth it,” he muttered, already unraveling.

When he finally came, it hit him hard. His body tensed beneath me, a shudder tearing through him as he groaned my name. I watched his face closely, searching for any sign of pain beyond pleasure. There was intensity, yes—but no sharp wince, no distress. Just a young man utterly spent and blissfully satisfied.

Over the next few days, he steadily returned to himself—color back in his cheeks, steadiness in his step. I still enforced rest, though. Real rest. Separate sides of the bed, no late-night “research trials.” He protested, of course, but I held firm.

A week later, with the concussion nothing but a memory, Rory walked back into work like nothing had ever happened. I thrived in my new role at the office, loving the sense of building something together. And then, almost casually, he told me he’d chosen April fifth—his father’s birthday—as our day.

We were married that evening in the small church he’d attended since childhood. The ceremony was quiet and intimate, just his mother, my sister and her family, and a handful of close friends. Candlelight flickered against old wood pews as we said our vows, his fingers trembling slightly when he slid the ring onto mine.

I wore a simple off-the-shoulder dress that skimmed my knees, classic and understated. But beneath it, hidden against my skin, was a white garter circling my thigh, dotted with tiny pink rosebuds.

Later that night, when we were finally alone, Rory discovered it.

And he removed it slowly—with his teeth.

When I first saw him waiting at the altar, hands clasped loosely in front of him, eyes searching the back of the church for me, every lingering doubt I’d ever carried about love simply dissolved. I wasn’t walking toward uncertainty. I wasn’t gambling on hope. I was stepping into a life with my best friend—my lover, my safe place, the only man who had ever made me feel completely chosen.

He looked devastatingly handsome in a charcoal-gray tux that fit him like it had been tailored by a sculptor. The clean line of his shoulders beneath the jacket, the stark white shirt against his skin, the black tie resting neatly at his throat—it all made him appear both elegant and deliciously masculine. For a dizzy second, I wondered how on earth a man that charming, that vibrant and alive, had decided I was the woman he wanted to wake up beside for the rest of his life.

But the way he looked at me as I moved down the aisle—like I was the only woman in existence—erased any lingering disbelief.

Our reception was held at a waterfront restaurant, all golden light and shimmering reflections off the water beyond the windows. The air smelled of champagne and candle wax, and happiness hummed through the room. When Al Green’s “Let’s Stay Together” began to play, Rory pulled me into his arms without hesitation. We swayed slowly, his palm warm and possessive at the small of my back, my cheek brushing the smooth fabric of his lapel.

Then he started singing along.

“I’m so in love with you…”

His voice wasn’t just good—it was rich and smooth and startlingly beautiful. My mouth actually dropped open mid-step.

“Holy crow,” I breathed, laughing in disbelief. “You can really sing. How did I not know this?”

He only shrugged, that boyish grin tugging at his mouth before he leaned down to press a soft kiss to the tip of my nose. “I usually save it for the shower.”

His mother passed by at that exact moment, catching the tail end of his impromptu serenade. She smiled at me warmly. “Giselle, you should hear him sing ‘The Prayer.’ It’ll give you chills. I still don’t know where that voice came from.”

I stared at him, stunned and a little dazzled, realizing that even now—on our wedding night—there were still hidden layers to discover. The idea thrilled me. I would get a lifetime of uncovering him.

We spent our honeymoon in the Bahamas, surrounded by turquoise water and endless sun—but honestly, we barely noticed the view. We kissed like we were starving for each other, like we’d been separated for years instead of hours. We tangled ourselves in cool white sheets, skin sliding against skin, laughing and whispering and rediscovering the shape of one another as husband and wife. The casino saw us once, maybe twice. The pool, the same. Most of our time was spent behind the locked door of our suite, where the only thing on our schedule was pleasure and sleep—and sometimes not even sleep.

It was there, wrapped in his arms, salt still lingering on our skin, that I made a quiet decision. Before we left the island, I stopped taking the pill.

I didn’t tell him right away. I just wanted to see what would happen.

And what happened took my breath away.

Eight and a half months later, on Christmas morning, we were settled into our new home—a place that smelled faintly of fresh paint and pine from the forest stretching beyond our kitchen windows. Snow dusted the trees outside, turning everything into a postcard.

I was standing at the counter, rolling dough and baking butter tarts in our wide, sunlit kitchen, humming to myself, when I felt it—a sudden, unmistakable rush of warmth between my legs.

For a second, I froze.

Then panic flared.

“Rory!” I called out, my voice sharper than I intended. “Come here—something’s happening.”

He appeared in the doorway almost instantly. The moment his gaze dropped to the floor and registered the spreading puddle at my feet, all color drained from his face.

“Baby, are you okay?”

I blinked down at the water, shock buzzing through me, heart pounding hard enough to make me lightheaded. Slowly, I lifted my eyes to his.

“I think my water just broke.”

He swallowed. “Are you having contractions?”

I stood there, waiting for pain, for some dramatic tightening. But there was nothing. Just the surreal awareness that everything was about to change.

“No,” I said, still stunned. “But I think we should go to the hospital.”

Carefully—still dripping—I made my way toward the bathroom. Over my shoulder I added, trying to cling to normalcy, “Take the tarts out of the oven while I clean up and get dressed.”

Even in the middle of labor, I couldn’t let dessert burn.

On the drive to the hospital, Christmas lights blinking softly in passing windows, my mind drifted back to the day we’d found out we were expecting twin boys. Rory had gone so pale I honestly thought he might faint right there in the doctor’s office. His hand had tightened around mine, his eyes wide with a mixture of terror and awe.

As the car moved steadily through the quiet streets, all kinds of thoughts crowded my head—about how far we’d come, about the life waiting on the other side of this night, about the way love had led us here.

On the drive, watching his knuckles tighten around the steering wheel, I couldn’t stop the questions spiraling through me. Was he frightened of having two babies at once? Of the sleepless nights, the doubled diapers, the weight of being responsible for two tiny, helpless lives? Or was it me—my age, the risks, the whispers people never quite managed to hide? 

It didn’t make sense. When we’d first learned I was pregnant at all, he’d lifted me off my feet, laughing, kissing me like we’d just won the lottery of the universe. He’d looked at me as if I’d performed a miracle. So why had the word twins drained all the color from his face?

I didn’t have to wonder long.

After the ultrasound, he’d driven us home in near silence. Once inside, he guided me to the couch with unusual care, like I was made of glass. He sat beside me, his thigh warm against mine, and wrapped his hand around my fingers. His palm was damp.

“There’s something I’ve never told you,” he said quietly. “Something you should know.”

The gravity in his voice made my stomach dip. I’d never seen him so solemn, so stripped of his usual easy confidence. I braced myself, afraid of what might follow.

“I had a twin,” he said. “An identical twin. His name was James.”

For a moment I just stared at him, the words refusing to settle into meaning. A twin. Another Rory. Another face exactly like the one I loved more than my own heartbeat.

“What… what happened?” I finally managed.

He swallowed. “I came first. They had trouble delivering him. The cord was wrapped around his neck. His heart stopped before they could get him out.” His jaw tightened, but he kept going. “They tried to bring him back. They couldn’t. He was full term, so my parents had to plan a funeral. They went home from the hospital with one baby in their arms… and another in a coffin.”

My chest constricted painfully. I pictured it—two identical infants, one breathing, one still. A joy split down the middle by devastation. I imagined his parents watching him grow, every milestone shadowed by the ghost of the child who should have been beside him. Two faces that would have been mirror images. One missing.

“As I got older,” he continued softly, “I always knew he was there in the room with us, even when he wasn’t. In the way they looked at me. In the silence sometimes.”

I laced my fingers tighter through his and squeezed. “Rory… I’m so sorry. I had no idea.”

He gave me a faint, almost embarrassed shrug. “I don’t talk about it much. But when they said you were having twin boys…” He exhaled shakily. “I think I just went into shock.”

Understanding washed over me then, warm and aching. It hadn’t been fear of fatherhood. It had been memory. Loss. The echo of a life that never had the chance to begin.

“I can see why,” I murmured. “But I’m being monitored constantly. The doctors are watching everything. We’ll be okay.”

He searched my face, as if trying to anchor himself there. “You’re right. I know you’re right. It just caught me off guard.”

I brushed my thumb over his knuckles, still tracing the faint tremor there. “Why didn’t you ever tell me about him?”

He lifted one shoulder in a small, almost apologetic shrug. “I don’t tell people,” he admitted quietly. “It’s not exactly dinner conversation.” His thumb brushed over my knuckles, absent, thoughtful. “But losing him… even though I never knew him, it’s like he’s been there my whole life.”

His gaze drifted somewhere distant, somewhere ten years old and small and frightened. “I was always aware that I was the one who made it. The one who stayed. My parents never put that weight on me, not deliberately—but I felt it. I saw it in the way they watched me. Like I was fragile. Like I was… everything.” He swallowed. “So I grew up careful. Really careful.”

I stayed silent, letting him unravel it at his own pace.

“When I was about ten, I was at a neighbor kid’s house. His older brother brought out a gun—just to show off, I think. The other kids thought it was cool.” His jaw tightened. “I didn’t. I made him put it away. I remember thinking, if something happens to me, it won’t just be me who pays for it. It would destroy my parents.” He exhaled slowly. “After that, I never did anything reckless. No drugs. No getting in a car if someone had even one drink too many. Nothing that could end in a phone call my parents couldn’t survive.”

His hand squeezed mine, stronger now. “And I think… because James never got a single breath outside that hospital room, I always felt like I owed it to him to actually live. To not waste what he never had.”

Emotion welled up in my chest, thick and warm. I lifted our joined hands and pressed a kiss to his knuckles, then traced the lines of his palm with my fingertips, reverent and tender. “I always sensed there was something deeper about you,” I murmured, my voice soft with awe. “Something steady. Intentional.” I smiled through the ache behind my ribs. “Now I understand.”

His expression shifted when he looked at me—less haunted, more grounded. His hand slid from mine to my belly, spreading wide over the gentle curve, his touch protective and almost reverent. The warmth of his palm seeped through my clothes, and I covered his hand with both of mine.

“If it’s okay with you,” he said, voice low, “I’d rather wait until they’re here before we name them.”

The thought felt right—like a quiet promise instead of a plan. I nodded, leaning closer so our foreheads nearly touched. “Of course. We have time.” I smiled softly. “All the time we need.”

----

On the drive to the hospital, my thoughts refused to stay quiet. Every mile seemed to echo with memories—especially of what had happened to James. The fear clung to me, sharp and invasive, no matter how hard I tried to focus on the steady rhythm of my breathing.

The twins weren’t supposed to arrive until early January. I kept reminding myself of that. Only a few weeks early. The doctors had said they were measuring strong and healthy, good weight, good heartbeats. I clung to those reassurances like a lifeline. Soon—so soon—we would be bringing home two perfect little boys. That was the future I forced myself to see.

In the delivery room, everything moved quickly. Bright lights. Cool air against my flushed skin. The steady beeping of machines tracking every rise and fall inside me. Rory stayed at my head, his large, warm hand wrapped around mine, grounding me. Each contraction rolled through my body harder than the last, tightening low in my belly and stealing my breath. I focused on the rhythm they’d taught me—inhale, exhale, push. Inhale, exhale, push. And every time the pain crested, I crushed Rory’s hand without apology.

I glanced down toward the foot of the bed and caught the doctor’s expression. His eyes were fixed on the monitor, his jaw tight, his attention razor sharp. Something in my chest turned cold. He murmured to a nurse—too low for me to hear—but I saw the quick shift in her posture, the urgency in her movements. A chill slid down my spine.

When he finally looked at us, his voice was calm but firm. “The babies are in distress. We need to move to a C-section. And we need to do it now. We’ll have to put you under, Giselle.”

The words hit me like a wave.

Before panic could fully take hold, Rory leaned down, his face close to mine. He squeezed my hand and pressed a kiss to my lips—soft, steady, anchoring. “Everything’s going to be okay, baby. Don’t worry.”

His eyes betrayed a flicker of fear, but his voice didn’t. It was strong, certain. And because he believed it—because he needed to—I let myself believe it too. My body relaxed just enough to let the doctors take over.

Darkness came quickly.

When I opened my eyes again, the world felt quiet. Soft. Private room. Low light. For a moment I didn’t know where I was. Then I saw him.

Rory stood at the foot of the bed, looking utterly wrecked in the most beautiful way—hair messy, eyes bright, face glowing with something close to awe. In his arms, bundled tightly, were two impossibly small, impossibly perfect boys. Each wore a tiny red Santa hat perched on a head dusted with pale strawberry-blond hair.

My throat tightened. I hadn’t realized I was crying until I lifted a hand to wipe at my cheeks.

They were here.

They were okay.

Rory noticed my movement and his smile stretched wider, if that was even possible. He stepped closer, voice thick with happiness. “Look what Santa brought us, Mama.”

A soft laugh escaped me, shaky and overwhelmed. He carefully placed them into my arms, one at a time, adjusting blankets and tubes with surprising gentleness for such big hands. Nestled against my chest, they felt fragile and warm, their tiny bodies rising and falling in sleepy unison.

Both were asleep, their lips pursed in delicate little pouts. When I brushed a fingertip over one impossibly small hand, his fingers curled instinctively around mine. The other followed, gripping me with surprising strength. My heart felt like it might burst straight out of my chest.

Strawberry-blond hair. Just like their father.

I looked up to find Rory holding his phone, his grin uncontainable. “Smile.”

But I already was. I didn’t think I’d ever stop.

He snapped a few photos before slipping the phone into his pocket and pulling out two oversized red-and-white striped stockings. “I grabbed these from the gift shop downstairs,” he said sheepishly. “Figured we needed something festive.”

My laugh came easier this time—lighter, full of relief and love.

Carefully, he lifted each baby from my arms and, with exaggerated gentleness, tucked them one by one into the soft stockings so they peeked out like the sweetest little surprises. Tiny Santa hats, rosy cheeks, barely-there eyelashes resting against newborn skin.

I reached for my own phone, needing to capture the sight of our sons cradled against their father’s broad chest, wrapped in red and white, looking like the most precious gifts in the world.

And as I framed the shot—Rory glowing with pride, our boys safe and perfect—I felt it settle deep in my bones.

We were whole.

A nurse drifted in just then, pausing in the doorway when she saw Rory standing there with a baby bundled in each striped stocking, their tiny Santa hats tipped sideways. Her face melted. “Oh my goodness, that is the sweetest thing I’ve seen all night.”

She glanced at me, still propped against the pillows, hair a mess, body aching, heart impossibly full. “I just wanted to check if you needed anything, Mrs. McLean.”

I let my gaze travel over my husband—broad shoulders, careful hands, reverent expression as he cradled our sons like they were made of spun glass and starlight. My chest tightened.

“Actually,” I said softly, “I think I already have everything I’ll ever need.”

Her smile turned knowing, warm. “I’d say you do.” She backed toward the door. “Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas,” we echoed, our voices tangled together.

As soon as she left, I reached for my phone and sent the photo Rory had taken to Marcie. It took less than a minute for my screen to light up.

Oh. Wow. Congratulations! They’re perfect! And—#HottestDadEver!

I burst out laughing and angled the phone so Rory could see. He shook his head, that crooked grin spreading across his face, eyes sparkling with exhausted pride.

“Apparently you’ve achieved legendary status already,” I teased.

He chuckled, looking down at the boys again as if he still couldn’t quite believe they were real. I watched him—this man who had once been nothing but reckless heat and wicked temptation to me—and felt something deeper, steadier, settle inside my bones.

“I guess,” I murmured, studying their tiny faces, “we should probably decide what to call them.”

Rory bent and pressed a kiss to each downy head, lips lingering a second longer than necessary. “Yeah,” he said dryly. “I’m thinking ‘Baby A’ and ‘Baby B’ might get their asses handed to them once they hit kindergarten.”

I rolled my eyes, but my heart swelled at the tenderness in his voice. “I was thinking… maybe one of them could be James. After your brother.”

His teasing expression softened. He went quiet for a moment, gaze distant, thoughtful. Then he nodded slowly. “Yeah. I’d like that.” He shifted his weight, careful not to jostle either boy. “And we should name one after your dad, too.”

The suggestion hit me like a warm ache. “Oh, I couldn’t.”

His brow furrowed. “I thought you adored your dad.”

“I did.” My throat tightened, but I smiled. “He was incredible. But before he passed, he made my sister and me promise we’d never name our kids after him.”

Rory blinked. “Why? What was his name?”

“Everyone called him Al.”

“That’s not bad,” he said, shrugging. “Short for Allan? Alex?”

I laughed, shaking my head. “No. Not nearly that simple. His full name was Aloysius.”

Rory stared at me. “You’re joking.”

“That was usually the reaction,” I said, grinning. “Apparently my grandmother—who was devout to the point of dramatic—fell down a flight of stairs while she was pregnant with him. She swore if he survived, she’d name him after whichever saint’s day he was born on. He arrived on June twenty-first. Saint Aloysius.”

Rory winced playfully. “Wow.”

“Exactly. If he’d come a day later, he would’ve been Thomas. Which would’ve been significantly kinder.”

“Yeah,” Rory agreed with a low laugh. “Let’s not saddle either of our sons with something that sounds like it belongs in a medieval monastery.” He paused, then his eyes lit up. “What if we combined them? James Allen. For my brother and your dad.”

I rolled the name around in my head, tasting it. “James Allen McLean.” I smiled. “That’s beautiful.”

He nodded, clearly pleased. “And my dad was Adam. What about Adam Roderick? That way he carries both his father and grandfather.”

I felt something tender and reverent bloom inside me. “Adam Roderick McLean,” I repeated softly. “I love it.”

Rory met my eyes, and for a moment the room seemed to fade—the beeping monitors, the faint antiseptic scent, the winter night beyond the window. There was only us and the two small miracles between us.

“Do you have a middle name?” I asked suddenly, curious.

He made a face. “Yeah. Never been a fan.”

“Oh, now I have to know.”

He hesitated, as if debating whether to confess. Then he sighed. “Alistair.”

I blinked. “Alistair? That’s actually kind of sexy.”

He groaned. “You’re the only person who’s ever said that.”

I smiled, watching the way he held our sons—strong arms, gentle hands, fierce devotion shining through every line of him. “Well,” I murmured, heart brimming, “I’ve always had excellent taste.”

“Are you serious?” I laughed softly. “Alistair is gorgeous. It sounds like some dark-haired Scottish lord striding across the Highlands in a sinful little kilt.”

Rory’s mouth curved, that wicked spark lighting his eyes. He lifted one brow at me. “You do know what they say about what’s under those kilts, right?”

“I certainly hope the rumors are true.” My gaze drifted over him slowly, deliberately, as if I could already see the wool plaid hugging his hips. The image came too easily—fabric swaying around his powerful thighs, nothing at all beneath it. Heat bloomed low in my belly. I imagined sliding my palms up his legs, inch by inch, pushing under the hem to discover bare, warm skin… and then higher, until I found exactly what he was hiding beneath that sporran.

I bit my lip. “Tell me—have I missed the window to order you one before Christmas?”

He laughed under his breath, deep and knowing. “That depends. Are you prepared for the consequences? Because if you had me wandering around this house dressed like that, you wouldn’t keep your hands to yourself. You’d have me flat on my back in about five seconds. Just like last Christmas.”

The memory sent a delicious shiver through me. I leaned closer, lowering my voice. “Maybe not today. Or tomorrow.” My eyes flicked down to where our sons slept peacefully between us. “But soon… I wouldn’t mind practicing for a daughter.”

His expression darkened, desire flashing hot and unmistakable.

Then a giggle bubbled out of me, breaking the spell. “Oh my God, I just realized something. Your initials spell R.A.M. That feels hilariously appropriate.”

He snorted.

I glanced down at the boys again, counting off on my fingers. “James Allen—J.A.M. Adam Roderick—A.R.M. Those actually sound kind of strong. Solid.”

“And you,” he countered smoothly, brushing his thumb along my calf beneath the blanket, “with Anne in the middle—G.A.M.” His gaze slid over my legs in a way that made my skin prickle. “Which works for me, because those legs of yours are absolutely game-changing.”

The warmth in his voice melted straight through me. Even exhausted, even wrapped in hospital sheets with newborns beside us, the air between us felt charged—alive with the promise of stolen moments, of laughter and lust woven together, of a future that would never, ever be dull.


RORY

One of the things I adored most about us was how effortlessly we fit together. We could spar with words, tease until one of us surrendered in laughter, trade wicked jokes that would scandalize anyone else—and then, in the next breath, fall into a silence so intimate it felt sacred. She wasn’t just my wife. She was my co‑conspirator, my best friend, the woman who could arch a brow and undo me completely. Some days I caught myself staring at her in disbelief, wondering how I’d managed to marry someone who still felt like my favorite person to flirt with.

But today… today she had eclipsed every version of herself I thought I knew.

I slid my fingers beneath her chin, tilting her face up to mine. There was a softness to her, a glow threaded with exhaustion and triumph. I kissed her slowly, reverently, tasting the salt of tears she hadn’t quite shed. “I love you so much,” I murmured against her lips, my voice thick. “I didn’t think it was possible to love you more than I already did. But seeing what you’ve endured—what you’ve given us—these two perfect boys…” My throat tightened. “You’ve made me fall for you all over again. Deeper.”

Her lashes fluttered, her eyes shining in that way that always wrecked me—strong and vulnerable at once. She smiled, that small, intimate smile she saved just for me. “I love you too,” she whispered, and it felt like a vow renewed, not spoken before a crowd, but breathed into my mouth where it belonged.

It was almost surreal. We had woken up this morning tangled together, just husband and wife, stealing lazy kisses before the world intruded. And now? Now we were something bigger. A family of four. The house that once echoed with space would soon hum with life. Those spare bedrooms she’d teased me about—rooms she insisted we might never need—were no longer empty promises. They were waiting to be filled with lullabies, midnight cries, and the soft shuffle of growing feet.

I thought about all the prayers, the quiet hopes whispered into darkness. Maybe the priest and the rabbi had been right. Maybe faith had guided me to her. Or maybe I was simply the luckiest man alive—blessed with the woman of my dreams and two tiny, perfect miracles who had arrived like the most precious Christmas gift we would ever receive.


The Airport Pickup

“Beth—oh my God, thank you for answering. Everything is falling apart over here!”

Heather’s voice came through the phone in a shrill rush of panic. I pulled it slightly away from my ear, closing my eyes for a second. In the fifteen years we’d been inseparable, I’d learned that at least half our conversations began with some variation of impending catastrophe.

I exhaled slowly. “What do you need?” I asked, carefully sanding the irritation out of my tone.

“Matt’s plane just landed, and we are nowhere near ready for his surprise party. Can you please go get him and distract him for a bit? I just need an hour. Maybe two. You’d be saving my life.”

My stomach dropped. Of course. Of course it would be tonight.

I was already dressed, already halfway out the door for a first date. Forty-six years old and still agreeing to first dates with men I’d met online—there was something both hopeful and humiliating about that. I’d spent an embarrassing amount of time deciding what to wear for what was technically just “a late lunch.”

But I’d liked the way I looked.

The red blouse was new, silky and fluid, the color rich against my skin. It dipped just low enough to hint at cleavage without advertising it. My black skirt skimmed over my hips and hugged my thighs in a way that felt deliberate—sexy, but controlled. And underneath it all, I’d wrestled myself into a push-up bra that did heroic work lifting breasts that had long since surrendered to gravity. I’d stood in front of the mirror and thought, You still have it. Or at least enough of it.

Heather, however, was my oldest friend. The keeper of my secrets. The woman who had held my hair back in my twenties and my hand through my divorce.

I pressed my lips together. “Fine. What time does his flight get in?”

“If you leave right now, you might catch him at the gate.”

I stared at my phone. “You’re kidding me.”

“Nope.”

“You absolutely owe me for this, Heather.”

“Love you!” she sang before hanging up.

I muttered a few choice words under my breath and grabbed my purse.

—

The airport was chaos incarnate. The moment the sliding doors whooshed open, I was swallowed by a tide of bodies, luggage wheels clattering, children whining, announcements echoing overhead. The air smelled faintly of coffee and recycled oxygen.

I rarely flew, so every time I stepped into an airport it felt like entering some frantic, self-contained city. People brushed past me in every direction. I was jostled within seconds, my shoulder bumped, my heel clipped by a suitcase. I clutched my purse tighter and pushed forward, silently cursing Heather with each step.

She’d texted me Matt’s gate number and told him to wait there for me. Simple. In theory.

By the time I reached the gate, weaving through the human obstacle course, I was slightly flushed and more than slightly irritated.

And he wasn’t there.

The seats were half-full of strangers glued to their phones. A few passengers from the last flight trickled away. But no Matt.

I checked my watch. Checked my phone. Nothing.

Minutes dragged. The recycled air began to feel dry and hostile, and of course—of course—my allergies decided to flare up. My nose prickled, that familiar pressure building behind my sinuses. I sniffed, blinking rapidly.

And I had forgotten to toss tissues into my purse.

Perfect.

Muttering to myself, I turned and headed briskly toward the nearest restroom, heels clicking against the polished floor. I needed a paper towel. Something. Anything.

I pushed through the women’s restroom door with more force than necessary.

And stopped dead.

The world narrowed instantly.

By the row of sinks, pressed against the cool tiled wall, was a woman in a flight attendant’s uniform—navy skirt, fitted jacket, silk scarf now askew. The jacket hung open, her blouse dragged up to her collarbone. One breast was fully exposed, small and beautifully shaped, the pale pink nipple taut and shining under fluorescent light.

A man had her pinned there with his body.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair falling slightly over his forehead as he bent his head to her chest. His mouth was latched onto her nipple, lips pulling and sucking in slow, deliberate draws that made a wet, intimate sound in the echoing room.

My breath caught in my throat.

His hand—large, confident—slid up her thigh, disappearing beneath the hem of her skirt. The fabric bunched at her hips. His fingers moved beneath it with purpose.

The woman’s head was tipped back against the tile. Her eyes were squeezed shut, lashes resting against flushed cheeks. Her mouth was parted, shaping a silent gasp, her throat working as if she were swallowing moans she couldn’t let escape. One hand clutched his shoulder, the other tangled in his hair, holding him to her breast as if she needed the anchor.

I could see the tension in her body—the way her hips pressed forward, subtly rocking against his hand. The soft tremor in her thighs. The flush creeping down her neck.

Heat slammed into me, sudden and shocking.

I should look away.

I should apologize.

I should do anything other than stand frozen in the doorway, heart pounding as if I’d stumbled into something sacred and wildly indecent all at once.

He shifted slightly, his jaw tightening as he drew her nipple deeper into his mouth. His hand moved beneath her skirt with slow, rhythmic strokes that made her spine arch. Even from several feet away, I could sense the wet slickness he was stroking through, the intimate slide of fingers between her thighs.

The fluorescent lights hummed overhead. A faucet dripped somewhere behind them.

She made a tiny sound then—a broken, breathy whimper that scraped straight down my spine.

I felt it in my own body. A tightening low in my belly. A sudden awareness of the lace pressing against my breasts, of the way my skirt hugged my hips. Of how long it had been since anyone had touched me with that kind of urgency.

The man’s mouth released her nipple with a soft pop. He dragged his tongue over the sensitive peak before lifting his head slightly, his lips brushing her skin as he murmured something too low for me to hear.

Her eyes fluttered open.

And locked onto mine.

For one suspended, electric second, none of us moved.

She began patting at the top of his head in a frantic rhythm, clearly trying to get his attention. He misunderstood completely. Instead of stopping, he shifted his mouth to her other breast, drawing the peaked nipple in with a greedy suck that wrung a helpless moan from her throat. Her fingers tangled in his hair, tugging harder this time, and at last she forced him back.

Her breast slipped from his mouth with a slick, unmistakable sound. Flushed and breathless, she pivoted him toward me.

“Sorry about that,” he said evenly, as though they’d merely bumped into me in line for coffee. “We got a little distracted.”

Before I could form a response, he scooped her up with effortless strength and carried her into one of the stalls. The door shut. A second later, the sharp rasp of his zipper filled the tiled room—quick, urgent. Then came the low thud of bodies meeting, the rhythm unmistakable. Her voice rose, no longer restrained, breathy pleas and broken cries echoing off porcelain and mirrors.

I should have been appalled. Offended. Something respectable.

Instead, heat pooled low in my belly, sudden and insistent. It had been nearly a year since anyone had touched me like that—since I’d felt wanted enough to forget where I was. The sounds coming from behind that thin metal door were indecently vivid. Skin on skin. The stall wall rattling softly. Her moans turning almost reverent, as if she were worshipping at the altar of his body.

For a reckless second, I considered staying. Just leaning against the counter and letting the erotic soundtrack play out while I imagined strong hands on my hips, a firm mouth at my throat. But reality nudged its way back in. I’d come in for tissues, not temptation.

I tore a paper towel from the dispenser with fingers that weren’t as steady as they should have been, dabbed at my neglected nose, and forced myself to leave them to their feverish reunion.

Out in the terminal, I found an empty bench and sat, crossing one leg over the other, trying to quiet the restless pulse between my thighs. I reached for my phone, ready to text Heather and demand to know if she’d sent me to the wrong gate.

That’s when the restroom door opened.

The flight attendant stepped out first, immaculate once more. Jacket smoothed, skirt perfectly aligned, lipstick pristine. If not for the faint flush high on her cheekbones, no one would guess she’d just been pressed against a bathroom wall in ecstasy.

He emerged a heartbeat later.

Our eyes met.

His expression drained of color so fast it was almost comical.

No. It couldn’t be.

In my mind, Matt was forever thirteen—awkward limbs, oversized glasses, shy and gangly. But the man standing a few yards away bore little resemblance to that boy. Time had been astonishingly generous. He was tall now, shoulders broad beneath a fitted T-shirt, his build lean but defined in a way that spoke of quiet strength. Wavy brown hair fell artfully across his forehead, and a shadow of stubble darkened a jawline that had sharpened into something undeniably masculine.

Gone was the cocky ease he’d worn in the restroom. In its place: pure, boyish mortification.

As he approached, a blush crept up his neck.

“Did you have a good flight?” I asked sweetly, unable to resist. “The crew seemed very… attentive.”

“Uh—yes, ma’am. It was fine, Ms. Rangel.” His gaze locked onto the black-and-white tiles at his feet as if they held the secrets of the universe.

I rose from the bench.

He thought he was subtle. He wasn’t.

His eyes lifted, sliding over me before he could stop them—over the red blouse that cupped my breasts in defiance of gravity, down the curve of my waist to the way my skirt hugged my hips and thighs. I saw it. The quick appraisal. The flicker of appreciation. And then, almost too fast to catch, the faintest hint of a wicked smile before he swallowed it down and looked away.

A young man who could seduce a flight attendant in an airport bathroom had no reason to notice a forty-six-year-old woman.

And yet… he had.

He hadn’t checked a bag, so within minutes we were sliding into my car, the doors shutting with a muted thud that seemed louder than it should have been. The silence that followed was thick—awkward, almost tangible. I filled it the only way I knew how, tossing out small talk about the flight, the weather, the traffic. He answered in clipped, polite murmurs, his gaze fixed straight ahead as if the dashboard held the secrets of the universe.

The memory of what I’d walked in on hovered between us, electric and unspoken.

“You know, Matt,” I said lightly, glancing at him as I pulled out of the airport loop, “you don’t have to be embarrassed.”

He shifted in his seat, long legs adjusting, hands flexing against his thighs. A flush crept up his neck to his cheeks, warm and boyish and utterly endearing. God, he was handsome like this—caught between man and something softer.

“Now come on,” I continued, my tone teasing. “We’re both adults. And we’ve got a little time before I deliver you home. Are we really going to sit here in silence just because I happened to walk in on you fucking that flight attendant?”

His breath hitched. “I’m sorry, Ms. Rangel.”

“It’s Beth,” I corrected gently.

“Beth,” he tried again, my name sounding different—deeper—on his tongue. “It’s just… I don’t think you’d understand. And why aren’t we heading straight to my house?”

I took the exit ramp instead of staying on the freeway. As if summoned by fate itself, traffic snarled ahead of us. Two cars had kissed metal in the middle of the intersection, hoods crumpled, drivers standing outside gesturing wildly. We crawled forward inch by inch, trapped.

Perfect.

“Act surprised when we get there,” I said casually. “Your mom’s throwing you a welcome-home party.”

He blinked. “She is?”

“Mmm-hmm.” I paused, then let my voice dip lower. “And as for the other thing… don’t assume that just because I’m older I’ve forgotten what it feels like to be young and reckless and ruled by desire.”

The next words slipped out before I could filter them. “Young, dumb, and full of cum.”

The silence that followed was explosive. His blush deepened to a vivid crimson.

I laughed softly, heat curling low in my belly. “It might be hard for you to picture, but there were plenty of times I was the hot young thing pinned against a wall, some gorgeous boy losing himself inside me. I’m not a prude, Matt. And I’m definitely not your mother. So relax. What could possibly be so terrible that you can’t even say it?”

We inched forward. The men outside were now nose-to-nose, shouting over dented fenders and wounded pride. Matt said nothing for so long I wondered if I’d pushed too far.

Then he spoke—but so quietly I couldn’t hear him over the chaos.

One of the men outside bellowed something obscene. My patience snapped. “Stop being such a fucking coward and just do it!” I shouted, meaning the idiots blocking traffic as I swerved around the wreckage and pressed the accelerator once we cleared it.

And then—

Heat.

A large, masculine hand settled on my bare thigh.

For a split second my mind refused to process it. But the weight of him was undeniable. His palm was warm—almost burning—as it slid slowly upward, fingers spreading, claiming more skin with every inch. The fabric of my skirt bunched as his knuckles grazed higher.

Air vanished from my lungs.

“What… what are you doing?” The words stumbled out, breathless and thin.

His voice was steadier than I expected, low and edged with something I’d never heard from him before. “I’m doing what you said.”

His fingers traced the inside of my thigh, featherlight and deliberate. My muscles trembled, but I didn’t move his hand away.

“I’m not a coward.” He swallowed. “It wasn’t the sex that embarrassed me. It was that the woman I’ve wanted for years walked in and saw me with someone else.”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

His thumb brushed dangerously close to the seam of my panties. “I’ve had a crush on you for as long as I can remember,” he continued, voice rough now. “Every time you came over to the house. Every time you smiled at me like I was still some kid. I’ve imagined…” He exhaled slowly. “I’ve imagined doing this with you. Not her.”

His hand slipped higher, fingertips grazing the damp warmth between my legs through the thin barrier of lace.

“I just never thought you’d actually want me to.”

His fingertips slid higher until they brushed the delicate lace hugging my hips, and suddenly breathing felt like an afterthought. Every inhale stalled in my throat. Every exhale trembled. How had this spiraled so wildly out of control? How had he mistaken my teasing for an invitation? And more unsettling—why was my body responding as if it had been waiting for exactly this? Heat pooled low in my belly, slick and undeniable, betraying every sensible thought in my head.

“I know you said Beth,” he murmured, his voice rougher now, threaded with nerves and desire. “But in my head… it’s always been Ms. Rangel. Can I call you that? Do you like what I’m doing to you, Ms. Rangel?”

The way he said it—half reverent, half wicked—sent a shiver straight through me.

I couldn’t answer. I wasn’t capable of speech. His fingers pressed firmly against the soft mound between my thighs, testing, exploring through the thin barrier of lace. He kneaded slowly, deliberately, the way I might work warm dough beneath my palms—press, release, circle, press again. Each measured movement sent a pulse of pleasure radiating through my pelvis. My hips betrayed me, tipping almost imperceptibly into his touch.

A quiet sound slipped from my mouth before I could stop it.

He increased the pressure, his hand confident now, massaging me in slow, rhythmic strokes that grew more intimate with every pass. Lower. Closer. The friction against my clit through damp fabric made my vision blur at the edges. I gripped the steering wheel so hard my knuckles ached, fighting to keep my eyes on the road while pleasure licked higher and higher inside me.

The engine roared as my foot pressed harder on the gas. Streetlights streaked into glowing lines. Cars dissolved into flashes of color. The world narrowed to the heat of his hand and the reckless pounding of my heart. I don’t know how I kept us from crashing. I don’t know how we made it home in one piece. One moment we were flying down the road, the next the car jolted to a stop in my driveway.

I wrenched the door open and stumbled out, desperate for distance, for clarity, for something to cool the inferno he’d ignited. My thoughts tumbled over each other. This was Matt. Sweet, quiet Matt. Heather’s son. The boy I’d watched grow up.

And God help me, he knew exactly how to use that hand.

I barely managed to unlock the front door before I felt him behind me—solid, determined. He followed me inside, the door slamming shut with a final, echoing thud that seemed to seal our fate. In the next breath, I was pressed against the wall, my cheek brushing cool paint as his body pinned me there.

His mouth found the curve of my neck, hot and hungry. His breath scorched my skin before his lips did. One hand gripped my hip, fingers digging in possessively, while his body aligned with mine so fully there was no mistaking the hard length straining between us. The evidence of his arousal pressed insistently against my backside, thick and unyielding, and I understood exactly why that flight attendant had sung his praises.

My pulse hammered.

He turned me to face him with surprising strength, and before I could form a single protest, his mouth crashed down on mine.

The kiss stole the air from my lungs.

It wasn’t clumsy or boyish. It was searing—layered with raw lust and something achingly tender beneath it. His lips moved with urgency, but there was vulnerability there too, a quiet plea. He kissed me like a man who had built this moment in his head for years, who feared it might vanish if he didn’t hold on tight enough.

And I felt it—the fragile edge of him. The knowledge that I could shatter him with a single word. That his pride, his fantasy, his long-held desire rested entirely in my hands.

Maybe it was wrong. Maybe I should have pushed him away.

But when his tongue traced along the seam of my lips, asking, I opened for him.

The last of my resistance dissolved in the heat of his mouth. I kissed him back with equal hunger, my hands fisting in his shirt as our tongues tangled, slow and deep. The world outside that door ceased to exist. There was only the wall at my back, his body at my front, and the dizzying realization that the boy who once blushed at my smile was now kissing me like he intended to make me his.

His mouth claimed mine again, deep and hungry, and his hands refused to stay still. They traveled over me like he’d been starving for years—palming my breasts through the thin fabric, sliding down the curve of my waist, gripping my hips as if he needed leverage to keep from drowning in me. When his fingers dug into my ass and pulled me hard against him, I felt the full, insistent length of his arousal pressing into my belly. The realization sent a dangerous pulse of heat straight between my thighs.

I moaned into his mouth, unable to stop the sound. Every place he touched felt newly awakened, electrified. His palms swept up again, cupping my breasts possessively before gliding down my ribs in a slow, claiming stroke. I was burning for him—aching, needy, reckless.

Without warning he tore his mouth from mine and seized the hem of my blouse. In one swift, impatient motion, he dragged it up and over my head. The cool air kissed my flushed skin for half a second before he stepped in close again. I reached for him, intending to pull his mouth back to mine, but he had already lowered his head.

His face buried itself in the valley between my breasts, my bra the only barrier between his lips and my skin. He kissed there first—slow, reverent—then less patiently. His mouth moved in hot, open presses along the swell of my cleavage, his teeth grazing lightly before his tongue soothed the sting. The sensation shot straight through me. I gasped, my back arching instinctively as I crushed my chest against him, silently begging for more.

I could feel his breath through the lace, hot and unsteady. My fingers fumbled behind me, trembling as I reached for the clasp. The second it gave way, he pulled the straps down my arms and tossed the bra aside like it had offended him. His eyes locked on my bare breasts, dark and hungry, and something in that look made my knees weak.

He didn’t hesitate. His mouth closed over my right nipple with a low, desperate sound that vibrated against my skin. I was already hard there—tight, aching—and when his tongue circled the sensitive peak, I nearly cried out. He grazed it with his teeth, just enough to make me shudder, then sucked with such intensity that my entire areola disappeared into the heat of his mouth.

My head fell back against the wall. Pleasure streaked through me in sharp, blinding waves. Every pull of his lips tugged at something deep in my belly. My fingers sank into his hair, holding him there as he devoured me, as though I might float away if I let go.

“I’ve wanted these tits for so long, Ms. Rangel,” he murmured hoarsely, lifting his head just enough to look up at me. His lips were swollen, damp, hovering a breath away from my nipple. The brush of his words against the sensitive skin made me tremble. “You have no idea how many times I got off thinking about them. The way they looked in those low-cut blouses… those tight sweaters.” His eyes darkened further, reverent and wicked all at once. “Being able to touch them, to kiss them like this—it’s everything I ever imagined.”

His thumb traced the underside of my breast while his mouth lingered close enough that I could feel the promise of another suck.

“But I’ve always had this one fantasy…”

I slid my fingers into his hair and tugged, forcing his mouth from my breast so I could claim his lips again. I kissed him hard—hungry, possessive—letting him taste himself on my tongue. Of course he had a fantasy. Every man I’d ever been with had eventually confessed the same delicious obsession. A woman with curves like mine learns quickly: sooner or later, they all want to lose themselves between her breasts.

I turned us, pressing him back until his shoulders met the wall. Then I let my hands trail down his chest, over his stomach, before I slowly sank to my knees in front of him. I held his gaze as I worked his belt free, the metallic slide of the buckle loud in the charged silence. His pants and briefs followed, pooling around his ankles.

He was already hard—achingly so—his cock flushed and heavy, the tip glistening with clear drops that caught the light. I could still faintly smell another woman’s perfume on his skin, something sweet and floral clinging to him. The knowledge sent a wicked thrill through me. Now he was here. With me.

He groaned as I wrapped my hand around him. Young, hot, alive in my palm. I stroked him slowly at first, feeling the silk-over-steel texture of his shaft, watching his stomach tighten with every pass. Pre-cum smeared beneath my thumb, slick and warm. I pumped him harder, firmer, until his head tipped back against the wall.

On one upward stroke, I tightened my grip and held him there, squeezing just enough to make him gasp and rise onto his toes. His breath shuddered out of him.

That was when I leaned forward.

I pressed a soft kiss to the sensitive skin beneath him, then another, and another—my tongue tracing slow, deliberate circles around his sac. The taste of him flooded my senses, salty and musky and intoxicating. I hadn’t realized how much I’d missed that primal flavor until it was on my tongue again.

He cried out as I drew one heavy testicle into my mouth, sucking gently before letting it slip free with a teasing drag of my lips. His fingers tangled in my black-and-silver hair, gripping, guiding, surrendering all at once.

I released him and licked a slow path up his shaft, savoring the tremor that rippled through his thighs. When I reached the head, I swirled my tongue around the swollen ridge before easing him into my mouth. Inch by inch, I took him deeper, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked. My gaze never left his face.

His eyes opened, dark and stunned, locking with mine as I worked him—slow, wet pulls that left saliva and precum dripping down to my hand. I let it be messy, decadent. I wanted him slick, wanted him overwhelmed by the sight of me on my knees, lips stretched around him.

When I felt him pulsing harder, growing dangerously close, I pulled back. A thin string of moisture followed as I released him.

I rose smoothly to my feet and gathered him against me, enveloping his cock between my breasts. My skin was soft and warm around him, the weight of me cushioning and cradling his length. I pressed my arms in, tightening the valley around him before sliding up and down, watching his expression shift from shock to raw, unfiltered awe.

Some women don’t care for this particular indulgence. The friction isn’t really for me—it’s for him. But the look on a man’s face as he watches himself disappear and reappear between my breasts… that look is intoxicating. His jaw slack, his eyes glassy, his breath coming in sharp bursts as he feels my heartbeat against his shaft, the heat of my skin, the glide of softness around him.

That’s what excites me.

“This what you’ve been dreaming about?” I murmured, looking up at him through my lashes as I continued the slow, rhythmic glide. “Your hard cock buried between my big breasts?”

I tightened my arms slightly, increasing the pressure, feeling him throb.

“You’re such a wicked boy,” I teased softly. “All this time we’ve known each other… and you’ve been picturing me on my knees. Using my body just like this. Pumping your cock with my tits until you can’t take it anymore.”

His entire body tensed.

I felt the exact moment he lost control.

With a strangled cry, he erupted—thick, hot spurts of release bursting free. The first splash struck high against my throat, startlingly warm. Another streaked up into my hair. More spilled over the swell of my chest, painting my skin in pearly white. A few shots arced higher, landing against my cheek before slowly sliding down.

He shuddered above me, spent and trembling, while I held him there, still cradled between my breasts, his release cooling on my heated skin.

For a heartbeat, everything shattered.

The heat, the hunger, the reckless woman who had just taken what she wanted—it all flickered, and I was suddenly, terrifyingly aware of myself. Not some sultry fantasy come to life, not a fearless older seductress. Just Beth. Beth Rangel. Pressed against a wall with her best friend’s son.

The spell should have broken completely.

But it didn’t.

Because he didn’t hesitate.

Before I could step back, before I could gather my scattered thoughts, Matt’s hands were on me. Strong. Certain. He lifted me clean off the floor as if I weighed nothing, his mouth crashing over mine in a kiss that stole whatever protest I might have formed. I tasted myself on him—salt and heat and the faint trace of his release still lingering on my lips—and he didn’t care. If anything, it seemed to drive him wilder.

My back hit the wall again, harder this time. His hands were everywhere—urgent, possessive. My skirt was shoved up, then yanked down in the same frantic motion. I heard the faint tear of fabric, felt cool air against my thighs, and then both skirt and panties were pooling uselessly around my ankles.

“Matt, we need to sto—AAAH!”

The rest of the word shattered into a cry as two fingers thrust inside me.

There was no resistance. None. I was slick, aching, already open for him. He slid into me with shocking ease, and I sucked in a ragged breath as he curled his fingers, finding that sensitive place deep inside me with an instinct that felt almost unfair.

He moved like he’d studied my body. Like he’d memorized it in secret.

My head fell back against the wall as he stroked that spot again, slow and deliberate, and then his mouth left mine. He kissed downward—over my jaw, my throat, the swell of my breasts—each press of his lips rekindling the fire I’d tried to smother seconds before.

By the time he reached my stomach, any coherent thought of stopping was gone.

He dropped to his knees.

The sight alone nearly undid me.

His fingers never stopped moving inside me as he pressed his face between my thighs. I felt the brush of his breath over my freshly shaved mound, then the teasing flick of his tongue along the sensitive seam of me. He circled my clit once—slow, deliberate—before sealing his mouth over it.

I screamed.

There was no stopping it. No soft moan or polite gasp. Just a raw, torn sound that echoed off the walls as his tongue worked me in firm, rhythmic strokes while his fingers drove deeper, curling, stroking, claiming that hidden spot again and again.

My vision blurred. The ceiling above me fractured into bright sparks. I couldn’t focus, couldn’t think. My body was a live wire, every nerve ending sparking at once.

“Oh—God—”

I couldn’t even form his name.

My hands scrabbled uselessly against the wall behind me, fingers tracing frantic, meaningless patterns as I searched for something—anything—to anchor myself. He must have felt the way I swayed because his arm wrapped around my hips, holding me tight against his mouth as he devoured me.

His breathing vibrated against my most sensitive flesh. His tongue flicked faster. His fingers pumped in perfect rhythm.

The pressure inside me coiled tighter, winding, stretching until I thought I might break.

I stopped breathing.

And then I fell.

Pleasure crashed through me in a violent, unstoppable wave. My body bowed, trembling uncontrollably as the orgasm tore through me—deep, shuddering, blinding. There were no more sounds, no more words. Just a suspended, silent explosion that seemed to separate my mind from my body before slamming them back together again.

If he hadn’t been holding me, I would have collapsed.

For a few dazed seconds, I couldn’t feel my legs. Couldn’t remember how to stand. My entire body hummed, boneless and spent, as he slowly rose in front of me.

I looked down at him.

He was watching me like I was something sacred. Reverent. Awestruck. As if bringing me apart like that had fulfilled some lifelong devotion.

I hoped the aftermath was written all over my face because I still couldn’t speak. My lips parted, but no words came. My chest rose and fell in shallow breaths while he pressed soft, almost worshipful kisses along my waist.

Then higher.

Up my stomach. Between my breasts. Over my collarbone.

By the time his mouth found mine again, he was standing, crowding me against the wall. I felt him—hard again—pressing insistently against my thigh.

I pulled back just enough to glance down in disbelief.

Already?

But he didn’t give me time to question it.

With a low, almost feral sound, he turned me around. My palms barely made it to the wall before he bent me forward, his urgency tipping me off balance. I caught myself just in time to keep my forehead from striking the plaster.

“Matt—”

His hands gripped my hips, then slid lower, spreading me open without hesitation. I felt the blunt, hot weight of him nudging between my thighs.

And then he thrust.

He filled me in one powerful stroke.

The cry that left me was sharp and shocked, half pleasure, half surrender, as his entire length drove deep inside me.

I’ve never been shy about my appetites. I’ve known men, tasted them, let them taste me. But no one had ever taken me like this—pinned upright against a wall, skirt bunched at my waist, panties forgotten at my ankles, my body claimed with such reckless hunger. None of them had ever wanted me with this kind of urgency, like I was something he’d been starving for.

I was bent forward, palms flattened against the cool surface to brace myself, breasts swaying freely with every brutal thrust. The air kissed my skin, my nipples tight and aching as he drove into me again and again. I found myself pushing back against him, meeting his rhythm, impaling myself on his cock as if I couldn’t get him deep enough. His hands clamped around my hips, fingers biting into my flesh, using me for leverage as he slammed forward. Each snap of his body forced his balls to brush against my swollen clit, that delicious friction sending sharp jolts of pleasure straight through my core.

I couldn’t even moan. Every time he thrust home, the impact stole the air from my lungs. My breath left me in broken gasps, my mouth open but useless, my body speaking in tremors instead of words.

Then one of his hands left my hip.

I felt it trail upward—slow, possessive—gliding along my spine, over the curve of my neck, into my hair. His fingers slid into the thick waves and fisted hard at the roots. A sharp sting shot across my scalp just before he yanked my head back, forcing my back into a deeper arch. My breasts lifted, my throat exposed, and he plunged into me with a deeper, more punishing stroke.

The sensation was overwhelming. I tried to cry out, but there was no oxygen left in me. He was too deep, too relentless. My vision blurred at the edges, black creeping in as my body weakened, caught between pleasure and the desperate need to breathe.

Whether he sensed it or simply craved a new angle, I’ll never know. Suddenly the pressure was gone. I was upright, swaying, and then his arms were around me. He lifted me as though I weighed nothing, cradling me against his chest. I dragged in a ragged breath, lungs burning, clinging to him as he carried me toward the couch.

He laid me down with surprising tenderness, brushing his lips over mine in a kiss so sweet it almost undid me. His hands followed, traveling down my throat, over my breasts, my stomach, my hips—worshipful now instead of rough—until he reached my ankles. He lifted my legs, spreading me open, and settled one ankle over each of his shoulders.

The position left me exposed, completely at his mercy.

Then he pushed back inside.

I cried out, loud and unrestrained, as he slid deeper than I thought possible. My body welcomed him greedily, stretching, clenching, pulling him in. He angled his hips and suddenly he was hitting a place so deep it felt like he was reaching into my very center, stirring something primal and molten in my abdomen. Each roll of his hips sent shockwaves through me, my back arching off the cushions.

“Do you like this, Ms. Rangel?” he demanded, his voice rough, almost feral. “You like how I fuck you? Tell me I’m a good boy.”

The words should have shocked me. Instead they ignited something dark and electric inside my chest.

“Fuck—fuck—aaah!” was all I managed, my voice breaking as another thrust stole coherent thought from me.

He moved like he’d been unleashed, like he’d found a wildness inside himself that matched my own. And God help me, I loved it. Loved the way he took control. Loved how my body answered him without hesitation.

When he paused for just a heartbeat, I seized the moment. I hooked my legs around him and shoved hard against his shoulders. The sudden force caught him off guard. He slipped free from my body with a wet slide and tumbled backward, landing on the floor with a startled grunt.

The loss made me moan—empty, aching—but I didn’t let it last.

I was off the couch and over him in an instant, straddling his hips before he could recover. My hand wrapped around his thick, rigid shaft, still glistening from being inside me. I stroked him slowly, deliberately, watching his expression shift from surprise to raw hunger.

If he wanted to know whether he was a good boy, I was about to show him exactly how much I appreciated him.

“You wicked, wicked boy,” I teased, my voice low and decadent as my fingers tightened around him. “Bullying this poor older woman with that gorgeous, unforgiving body of yours. But I know the truth, Matt. I know what you’ve really pictured all these years when you touched yourself and thought about me.”

His breath stuttered beneath me, eyes wide, pupils blown.

“It was never about you taking me,” I went on, dragging my nails lightly down his stomach. “It was about me taking you. Pinning you down. Climbing on top of this beautiful cock and riding you slow and merciless while my tits bounce in your face. Using you until you’re the one begging. Until you’re shaking and crying my name while you spill yourself deep inside me.”

He didn’t even try to deny it. He just nodded—helpless, flushed, completely exposed. God, he was beautiful like that.

I shifted up his body, never releasing him, guiding him along my slick folds until the head of him pressed right where I needed him most. I held his gaze as I lowered myself in one deliberate, claiming motion.

We both gasped—sharp, broken sounds—as I sank down and took him to the hilt. My hips met his, sealing us together, and for a second neither of us moved. I felt impossibly full, stretched and owned in the most delicious way—yet I was the one in control.

I began to move.

Slow at first. A deep, rolling grind that made my thighs tremble. I tightened around him, deliberately flexing, milking him as I lifted and sank again. His hands flew to my hips, gripping hard as if to anchor himself, but I set the rhythm. I decided how much he got.

I lifted my arms, pushing my breasts up and forward so they swayed above him, heavy and hypnotic. His gaze locked there, mesmerized. I let my fingertips trail over his chest, my nails sketching idle patterns over warm skin while I rode him harder.

The look on his face—

I had never seen anything like it. It wasn’t just lust. It was reverence. Like I’d stepped out of some private, forbidden dream and made it flesh. I could see it written all over him: years of fantasy collapsing into this single, overwhelming reality.

I was his obsession. His ultimate “what if.”

And I was giving it to him.

The power of that realization hit me like another wave of pleasure. My hips quickened, my body claiming what it wanted, what it had secretly wanted for far too long.

“Ms. Rangel…” His voice cracked beneath me. “I’m gonna— I can’t hold it—”

“Then don’t,” I whispered, leaning down so my hair brushed his chest. “Come for me, Matt. Let me feel it. Fill me with everything you’ve been saving up.”

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the heat building low in my belly. The way he throbbed inside me pushed me right to the edge. When he came, it was violent and beautiful—his body arching, a strangled groan tearing from his throat as he pulsed deep inside me.

The sensation of him spilling into me—hot, relentless—sent me spiraling. My own climax caught me off guard, stealing my breath as my muscles clenched around him, drawing out every last shudder. I moaned softly, almost tenderly, while he emptied himself in trembling waves that seemed to go on forever.

When it finally subsided, I let myself collapse against him, chest to chest, our skin damp and flushed. His heartbeat thundered beneath my ear. Mine answered it.

Reality crept back in slowly.

What had we just done?

He cleared his throat beneath me, still breathless. “So… after this surprise party I threw you,” he said shyly, “would you maybe want to go get a drink?”

I lifted my head and looked at him—this young man who had just unraveled me and was now blushing like he’d only kissed me goodnight.

It was almost unbearably sweet.

“Don’t waste your money,” I murmured, brushing my lips over his. “I’ve got more than enough drinks right here.”

And I kissed him properly this time.


Private Viewing

I never wanted to leave the city.

Eighteen years in the same cramped apartment—peeling paint, radiators that hissed all winter, neighbors who argued in three different languages through paper-thin walls—and somehow it had always felt like the center of the universe. Everything that mattered to me existed within a single block. My friends. My school. The bodega on the corner where they knew exactly how I liked my coffee. The cracked basketball court where we stayed out too late on sticky summer nights. It was loud and messy and alive. It was mine.

Then my mom landed what she called “the opportunity of a lifetime,” and just like that, my senior year unraveled. Boxes appeared. Furniture vanished. My childhood was bubble-wrapped and labeled in black marker. Before I could even process it, I was being hauled out to the suburbs like excess baggage riding shotgun in our overstuffed car.

Have you ever really looked at an American suburb? Not just driven past it—but seen it?

It’s eerie. Rows and rows of identical houses standing at attention, each one a slightly tweaked version of the next, like someone copy-pasted a dream of domestic perfection and forgot to add a soul. Lawns trimmed within an inch of their lives. Mailboxes polished. The boldest act of rebellion you might find is a door painted eggshell instead of ivory—and even that feels like it required a committee vote.

Back in the city, I could step outside and be swallowed by sound. English, Spanish, Korean, Ukrainian—voices layering over each other in a rhythm that felt like music. Here? Silence. Or worse, the same flat, carefully enunciated English drifting across manicured hedges. It felt sterile. Sanitized. Like the air itself had been filtered.

By the time the last box was dragged inside our new, aggressively beige house, I was already bracing myself. And right on cue, they arrived.

The welcome committee.

They approached in formation, smiles fixed in place like they’d practiced them in the mirror. The men wore sweater vests despite the summer heat, shaking my dad’s hand and immediately asking about his golf handicap. My dad has never touched a golf club in his life. The women floated beside them in floral dresses and oversized sun hats, voices pitched high as they quizzed my mom about children, about recipes, about PTA meetings she hadn’t even joined. My mother—who orders takeout more often than she turns on the stove—nodded politely, already performing a version of herself that would fit in.

They, at least, could fake it.

I didn’t even try.

I stood there in my faded Ramones T-shirt, the cotton soft from years of wear, ripped jeans hanging low on my hips, boots scuffed from actual sidewalks—not these pristine driveways. I could feel the way I clashed with the backdrop, like a stain on their spotless brochure.

And then came the kids.

The prep-school royalty. They moved as a pack, all crisp polos and embroidered crests, even in the middle of July. Who wears their school logo on purpose during summer break? Apparently, these people. They talked loudly—too loudly—about their vacations in the Hamptons, about long weekends in the Keys, about cruises with private balconies and infinity pools. Their laughter sounded rehearsed, their stories polished.

I stood there listening, arms crossed over my chest, feeling like I’d been dropped into someone else’s movie. They glanced at my shirt, at my boots, at the expression on my face that I wasn’t even trying to soften.

I didn’t belong here.

Not in their matching houses.

Not in their matching clothes.

Not in their matching lives.

The hatred came fast and hot, curling low in my stomach. Not just at them—but at the whole plastic, manicured illusion of it all. I missed the grit. The chaos. The way the city pressed in close and made you feel something.

Here, everything felt distant. Polite. Controlled.

And I already knew I was going to break something.

All of them blurred together in my mind—except her.

She waited until the parade of sweater vests and sun hats finally dispersed, as if she’d been observing from a safe distance, deciding whether we were worth the effort. I didn’t see her arrive. I only heard her.

Her voice drifted down the hallway while I was half‑unpacking my life in cardboard boxes—a low, husky alto that curled around the air like smoke. It stopped me cold. It wasn’t the brittle, chirpy brightness the other women wielded like a weapon. This was something deeper. Warmer. The kind of voice that could make you lean closer without realizing you were doing it.

Curious, I stepped into the hallway.

And then I saw her.

For a second—an actual, breathless second—I forgot how to inhale.

She wasn’t dressed like the suburban wives who’d just performed their ritual inspection. No floral armor. No sun hat. Just a fitted T‑shirt, worn-in jeans hugging long legs, and a black windbreaker left open as if she didn’t care what anyone thought. Her hair was a glossy, midnight black that brushed past her shoulders, framing a face that was almost unfair—dark, intelligent eyes, full pink lips that looked like they’d been sculpted for slow, deliberate smiles.

She was tall. Not intimidatingly so—just enough to command space. And she moved with an easy confidence, like she’d already decided the room belonged to her.

Her T-shirt stretched across her chest with the words: Instant Teacher, Just Add Coffee! The slogan arched over breasts that were impossible to ignore—full, high, perfectly shaped beneath the cotton. The fabric pulled just enough to hint at the lush weight beneath it. The slight dip of the V‑neck teased the beginning of cleavage, a shadowed promise that made my throat go dry. I forced myself to read the shirt twice, pretending that was the reason my gaze lingered.

It wasn’t.

When she shifted to answer something my dad had said, my eyes slid down the smooth curve of her waist to the rounded swell of her hips. Her jeans molded to a firm, generous ass that flexed subtly as she shifted her weight from one leg to the other. That tiny, restless movement—so casual, so unaware—sent a jolt straight through me.

Heat bloomed low in my stomach. My jeans tightened almost painfully.

“And here is our son Taylor finally emerging from his cave,” my dad announced, catching me hovering like an idiot in the hallway. “Taylor, come say hello to Ms. Tandy.”

She turned toward me, and the air shifted.

“Oh no,” she said, her lips curving. “Please. Call me June.”

June.

The name suited her—soft but edged with warmth.

Her gaze traveled over me, unhurried. From my worn Ramones shirt to my scuffed sneakers and back up again. It might’ve been my imagination, but I would swear on anything that for a fraction of a second her eyes darkened. Not disapproval. Not amusement.

Something else.

Then she smiled fully, dimples cutting into her cheeks, bright and devastating. A smile that could have powered the entire cul‑de‑sac.

My pulse slammed in my ears. I muttered something resembling a greeting, painfully aware of my hands, my voice, the fact that I was eighteen and suddenly felt about twelve. Or maybe twenty-five. I couldn’t tell.

I leaned against the kitchen counter, trying to look casual while every nerve in my body hummed. I listened to her talk with my parents, memorizing every detail she offered up like it was something precious.

She taught third grade at the elementary school nearby. Thirty‑four years old. Divorced. Her daughter—eighteen—was spending the summer with her father.

Thirty‑four.

The number echoed in my head.

I did the math automatically. She’d had her daughter when she was still in high school herself. The image hit me without warning—June younger, pregnant, fierce enough to face the world anyway. The thought sent another rush of heat through me, darker this time. Raw. Complicated. It made her feel real in a way the other Stepford wives never could.

She wasn’t some polished suburban doll.

She was a woman who had lived.

And as she laughed softly at something my mom said, her hand brushing her hair back from her face, I realized with dizzying certainty that moving here might not be the punishment I thought it was.

Because June Tandy was standing in our kitchen.

And I couldn’t stop staring.

She finally said her goodnights a little after nine. By then the house was heavy with the exhaustion of moving boxes and forced smiles. My parents turned in not long after she left, their footsteps fading down the hall, doors clicking shut. 

I went through the motions—bathroom light too bright, mint on my tongue, water splashing against my face—but none of it cleared her from my head. June lingered everywhere. In the echo of that smoky voice. In the memory of the way her jeans curved around her hips. Even in the faint trace of lavender she’d left behind in the kitchen air when she hugged my mom goodbye. 

By the time I slid beneath my sheets, my body was wired and aching. I was hard already, pulse throbbing between my legs like it had its own heartbeat. I pushed my boxers down and freed myself, hissing softly at the cool air against heated skin. My hand reached automatically for the lotion on my nightstand. Ritual. Relief. 

But this didn’t feel like the usual quick fantasy. 

I closed my eyes and let her come to me. June standing close—so close I could feel the warmth radiating off her body. I imagined stepping into her space, testing that invisible line, and her not stepping back. My fingers sliding into her dark hair, tilting her face up. Those full pink lips parting just slightly before I kissed her. Slow at first. Curious. Then deeper. 

My hand tightened around myself as the scene sharpened. Her body molding against mine, soft and firm all at once. The brush of her breasts against my chest, nipples stiffening through thin cotton. My palms drifting down, gripping the rounded curve of her ass, pulling her harder against me until she gasped into my mouth. 

The fantasy shifted—her on her knees now, eyes lifted to mine with a wicked, knowing smile that made my stomach flip. Her fingers curling around me before her mouth replaced them, hot and wet and teasing. I imagined the way her hair would spill over her shoulders, how I’d tangle my fist in it as she took me deeper, setting the rhythm, losing control. 

I swallowed a groan into the darkness of my room. 

Then I had her bent forward, palms braced, back arched in invitation. My body covering hers as I pushed inside her heat. Slow at first, savoring it. Then harder. Deeper. Her voice—God, that voice—moaning my name like it belonged there. My hands full of her breasts, thumbs grazing over tight peaks while I drove into her. 

I could see her on her back now, hair fanned across the pillow, cheeks flushed, eyes glazed with pleasure. Her legs wrapped around my hips, urging me closer, deeper. Begging me not to stop. 

The pressure coiled tight and blinding inside me. I bit down on my lower lip to keep from crying out as my body surged, release ripping through me in hot pulses. My muscles tensed, my hand stroking through it as wave after wave crested and broke. 

When it was over, I lay there breathing hard, staring at the ceiling, my heart still racing. I cleaned up with a couple tissues from the box beside my bed, tossed them away, and sank back against the pillow. 

Sleep took me with her name still echoing in my head. 

I woke before anyone else the next morning. The house was quiet, new and unfamiliar in that early light. I knew my mom would be up soon, already plotting flower beds and garden layouts—she’d been giddy about having fresh soil to play in. But for a few stolen minutes, the place was mine. 

I stretched out on my back and studied my room. Blank walls waiting for my band posters. Enough space to actually breathe. The air smelled faintly of fresh paint and cardboard. 

Across from my bed was a large window. It struck me as odd—the houses here were built practically shoulder to shoulder, close enough that you could almost reach out and touch the siding next door. My side didn’t even face our yard, so the window seemed pointless. 

I was still squinting up at it when, suddenly, light flared on from the house beside ours.

Curiosity hooks into me before I can think better of it. I slide out of bed and pad quietly to the window, my pulse already ticking faster. When I peer through the glass, I realize it doesn’t look out over a yard at all—it stares straight into another window. The neighbor’s window.

Directly into a bedroom.

I blink, adjusting to the angle. A large bed sits against the far wall, dressed in neutral linens. A heavy dresser and matching chest flank it, both carved from dark, glossy wood that looks old and expensive. Even from here I can appreciate the craftsmanship—the deep stain, the subtle detailing along the edges. I’ve always liked working with wood, and for a second I’m distracted, admiring the pieces like some kind of idiot.

Then someone steps into the room.

The breath leaves my lungs in a violent rush. I drop instantly, crouching beneath my windowsill like I’ve just been caught committing a crime.

Holy hell. That was June.

My heart pounds against my ribs as I slowly rise, inch by careful inch, until my eyes clear the ledge again. And there she is—standing in the center of the room as if she has no idea I exist a few feet away, separated only by brick and glass.

A towel is twisted around her hair, another wrapped snugly around her body. The fabric is a deep navy, darkened by moisture, clinging to her curves as though it worships them. It hugs the generous slope of her breasts, dips in at her narrow waist, and flares over the lush sweep of her hips before ending high on her thighs. The length is scandalously short, barely covering her from just under her shoulder blades to mid-thigh, and my mouth goes dry at the sight of so much smooth, sun-kissed skin.

It hits me all at once.

That’s her bedroom.

My bedroom window looks straight into June’s bedroom.

For a split second, some rational part of me wonders why she isn’t using the master suite. But that thought dissolves almost immediately beneath a wave of raw, disbelieving gratitude. Of all the rooms in this house… I got this one.

She lifts her arms and reaches back, unwrapping the towel from her hair. The fabric falls away, and a cascade of inky, midnight strands tumbles down over her shoulders, still damp and gleaming. She tips her head forward, fingers combing through the thick waves, shaking them loose. The movement is unhurried, intimate—like I’ve been invited into a private ritual.

My body responds instantly. Heat pools low in my stomach, sliding downward, thickening my blood.

She smooths her hair a few more times, adjusting it until it falls exactly how she wants, then turns and walks toward the dresser. The sway of her hips beneath that clinging towel is hypnotic. I can’t see what she’s taking from the top drawer, only the graceful bend of her elbow and the slight tightening of the towel across her backside as she leans forward.

When she straightens, she moves to the full-length mirror.

And I forget how to breathe.

Without even realizing what I was doing, I shoved my shorts down my thighs and let them fall to the floor. My hand drifted between my legs as if pulled there by gravity, cupping myself, lazily rolling my balls in my palm. I was only half-hard at first, stunned and mesmerized, but every second I kept my eyes on her made me thicken. My fingers slid up, brushing along my length, testing the weight of it, feeling it wake fully under my touch.

Then she stepped in front of the mirror.

It was angled just right—perfectly, wickedly right—so I could see both the smooth expanse of her back and the teasing promise of her reflection. When her hands went to the knot at her chest and she let the towel fall, I felt myself surge to full hardness so abruptly it almost hurt.

I gripped myself tighter and began stroking in earnest.

Her body was devastating. Broad, elegant shoulders tapering down to a narrow, sculpted waist before flaring into lush hips that curved into a round, sinful ass. The kind of body that didn’t just turn heads—it owned them. A tattoo curled along her lower back: a crimson blossom winding over a green vine, trailing downward in a delicate arrow that disappeared between the swell of her cheeks. My mouth went dry.

I forced myself to look at her reflection, and the sight nearly undid me.

Her lips curved into the faintest, knowing smile as she studied herself. Not vanity—appreciation. The same reverent hunger I felt was mirrored in her gaze. I stroked faster, my hand slick already, precum beading at the tip and sliding down the shaft so generously I didn’t need anything else.

Her breasts were full and proud, high on her chest, round and inviting. The warm bronze of her skin gave way to a pale, creamy triangle where the sun hadn’t kissed her, making the contrast even more intoxicating. Her nipples were dusky pink, tight and alert, as if the air alone had coaxed them into attention. I imagined dragging my tongue over them, feeling them harden further between my lips.

My eyes traveled lower, over her toned stomach. There were the faintest whispers of stretch marks—barely visible, intimate evidence of a life lived, of experience—and somehow that made her even more beautiful. Real. Powerful.

Completely bare.

My breath hitched as I stared at the soft, flushed folds between her thighs. Her skin deepened in color there, a delicate rose that made my stomach tighten. I was so focused, so lost in the sight of her, that when her fingers slid down her body I almost groaned out loud.

They moved slowly at first, gliding over her stomach, dipping between her legs. I lost the clearest view as her hand covered her, but the change in her face told me everything. Her eyes fluttered closed. Her bottom lip caught between her teeth. The smile melted into something rawer.

My hand became a frantic rhythm around my cock.

Her other hand rose to her breast, rolling and pinching her nipple until her back arched slightly. Her hips began to rock, subtle at first, then with growing urgency. She widened her stance, giving me a clearer view, and my pulse pounded in my ears when I saw her fingers slide deeper.

Two fingers disappeared inside her.

Her head tipped back, throat exposed, mouth parting in silent cries I could only imagine. She was lost—completely consumed by whatever fantasy played behind those closed eyes. Watching her like that, vulnerable and hungry, nearly sent me over the edge.

She withdrew her hand only to circle higher, pressing and teasing at the sensitive peak above, her movements sharper now, desperate. Her entire body flushed—color blooming across her chest, up her neck. Then her head snapped back farther, her spine bowing, and even from where I stood I saw the unmistakable shimmer of release.

My grip tightened as I watched her come undone, the sight searing itself into me, every stroke of my hand fueled by the knowledge that I was witnessing something achingly intimate—and impossibly erotic.

When she slowly drifted back from whatever private heaven she’d disappeared into, her expression was a delicious contradiction—flushed and glowing, yet edged with a faint crease of irritation, like she hadn’t quite gotten everything she wanted. She glanced down, noticing the evidence of her pleasure on the floor, and reached for the towel she’d dropped earlier.

Then she bent over.

The sight hit me like a punch.

For a heartbeat I’d gone completely still, stunned into silence, my hand frozen around my aching cock. But the moment she folded at the waist, presenting that lush, perfect curve of her ass to the world—presenting it to me—I remembered exactly what I’d been doing.

Desire snapped tight inside me.

I was so far gone, so primed by everything I’d just witnessed, that it only took three desperate strokes. Three rough pulls of my fist over my slick, overheated length before I came with a force that startled me. I groaned through clenched teeth as I shot against the wall, thick spurts painting it in quick succession, my eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her hips as she wiped the floor clean. Her ass gave the slightest tremble with each movement, and I swore it felt like she was doing it just for me.

I dropped to my knees, breath ragged, trying to steady myself before she straightened.

Yeah. I was definitely going to like it here.

---

The rest of the day dragged and raced all at once. My parents talked logistics—paint colors, garden beds, repair lists—while I nodded absently, my mind nowhere near the tasks at hand. Every time I blinked, I saw her. The arch of her back as she’d bent over. The soft, intoxicating bounce of her breasts. The way her face had transformed when pleasure overtook her—eyes squeezed shut, lips parted, head thrown back.

I kept imagining that face above me.

In my bed.

Her thighs bracketing my hips as she sank down on me, riding me slow and deep, her hands braced on my chest while she moved. I pictured the way her mouth would fall open when I thrust up into her, the breathless sounds she’d make, the way her hair would spill over her shoulders as she chased her own release.

Those thoughts earned me my punishment.

Four separate trips to the hardware store. Endless hauling of soil and mulch that felt twice as heavy in the summer heat. My muscles burned, sweat soaked through my shirt, and every bend and lift rubbed fabric against an erection that refused to fully disappear.

Still, I couldn’t exactly complain.

The only thing separating our backyard from hers was a waist-high chain-link fence. Transparent. Teasing. Torturous.

While I shoveled and spread dirt, she lounged a short distance away, stretched out on a sun chair like some decadent fantasy come to life. She wore that red bikini again—the one that fit her like it had been painted on. The top hugged her perfectly, following the pale outline of her tan lines as if it had been designed for that exact body. Maybe it was her favorite. God, I hoped so.

I forced myself to work, to keep my gaze down, but every few seconds I’d glance up. She shifted, rolled onto her stomach, then onto her back again, adjusting the thin straps on her shoulders. When she reached for the bottle of tanning oil, my throat went dry.

She poured a glistening line into her palm and began to smooth it over her skin.

I wanted to be those hands.

She slid her fingers along her neck, over the elegant slope of her shoulders, down the length of her arms. Oil caught the sunlight, turning her into something luminous and unreal. I swallowed hard and kept shoveling, pretending I wasn’t watching.

Then her hands drifted lower.

She traced the valley between her breasts, fingers gliding through the curve of her cleavage before spreading the oil across the soft swell of each breast. I completely lost track of what I was doing. Half a bag of mulch spilled in the wrong place as I watched her palm move over her flat stomach, circling her navel, then continuing down the long, smooth lines of her thighs.

Working while that hard should’ve been illegal.

I shifted awkwardly, praying my parents were too busy to notice the tent in my jeans. There was nowhere to hide, nowhere to sneak off and take care of it. I had to suffer through it, throbbing and distracted.

Then her phone rang.

I jerked my eyes down instantly, pretending intense fascination with a rake.

“What? You’re here?” she exclaimed.

Her voice carried clearly across the yards—surprised, almost excited.

She shot up from the lounger and hurried inside, leaving the air buzzing with curiosity. I tried to focus on leveling the soil, but my attention was locked on her back door.

A minute later, she reappeared.

And she wasn’t alone.

The guy who followed her out made my stomach tighten. He was tall—easily towering over her—and built like he lived in a pool or a gym. Broad shoulders, narrow waist, defined abs that flexed as he moved. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, which felt like an unnecessary insult.

Jealousy hit me so fast it almost embarrassed me.

She didn’t hesitate. She walked straight up to him, pressed her palm to his chest, and shoved him back against the siding of her house with a confidence that stole my breath. Then she reached up, fisted a hand in his hair, and dragged his head down to hers.

The kiss was explosive.

Even from a distance, I could see the hunger in it—the way her body molded against his, the way her mouth opened over his like she was claiming him. I could almost taste it, almost feel the slick slide of her tongue as she devoured him.

His hands weren’t idle. They traveled down her back, fingers splaying over the curve of her waist before slipping lower, tracing the tempting line where her bikini bottoms hugged her hips. He cupped her there, bold and possessive, pulling her tighter against him.

And all I could do was stand there, gripping my shovel, hard as stone, watching another man touch what I’d been fantasizing about all day.

“You have no idea how badly I needed you here,” she breathed when she finally tore her mouth from his. Her voice drifted across the yard like warm honey—low, husky, intimate. It slid under my skin.

He gave a smug little chuckle, the kind that made my jaw tighten. “Yeah, baby? Tell me what you want me to do.”

The arrogance in his tone made me want to vault the fence and wipe it off his face.

She traced her fingertips down his chest, slow and deliberate. “I can’t reach my back on my own.” The words were innocent. The look she gave him was anything but.

Then she turned and sauntered back to her lounger, hips swaying in a way that had to be intentional. For a split second he looked as stunned as I felt—but while disappointment flickered across his face, relief flooded mine.

She sat with her back to me. My pulse hammered as she lifted both hands to the ties at her neck. With a practiced tug she loosened them, catching the cups before they slipped. The red fabric fell forward just enough before she carefully adjusted herself and stretched out on her stomach.

The curve of her breast from the side—the soft swell peeking past her arm—was more erotic than anything I’d ever seen on a screen. Real skin. Real sunlight glinting over it. Real heat rising in my body because of her.

He ambled over like the dutiful boyfriend and poured oil into his palm. Instead of simply smoothing it on, he worked it into her shoulders, kneading slowly. She rewarded him instantly—her lips parting, a soft, throaty sound spilling out that sent a shock straight through me. I’d imagined that sound earlier. Hearing it for real nearly undid me.

They talked while he touched her. Casual conversation about his job, about plans, about nothing important—while his hands explored every inch of her exposed back, sliding lower, then back up, fingers pressing into her hips. She shifted beneath him, arching subtly, chasing the friction. Every small movement felt intimate. Intentional.

The sun sank lower, casting everything in molten gold. Eventually they spoke about dinner. Dancing. The promise of more. She tied her bikini back on and led him inside, the door closing behind them just as my mother stepped onto our patio.

“You did a great job out here,” Mom said brightly. “Go shower. Dinner will be ready soon.”

The shower was heaven. Hot water pounded against my sore shoulders, steam wrapping around me like a second skin. I let my head fall back and closed my eyes.

And it wasn’t my muscles I imagined beneath my hands.

I pictured her stretched out in front of me, skin slick with oil, glowing. My palms sliding along her spine, feeling the subtle shift of her breathing. The way she’d sigh if it were me touching her. I’d take my time. Learn the landscape of her body.

I’d be bolder than him.

My hands would drift lower, over the rounded curve of her hips. I’d hook my fingers beneath the thin fabric at her waist and ease it down, exposing the firm, perfect swell of her ass. I’d smooth my palms over it, kneading gently before giving her a playful swat just to hear that surprised little gasp turn into a laugh… or maybe something darker.

Heat pooled low in my stomach. I was painfully hard, my body reacting as if she were actually there beneath my touch. My hand started to drift down—

“Taylor! Dinner’s ready! Hurry before it gets cold!”

Dad’s voice sliced through the steam.

I groaned under my breath, bracing my hands against the tile as I forced myself to think of anything unsexy—math formulas, boring documentaries, the most unarousing things I could conjure—until I trusted myself to step out without embarrassing evidence of where my mind had been.

Dinner passed in near silence. The clink of forks, the occasional comment about the yard, nothing substantial. I ate quickly, barely tasting the food, still replaying the afternoon in relentless detail.

After clearing my plate, I escaped to my room and lost myself in video games, grateful for something mindless. By the time I glanced at the clock, it was already eleven.

I shut everything down and got ready for bed, the house quiet around me.

But when I lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling, all I could see was red fabric slipping from sun-kissed skin—and hear her voice telling someone else how much she needed him.

I was just about to switch off my bedroom light when a flicker of movement snagged my attention. Instinct took over. I stepped closer to the window—and there she was.

June had returned to her room.

She stood beneath the warm glow of her bedside lamp, wrapped in a sheer black blouse that slipped lazily off one shoulder, baring smooth, honey-toned skin. The fabric clung possessively over the swell of her breasts, concealing nothing despite technically covering everything. The gauze was transparent enough that I could clearly see the dark curve of her strapless bra, the soft outline of her nipples pressing faintly against lace. Below, a red pleated skirt skimmed scandalously high on her thighs, the hem flirting with mid-thigh and promising so much more.

She was dressed. Completely dressed.

And yet she looked deliciously undressed.

My mouth actually watered. It should’ve been illegal for a woman to move through the world looking like that—ripe, confident, sensual without even trying. I imagined strangers stumbling over their own feet as she passed, drawn helplessly into her orbit.

Then he walked in.

His shirt was already gone, his body warm and golden in the lamplight. He didn’t hesitate. He slid in behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, pressing her back into the solid heat of his chest. His hands flattened against her stomach, fingers spreading, stroking upward in slow possession. He bent his head to her exposed shoulder, lips brushing her skin, whispering something into her ear.

Whatever he said made her smile—no, not smile. Smolder.

That look on her face was pure hunger. She turned in his arms and claimed his mouth, and the kiss that followed wasn’t sweet or tentative. It was deep. Intent. The kind of kiss where bodies fuse and the rest of the world dissolves. She melted against him like she’d been waiting all day for that exact moment. Watching her give herself over to it so completely did something to my chest—something almost painful. I wanted that someday. Someone who would kiss like that, like it meant everything.

She broke away first, but only to take his hand. With a playful tug, she guided him across the room.

My heart slammed as she turned toward the window.

I dropped out of sight so fast I nearly knocked over my chair. I counted slowly in my head, breath shallow, pulse roaring in my ears. Ten seconds. Maybe more. Then I rose just enough to see.

The sight nearly unraveled me.

She was perched on top of her dresser, skirt bunched high, legs parted in a deliberate invitation. He knelt between her thighs, broad shoulders bowed, his head buried against her. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her head thrown back, mouth open in a silent cry that I could almost hear through the glass.

He was between her legs.

Eating her.

Her fingers threaded into her dark hair, tugging at the raven strands as pleasure rolled through her. Her hips shifted subtly against his mouth, chasing sensation. I could see the muscles in his forearms flex as his hands slid along her legs—starting low, fingertips grazing her calves, then gliding upward in a slow, torturous ascent. He traced the curves of her knees, the soft inside of her thighs, higher and higher until his hands disappeared behind the barrier of his shoulders.

Then down again.

Up.

Down.

A rhythm.

A worship.

Her skirt was pushed so high it barely existed anymore, the red fabric crumpled at her hips while he devoured her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered. Every sweep of his hands seemed designed to make her shudder. Every movement of his head sent another tremor through her body.

My shorts felt painfully tight. I couldn’t breathe properly. I couldn’t look away.

She looked powerful like that—open, vulnerable, yet utterly in control of the pleasure being drawn from her. And he looked eager, devoted, lost in the taste and feel of her.

Watching them was intoxicating.

Watching her—undone, flushed, lips parted in ecstasy—was almost more than I could bear.

God, I would have given anything to see exactly what his mouth was doing to her. Whatever wicked magic his tongue possessed, it had June unraveling in the most intoxicating way. She arched and twisted atop the dresser like she was riding a wave only she could feel, her eyes squeezed shut, lips parted in breathless surrender. Every so often her hands drifted down, kneading her generous breasts through that thin blouse, teasing herself as if she couldn’t bear not to touch. Other times her fingers tangled in his hair, subtly guiding him, angling his head with quiet authority.

That did something to me—watching her take control without a word. She knew her body. Knew exactly how she wanted to be tasted. And she wasn’t shy about demanding it.

The heat pooling in my gut became unbearable. I shoved my shorts down just enough to free myself, my cock already slick and heavy in my hand. I didn’t need anything to help me along; I was dripping, aching. Just imagining the flavor of her—sweet, musky, addictive—was enough to make my head spin. I forced myself to move slowly, stroking in long, deliberate pulls. If I rushed this, I wouldn’t last a minute.

Across the way, her breathing grew visibly ragged. Her chest rose and fell faster, nipples straining against the dark fabric. Her right hand pressed firmly against the back of his head, holding him there, grinding herself against his mouth as her hips began to move with urgent rhythm. Her left hand flattened against the wall behind her, searching for leverage, fingers splayed as though she needed something solid to anchor her.

Her mouth opened wider, shaping silent cries that I could almost hear in my own body. Then it happened—her entire frame went rigid. Every muscle locked tight, thighs trembling around his shoulders. Her spine arched, head thrown back, and even from this distance I could see the raw intensity rip through her. It wasn’t pretty or delicate. It was primal. A climax that looked ripped straight from her core.

If that was what real pleasure looked like, no wonder my ex had never fought for us.

June sagged for a moment, catching her breath. Then he rose to his feet, and she slid off the dresser with fluid grace, dropping to her knees before him without hesitation. He leaned one hip against the wood, and I caught her profile as she tugged his pants down in a swift, impatient motion.

One second he was concealed. The next, she had him in her hand, and then her mouth.

She didn’t ease into it. She took him like she’d been starving. Her cheeks hollowed, throat working, face flushed deep as she swallowed him down. For a heartbeat her eyes widened with the stretch—but they stayed open. Locked on his.

I’d watched enough videos to know how powerful that kind of eye contact could be. But none of those women looked like her—confident, hungry, almost reverent in her focus. The thought of being in his place nearly buckled my knees. Her lips wrapped around me, her throat tightening as she fought to take every inch, her gaze never leaving mine.

She began to move then, slow at first. Pulling back until just the head remained between her lips, teasing him with the promise of release—then plunging down again until her chin brushed his balls. Over and over. Controlled. Devoted. Expert.

And still, she never looked away.

I gripped myself harder, trying to hold on, wondering how many years of experience it took for a woman to move like that—like she’d mastered every secret a man’s body had to offer.

I was right on the brink, my body strung tight as a wire. What unfolded in front of me fused with the fantasies detonating in my head, blurring reality and imagination until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. This was it—the most incendiary night of my life—and I was helpless beneath it.

He must have sensed how close he was, because just when it seemed she might finish him with that wicked mouth of hers, he slid his hand into her hair and gently—but firmly—guided her off him. She looked dazed, flushed, lips swollen and slick. He pulled her up to her feet, and then everything became movement. Urgent. Hungry. He stripped her like a man unwrapping a gift he’d been aching for, clothes falling away in careless handfuls until her skin was bared to him.

They collided together, naked bodies pressing tight, breasts crushed against his chest, his hands roaming over the curve of her hips and the lush swell of her ass. Their kiss was feral, open-mouthed and desperate, tongues tangling as if they were trying to devour each other whole. I could almost feel the heat radiating off them.

Then she leapt.

He caught her effortlessly, a low grunt leaving him as her legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locking at the base of his spine. He staggered back a step or two before his shoulders thudded against the dresser. She was clinging to him, arms looped around his neck, her body poised. He adjusted his grip beneath her thighs, lifted her slightly—and then lowered her.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

I watched her face as she took him inside her. Her mouth parted, eyes fluttering as inch by inch she sank down his length, her head tipping back when he filled her completely. The expression that washed over her was pure bliss, edged with something primal. I couldn’t imagine how he held himself together, buried in what had to be the tightest, hottest heaven on earth. If it were me, I would have shattered on the spot.

But he didn’t.

Instead, she began to move.

Her back muscles flexed beautifully as she hauled herself up using his shoulders for leverage, then eased back down, slow at first, savoring the drag of him inside her. Again. And again. The rhythm built, her body finding its cadence. Her hair whipped around her shoulders, catching the light as she rode him harder, surrendering to the raw, animal hunger between them.

She leaned back suddenly, offering him more of herself, and I caught a glimpse of his mouth closing over her left nipple. He sucked greedily, and her spine arched in response. His hands were splayed over her ass, fingers digging in to keep her lifted and aligned, the skin beneath his grip flushing pink. She was magnificent like that—lush, powerful, completely uninhibited as she drove herself down on him.

I couldn’t look away.

The slick glide of her body, the way she clenched around him, the obscene perfection of their connection—it was hypnotic. My hand worked frantically over my cock, matching her rhythm, chasing the friction I imagined he felt.

Then, abruptly, he shifted. With her still wrapped around him, he pushed off the dresser and took several quick steps forward. They vanished from my view, and a second later the bedframe thudded against the wall, the headboard jolting from the impact of their combined weight.

I was panting, my fist pumping hard, knowing I was seconds from spilling.

I told myself that even if I missed the finale, I’d already witnessed enough to fuel a lifetime of fantasies. I started to turn away—

But then she rose into view again.

Only her profile at first, silhouetted against the dim light. The steady rocking of her hips told me everything. She was on top now, riding him. Slow, deep strokes that rolled through her entire body. His hands came up to cup her breasts, kneading them with open hunger, thumbs brushing and then pinching her nipples until I saw her head snap back.

She was breathtaking. Hair cascading down her back, mouth open in silent cries I couldn’t hear but could almost feel. Maybe she was whispering filthy encouragements, maybe she was begging him not to stop—I’d never know. But whatever she was saying, it was driving him closer to the edge. I could see it in the way his hands tightened, the way his body thrust upward to meet her descent.

She was chasing her own release too, movements becoming sharper, more urgent, as if the pleasure was cresting inside her.

And I was right there with them.

My body mirrored hers, my pulse pounding in time with her hips. We were racing toward the same finish line.

They were going to come.

And so was I.

I was hanging by a thread, every muscle in my body strung tight as wire. I forced myself to slow my hand, to breathe through the ache, determined not to spill until I saw her fall apart too. I wanted that impossible connection—her climax and mine colliding across the dark like some wicked secret only we shared.

Then she turned her head.

My heart slammed so hard I thought it might crack my ribs. Her gaze cut through the night and landed directly on me. There was no mistaking it. She saw me. Saw my face in the window. Saw the hunger I hadn’t even tried to hide.

For a split second, I considered dropping out of sight, ducking down like a guilty teenager caught with his hand in the cookie jar. But it was too late. We were locked together in that charged, breathless stare.

And she didn’t recoil.

She didn’t gasp or scramble to cover herself. Instead, the corner of her mouth curved into a slow, knowing smile—sharp and delicious and utterly devastating. It was the expression of a woman who understood exactly the effect she had. She lifted her fingers to her lips and blew me a kiss, lazy and deliberate, as if we were lovers across a crowded room instead of strangers divided by glass and darkness.

Then she turned back to him.

I watched her mouth form the words—“Fuck me”—clear as day, her lips shaping each syllable with sinful emphasis. Her hips began to move with new purpose, rolling and driving down onto him in deep, greedy strokes. She glanced down at his face, then flicked her eyes back toward me, quick and sly, checking to see if I was still there. Still watching. Still wanting.

I was.

God, I was.

The realization hit me like a detonator: she liked that I was watching. She wanted it. The knowledge ignited something feral inside me. My restraint shattered. My hand tightened, rhythm quickening, breath turning ragged as I gave myself over to it.

When I came, it was violent and unstoppable. A groan tore from my throat before I could swallow it back. My body pulsed, again and again, heat spilling from me in relentless surges until I felt wrung out, trembling, completely spent. I couldn’t look away. Not from her.

She watched me the entire time.

Her eyes stayed on mine as I unraveled, as if she were memorizing the exact moment I lost control. And when the last tremor faded from my body, she gave me a slow, wicked wink.

Only then did she let herself go.

Her lashes fluttered closed, her mouth parting on a silent cry as pleasure finally claimed her. I saw it sweep over her face—the tightening, the release, the pure, unfiltered bliss. Her body arched, riding out the aftershocks, and for a heartbeat I swore we were still connected, still tangled in that invisible current.

Then she disappeared from view, sinking out of sight.

And I was left alone in my darkened room, chest heaving, skin cooling, haunted by the memory of her smile and the undeniable truth that she had wanted me there.


Unintended Exhibition

It was billed as a holiday party—Christmas, winter solstice, some polite excuse to string lights across the conference room and expense a catered bar. But everyone in my department knew the truth. We were celebrating survival. Six relentless months of grinding through a contract that nearly swallowed us whole—and we’d delivered.

At twenty-six, I was the youngest executive in the building. Yes, my last name was on the door. Yes, my father had handed me the title. But these past six months? I’d earned my place the hard way. Late nights. Impossible deadlines. Egos colliding in glass-walled meeting rooms. Somewhere in the middle of it, we stopped being a collection of employees and became a team.

Tonight was supposed to be the exhale.

Only I couldn’t relax, because she wasn’t here.

I’d worked at this company for six years. For all six of them, Monica Ross had been at my side—my assistant, my gatekeeper, my quiet backbone. My father had hired her personally. His reasoning hadn’t exactly been subtle: find a woman I wouldn’t be tempted to sleep with.

Technically, that part had worked.

Not because I didn’t want to.

Monica is twenty years and three months older than I am. On paper, that should have been a deterrent. In reality? I’ve always had a thing for older women. A weakness. A craving.

If I’m honest, it probably started when I was a kid sneaking into a friend’s basement, discovering his dad’s stash of old-school porn. The kind from the eighties and nineties—women with impossible curves and unapologetic bodies. Huge breasts straining against lace. Tiny waists you could circle with both hands. Round, generous asses that made your palms itch. That image imprinted itself on my brain before I’d even kissed a girl.

After that, nothing else really compared.

When I first met Monica, she was attractive in a wholesome, polished way. Slim. Conservative suits. Auburn hair twisted into a tidy bun at the nape of her neck. If you’d asked me then, I would’ve guessed she was a modest C-cup at best. Straight lines. Minimal curves. Professional.

Then, about two years ago, something shifted.

She took some time off. A few weeks. When she returned, the transformation was subtle at first—so subtle I thought I was imagining it. Her blouses fit differently. Sweaters stretched. The line of her hips seemed fuller beneath her pencil skirts.

And her chest.

Jesus.

What had once been understated now pressed boldly against silk and cotton, rounded and lush, the fabric pulled tight enough that I could see the faint outline of lace beneath. Her waist looked narrower by contrast, her hips more pronounced. It was like she’d stepped straight out of the fantasies I’d carried since adolescence—only now she was sitting across from me at budget meetings, leaning over my desk, her perfume warm and distracting.

Over the past two years, she’d gone from the sweet, competent mom-next-door type to something far more dangerous. Polished. Sculpted. Almost unreal. A living, breathing fantasy wrapped in designer suits.

And she had no idea what she did to me.

Or maybe she did.

Every time she leaned in to hand me a file, those generous breasts would brush the edge of my arm. Every time she crossed her legs, her skirt riding just high enough to reveal smooth thigh, my mind would go places it had no business going during quarterly reviews.

I stayed in line for one reason.

She’s married.

Carl Ross works two floors down. Solid guy. Good at his job. The kind of man you grab a beer with. I wasn’t about to torch someone’s marriage or drag the company into that kind of chaos—no matter how many times I imagined Monica’s hair tumbling free from that tight bun, spilling in soft auburn waves over bare shoulders.

But tonight, with a couple of drinks warming my blood and the music humming through the office lounge, restraint felt thinner.

I just wanted to see her.

To watch her loosen up for once. To see her let her hair down—literally. Maybe sway to the music. Maybe laugh. Maybe let that carefully controlled exterior slip just a little.

The thought alone had my body reacting. I could already picture it: her blouse stretched over those magnificent breasts as she moved, the subtle bounce impossible to ignore. My pulse thudded low in my stomach, heat pooling there, insistent and familiar.

“Hey, Ross,” someone called over the music. “Where’s Monica? Didn’t she come in today?”

“Yeah, she showed up,” Ross slurred from across the room, already swaying on his feet. “But I haven’t seen the bitch since. Somebody get me another drink!”

The words hit me wrong. Too sharp. Too careless. 

A restless tension coiled low in my gut. I didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly the party meant nothing. I started searching—conference rooms, break area, even the hallway by the elevators. I hesitated only a second before pushing open the door to the ladies’ room and calling her name. Nothing.

When I came back to the main floor, the music and laughter felt distant, warped. A flicker of guilt tugged at me. Had she seemed different lately? Quieter? Withdrawn? We’d all been buried under deadlines, living on caffeine and stress. Maybe I’d been too focused on proving myself, too distracted by the way she filled out a blouse, to notice something real.

I leaned against one of the support columns between the cubicles, rubbing a hand over the back of my neck—and that’s when I saw it.

My office blinds were drawn tight.

I never closed them. I liked the visibility—the symbolism of it. Transparency. Approachability. The sight of those slats sealed shut sent a chill through me.

I crossed the floor quickly and tried the handle.

Locked.

My pulse jumped. I dug through my pocket for my keys, fingers clumsy, finally catching the right one. The lock clicked open, and I stepped inside.

Monica looked up from behind my desk.

Her hair—usually twisted into that neat, controlled bun—had fallen loose, auburn strands tumbling wildly around her shoulders. Her cheeks were flushed an uneven pink, mascara streaked down her face in dark trails. Her lips—those lush, too-plump-for-my-sanity lips—trembled as she tried to hide them behind her hands.

When she realized it was me, she lowered her fingers, and a soft, broken sound escaped her. Not quite a sob. Worse. Quieter.

I shut the door behind me and turned the lock.

The party noise vanished.

“What’s wrong?” I crossed the room in seconds, stopping just short of her chair. “Monica, are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” she whispered, voice thick and unconvincing. “Go back to your party. I’ll… I’ll be there in a minute.”

The tears kept falling.

“I’m not going anywhere.” I shook my head. “Not until you tell me what’s going on. And what I can do.”

She lifted her left hand slowly, like it weighed a hundred pounds.

It took me a second to understand.

Her ring finger was bare.

I stared at her hand—at the glossy cherry-blossom polish she always wore so perfectly—and my stupid brain latched onto the wrong detail.

“Your nails look amazing,” I heard myself say.

She blinked at me in disbelief.

For a heartbeat, there was silence.

Then she let out a wet, incredulous laugh. “Oh my God,” she choked, swiping under her eyes and smearing mascara further across her skin. “You men are absolutely hopeless.”

I exhaled, rubbing my forehead. “I’ve had two glasses of whatever lethal concoction Mark and Anna brought. I swear Anna being pregnant is just a cover—it’s basically gin with a splash of fruit.”

Despite herself, her mouth twitched.

Then the sadness flooded back in.

“It’s not your problem,” she murmured, folding in on herself, pressing her palms to her eyes as her shoulders began to shake again.

Every HR training video I’d ever half-watched flashed through my mind—boundaries, professionalism, distance.

To hell with that.

I moved around the desk and crouched in front of her. Up close, I could see the fine tremor in her breathing, the way her blouse stretched over her chest with every shaky inhale. I slid my arm carefully around her shoulders and drew her toward me.

For a second she stiffened.

Then she melted.

Her body was warm and soft and trembling, her cheek pressing against my chest. I could smell her perfume beneath the faint salt of tears—something floral and intoxicating that wrapped around my senses.

“He left me,” she whispered against my shirt, the words barely audible.

Her fingers curled into the fabric at my waist like she needed something solid to hold on to.

And suddenly, every selfish fantasy I’d ever had about her felt very, very different.

The confession didn’t spill out all at once. It unraveled in pieces, dragged free between broken breaths and shaky pauses. I stayed crouched beside her chair, my arm still wrapped around her shoulders, feeling the tremor in her body as she spoke.

They’d tried for years to have a baby. Doctors, appointments, disappointment month after month. Eventually, they’d stopped hoping. Somewhere in that quiet grief, she’d decided if she couldn’t give him a child, she’d give him something else—something he’d always openly adored.

“He loved big breasts,” she murmured, her voice raw. “So I surprised him.”

Her first surgery had been a gift. That was how she’d framed it to herself—romantic, spontaneous. The way her lips curved bitterly told me how naïve that sounded now. He’d been thrilled. Proud. Possessive. And once that door had opened, he kept pushing her through it.

One procedure turned into another. He suggested refinements. Enhancements. Improvements.

She followed every suggestion.

Implants sculpted her ass into a lush, impossible curve. Liposuction carved her waist into a sharp, dramatic dip. Collagen filled her mouth until her lips were plump and decadent. And her breasts… God.

“They’re a K now,” she whispered, almost ashamed.

My throat went dry.

I hated myself a little in that moment, because while she was recounting the dismantling of her marriage, all I could picture was her body changing piece by piece—becoming more exaggerated, more decadent, more dangerously feminine. My cock stirred, thick and insistent, pressing against the seam of my pants as she described the size, the weight, the way her clothes had to be specially tailored now.

She’d reshaped herself into his fantasy.

And it still hadn’t been enough.

“I did everything he wanted,” she said, her voice hollowing out. “I made myself into exactly what he liked. And then I found out he was sleeping with someone else.” Her laugh was brittle, humorless. “A girl half my size, natural as can be.”

The divorce papers had followed shortly after. She’d signed the final ones today.

“It’s been dead for a while,” she added softly after a long stretch of silence. “But today it just… it hit me. It’s really over.”

I squeezed her gently. “I’m so sorry, Monica. Why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you come to me?”

Her shoulders lifted in a fragile shrug. “I thought maybe we could fix it. And now…” She swallowed. “I’m almost forty-seven. I look like this.” She stood abruptly and took a few slow steps away from me. “Who’s going to want me now?”

I looked up.

And whatever pity she expected to see in my face must not have been there.

Because all I saw was magnificence.

Her face was stunning—high cheekbones that caught the light, a delicate nose, and those lush, sinful lips that begged to be kissed until they were swollen for a different reason. Auburn hair brushed her shoulders in soft waves, framing skin that glowed despite the tear tracks.

Her shoulders were strong, elegant, making the outrageous swell of her breasts seem almost balanced beneath her blouse—though the fabric strained, outlining the full, heavy curves in a way that made my pulse hammer. Her waist dipped dramatically before flaring into hips and an ass so round and sculpted it looked like temptation made flesh. Long legs carried all of it with quiet confidence.

And despite the surgeries, despite the enhancements, there was discipline there too. Hours in the gym. Care. Precision. She hadn’t just been remade—she’d worked to maintain every sinful inch.

She was a fantasy. Every late-night, adolescent, dirty thought I’d ever had wrapped up in one breathtaking woman.

She glanced down at me, still crouched by her chair, her brow furrowing. “Why are you still down there?”

I did not dare stand. My erection was so hard, so painfully obvious, I was convinced it would punch straight through my trousers.

“I—uh—I’ve got this pain in my back,” I said quickly. “Think I pulled something.”

Concern erased the uncertainty in her eyes. “Oh my God, why didn’t you say something?” She hurried toward me.

I tried to wave her off. “It’s fine, really—”

But Monica had always been stubborn. She reached for my arms, her perfume wrapping around me—warm, floral, intoxicating. She leaned in close, and when she helped haul me upright, my body betrayed me completely.

My erection dragged up the smooth curve of her thigh.

The contact was unmistakable.

Her gaze dropped instantly to the pronounced tent in my pants. For a second neither of us moved. Then her eyes lifted slowly to mine.

Color bloomed in her cheeks, but it wasn’t just embarrassment. There was curiosity there. A flicker of something awakening.

Her lips curved, small and tentative.

“Is that because of me?” she asked softly.

Heat flooded my face. There was no hiding it. No blaming the punch or the awkward angle.

I swallowed and gave a slow, helpless nod.

Yes.

“I’ve caught you watching me,” she said softly, her gaze holding mine. “When you thought I didn’t see. I told myself you were probably just staring at the circus act—the overdone divorcée across the room.” A fragile smile touched her mouth. “Are you actually attracted to me?”

The vulnerability in her voice shattered what little restraint I had left.

“How could I not be?” The words tumbled out of me, raw and unfiltered. “You’re… unreal. I think about you constantly. I have for years. I just never said anything because you were married, and I figured the age difference would make you slam the door in my face.” I swallowed, my pulse pounding in my ears. “You’re gorgeous, Monica. Hot as hell. Ross is a complete idiot.”

Her eyes searched mine, sharp and wary. “Even after everything I’ve done to myself?”

“Especially after.” My voice dropped, thick with need. “Your lips are sinful. Those breasts…” I let my gaze dip, no longer pretending not to look. “They’re magnificent. And your ass—Jesus. You’re exactly what I want. You’re my perfect woman.”

She studied me for another long beat, as if weighing the truth of it. Whatever she found there must have satisfied her, because her expression softened. Slowly, almost cautiously, she leaned in.

Her lips grazed mine—barely there, a whisper of contact that sent a shockwave through my body.

I didn’t hesitate. I closed the distance and kissed her properly, sliding my arms around her, pulling her flush against me. For a split second she stiffened, startled by the intensity, but then she melted into it, her hands fisting in my shirt as her mouth opened beneath mine.

The fullness of her breasts crushed against my chest, lush and yielding. Even through the layers of fabric, I could feel the tight peaks of her nipples, hard and insistent. My erection pressed into her thigh, throbbing shamelessly. She made a low, needy sound as our tongues tangled, slow and deep, tasting and claiming. The kiss stretched on, decadent and dizzying, until the room seemed to tilt around us.

My hands roamed over the sleek curve of her back, memorizing every inch, then drifted lower. When my palms found her ass, I groaned. It was firm, round, impossibly sculpted beneath my fingers. I squeezed, guiding her hips harder against me, grinding her against the rigid length straining inside my pants.

She broke the kiss with a breathless gasp, her forehead falling to mine. For a second she just breathed, chest heaving, then she rolled her hips deliberately, dragging herself against me.

“You’re so hard,” she murmured, her voice husky now, threaded with something wicked. “Tell me something.” Her eyes flicked up, daring. “What have you always wanted to do to me? And don’t give me something sweet. I don’t mean ‘make love.’ I mean the real fantasy. The one that has you hiding in the office bathroom, stroking yourself while you think about me.”

The image alone nearly undid me. My hips jerked involuntarily as she slid her thigh between my legs, pressing it tight against my crotch. The friction was exquisite torture. I started rocking against her, chasing it.

She tilted her head. “Well?”

“I want to fuck those huge tits,” I admitted hoarsely, the confession ripping out of me.

She leaned back just enough to look down at her chest, then slowly lifted her hands to cup the heavy swell of her breasts. She pushed them up, accentuating their fullness, her cleavage deepening as the fabric of her blouse strained.

“These?” she teased lightly, bouncing them together so the buttons pulled tight. “These little things?”

I could only nod, transfixed. She moved them again, up and down, and for a delirious second I thought the blouse would surrender entirely, buttons flying, giving me the sight I’d imagined so many nights.

But it held.

Without breaking eye contact, she smiled—a slow, knowing curve of those lush lips.

“Top left drawer of my desk,” she said softly. “There’s a bottle of lotion.”

I forced myself to look away from the breathtaking vision in front of me and yanked open the top drawer of her desk. The sudden movement sent pens and papers sliding, small objects clattering against the wood as I rummaged through the chaos. My hands felt clumsy, desperate, my pulse roaring in my ears. For a second I thought I wouldn’t find it, that the universe might cruelly delay me—but then my fingers closed around the smooth plastic bottle.

I straightened, breath already shallow, and turned back to her.

Her blouse was gone.

The sight hit me like a physical blow.

Her breasts—full, high, impossibly lush—stood bare and unapologetic, pale and luminous against the muted office light. They seemed sculpted rather than born, round and generous, the skin taut and flawless, yet soft-looking, inviting. They hovered with a defiance that made my mouth go dry, the subtle inward curve between them creating a decadent valley I’d fantasized about more times than I could count. Each was crowned with a wide, dusky areola, the color deep and warm against her creamy skin, and at the center a thick, rose-dark nipple thrust outward, already hard, already waiting.

They angled slightly away from each other, proud and independent, and I had the irrational, aching hope that they’d allow themselves to be brought together—just for me.

She lifted her hands and cradled one breast in each palm, fingers splayed possessively before she pushed them upward and inward. The movement made them swell and strain, nipples tightening further as they brushed together.

“What are you waiting for?” she murmured, her voice low, velvet and heat.

Something inside me snapped.

I closed the distance in a heartbeat, dragging her into me, my mouth crashing over hers. The kiss was nothing like the first—this was hunger, urgency, a claim. She met me just as fiercely, her lips parting, her tongue sliding against mine in a hot, wet rhythm that made my cock throb painfully behind my zipper.

I tore my mouth away only to trail it down her jaw, savoring the soft curve of her cheek, the delicate skin beneath her ear. She tilted her head back, exposing her throat, a silent offering. I kissed and nipped along the elegant line of her neck, sucking gently at the sensitive hollow at its base. Her breath stuttered; a faint, broken sound slipped from her lips.

I slipped the lotion bottle into my pocket so my hands were free—free to finally touch what had tormented me for months.

When I cupped her breasts, I almost groaned. They were firm, yes—but beneath that firmness was warmth, a supple give that made them feel alive in my palms. My thumbs brushed across the underside, testing their weight, before sliding upward. She shivered.

I lowered my mouth to them slowly, deliberately, letting anticipation coil tighter between us. I kissed the smooth upper curve first, feather-light, then deeper, more open-mouthed, tasting her skin. My hands kneaded gently, learning her, gauging her reactions. When I found a spot that made her inhale sharply, I lingered, circling it with my tongue before drifting lower.

Her gasp was sharp and unfiltered when my mouth reached the darker skin of her areola. The shift in texture, in temperature, made her hips twitch against me. I traced the edge slowly, savoring the contrast, then flattened my tongue and swept inward.

Her soft gasp turned into a low, broken moan as I hovered near her nipple, teasing it with my breath, letting anticipation drive her wild. And when I finally closed my lips around that tight, aching peak, she cried out—raw, unrestrained.

I suckled deeply, drawing it into my mouth while my hand claimed the other breast, thumb and forefinger rolling the neglected nipple until it stiffened just as proudly. Her fingers tangled in my hair, gripping tight, holding me in place.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice trembling with need. “I like it harder. Bite it with your te—oh God, yes!”

I did exactly that.

I grazed her nipple with my teeth, not enough to hurt but enough to make her body arch violently against mine. I alternated between sucking and nipping, between soothing strokes of my tongue and sharper, more possessive bites. My hands grew bolder, squeezing, lifting, letting them fall heavily back into my palms before kneading them again. The sounds she made—breathless cries, half-formed words—fueled me, drove me into a near-frenzy.

My cock was so hard it almost hurt, trapped and straining, slick heat already leaking at the tip. Just playing with her like this had me dizzy with need.

I wasn’t waiting any longer.

Reluctantly, I pulled back, reaching into my pocket for the bottle. She watched me with a slow, knowing smile as I flipped it open. When I squeezed, a cool ribbon of cream spilled onto the lush curve of her chest, sliding between her breasts.

Her eyes darkened.

Together, we spread it.

My hands moved over her, slick and reverent, coating every inch of that generous, gleaming flesh. The lotion turned her skin glossy, catching the light, making her look even more decadent, more sinful. Our fingers brushed and tangled as we worked it in, massaging, pressing, until her breasts shone and slipped beneath my touch—ready.

She drove me backward until the edge of her desk bit into my hips. The look in her eyes had changed—no hesitation now, just hunger. Her fingers went straight to my belt, unfastening it with brisk confidence, the metallic rasp loud in the charged silence. My zipper followed, and she shoved my pants down my thighs before sinking gracefully to her knees in front of me.

The sight alone nearly undid me.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers and dragged them down, freeing my cock at last. It sprang forward, thick and aching, twitching in the cool air between us. She watched it with open appreciation, lips parted, breath warm against my skin. When it stopped bobbing, her right hand—still slick with lotion—wrapped around my shaft.

The first slow stroke made my head fall back.

She coated me thoroughly, her palm gliding from root to tip, spreading the slick warmth over every inch. Her left hand cradled my balls, rolling them gently, teasing, weighing them as if assessing exactly how much I was holding for her. The contrast—her firm grip, the glide of lotion—sent heat spiraling up my spine.

Then her mouth closed around me.

Those lush, ruby lips parted and swallowed the head of my cock, her tongue sweeping over the sensitive underside before she drew me deeper. My knees nearly buckled. I groaned, hands fisting in the edge of the desk as she sucked with slow, deliberate pulls, her tongue circling, flicking, learning me. She hollowed her cheeks, then eased back, licking a wet path up to the tip before taking me in again.

When she was satisfied I was fully hard—aching, throbbing, desperate—she withdrew with a soft pop and rose just enough to press her breasts together.

My breath caught.

She trapped my cock between those impossibly full, lotion-slicked mounds and began sliding them up, enveloping me in glistening softness. The heat, the pressure, the silken drag of her skin—it was overwhelming. Her cleavage became a velvet sheath, swallowing me inch by inch as she rocked.

She looked up at me through her lashes, lips curved in wicked delight. “Isn’t this what you’ve always fantasized about?” she murmured. “Your secretary on her knees… your cock buried right here.” She tightened her hold, pushing her breasts together so firmly I could barely see myself between them. “These big, perfect tits wrapped around you… sliding up and down until you can’t hold it anymore.”

She paused just long enough to spit between her breasts, the warm droplet disappearing where my cock was hidden. The added slickness made her next stroke glide effortlessly, her rhythm steady and hypnotic. My hips started moving instinctively, thrusting into the valley she created, chasing friction, chasing release.

“I hope you’re ready to give me everything,” she continued, voice thick with desire. “I want to feel you explode here. I want to watch it spill over my skin.” Her breasts moved faster now, her body rocking with mine. “Then I’m going to taste you while you make me come. And when you’re hard again…” Her teeth grazed her lower lip. “I want you inside me. On this desk. On the floor. Standing up. I want this whole office drenched in us.”

Her words, filthy and breathless, pushed me to the brink. I tried to hold back, to savor it, but the sight of her—on her knees, breasts pumping around me, eyes burning with ownership and invitation—was too much.

I broke.

A roar tore from my chest as pleasure detonated through me. My body locked, then shuddered violently as I came, hot pulses spilling between her breasts. She kept moving, milking me through it, guiding every surge upward until white streaked across her face—her nose, her cheeks, her parted lips. I thrust helplessly as wave after wave ripped through me, more intense than anything I’d ever felt.

When it finally ebbed, she was glistening—skin flushed, chest slick, mouth painted with the evidence of what she’d drawn from me.

She looked up, eyes sparkling with satisfaction. “Wow,” she breathed softly, almost teasing. “You really needed that, didn’t you?”

Her tongue slid slowly across her upper lip, gathering what lingered there. She made sure I watched as she tasted me—unhurried, deliberate—then swallowed with a small, pleased hum.

The desk dug into my back, my legs still trembling, and all I could think was that I was nowhere near finished with her.

Her eyes lifted to mine, luminous and wickedly satisfied, the kind of glow that only comes after being thoroughly undone. I slipped my hands beneath her arms and drew her up from the floor. She came willingly, still smiling, still flushed, and I turned her so her lower back met the edge of the desk. The hunger inside me had shifted—no longer desperate, but deliberate.

Her skirt pooled at her ankles almost instantly. I didn’t even remember unfastening it, only the soft whisper of fabric sliding down her thighs before it dropped to the floor.

Then it was my turn to kneel.

I pressed my mouth to the smooth plane of her stomach, tasting warm skin and the faint salt of sweat. I followed the gentle curve of her waist with slow, reverent kisses, dipping my tongue into her navel just to hear her breath catch. The elastic of her panties rested against my lips, and I caught it between my teeth, tugging playfully. She laughed under her breath as I worked them down inch by inch, the delicate fabric resisting before finally surrendering. When they slid free and joined the skirt on the floor, she was bare to me.

Monica perched on the edge of the desk and opened herself without hesitation.

Even as she spread her thighs wide, she was still tending to me—using two elegant fingers to gather the streaks of my release from her cheeks and lips, slipping them into her mouth with slow, appreciative sucks. I had to drag my gaze away from that indecently erotic sight—her savoring me like dessert—so I could focus on the treasure waiting between her legs.

Her left hand parted herself for me. She was completely smooth, not a trace of hair anywhere, her skin flushed a delicate pink from recent waxing. The soft folds glistened, swollen and inviting, the center of her shining with moisture. She looked ripe. Open. Ready.

I moved closer, placing a hand on each of her thighs. The muscles were tight beneath my palms, quivering with anticipation. I began to knead them slowly as I leaned in, brushing my lips along her hipbones, her waist, tasting her in unhurried strokes. Her fingers slid into my hair and curled there, not steering, just urging me closer, needing contact.

Behind me, I could still hear the faint, obscene sound of her sucking my release from her fingertips. The knowledge that she was devouring every drop sent a jolt through me. My cock twitched, thickening again, stirring back to life at the sound alone.

I continued working her thighs, thumbs pressing into the firm flesh until I felt her tension soften under my touch. My mouth drifted lower, grazing the smooth swell above her sex. I kissed the delicate skin over her pubic bone, then licked slowly across it, teasing, tasting. I nipped gently, just enough to make her gasp.

Her hips lifted instinctively, grinding against my face.

Encouraged, I lavished attention there—kissing, licking, sucking at the sensitive skin—while my hands slid upward along the insides of her thighs. My fingertips traced featherlight patterns around her parted folds, never quite touching where she ached the most. She trembled, her breathing growing ragged.

“I don’t think I ever want to move from here,” I murmured against her skin, my lips brushing her as I spoke. “It’s too warm. Too perfect. I could stay between your legs forever… wake up just to taste you, to play with you… and then drift off again.”

Her moan deepened, raw and needy. Her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me there as my teasing touch edged closer to the slick heat waiting for me.

“I love the way you smell,” I murmur, dragging my nose slowly along the heated silk of her skin. “Not whatever sweet soap you use in the shower.” I press closer, inhaling deeply, letting the scent of her fill my lungs before I breathe it out against her. Then I do it again, slower this time, my mouth brushing her in a teasing kiss. “This… this is what I crave. The salt of your skin. The musk of your desire. That intoxicating perfume that tells me you’re turned on. That you want me.”

I lift my gaze to her as I nuzzle her intimately, my voice low and thick with need. “You do want me, don’t you? Want me to keep going? To pull every moan from your throat, every shudder from your body? To worship you with my mouth and hands… and then take you with my cock?” I let my lips graze her again, reverent and hungry at once. “Monica, just tasting you, breathing you in like this—it’s making me hard all over again.”

She’s shifted slightly, one hand pushing her breast aside so she can watch me between her thighs. Our eyes lock, and the look she gives me hits like a shot of electricity. There’s heat there—undeniable, molten—but also something softer, more vulnerable. A flicker of hesitation, maybe, or the dizzying realization of how far she’s letting herself fall. And beneath it all, longing. She wants this. She wants me.

I don’t break eye contact as my hands finally slide into place. I cradle her swollen lips between my thumb and forefinger, rolling them gently, savoring the way her breath catches. Her gasp is sharp, but she doesn’t look away. I trace my tongue downward with deliberate slowness until I find the small, sensitive pearl hidden in her folds.

The moment my tongue touches her clit, her head falls back. A broken cry leaves her lips, cut short by the lack of air in her lungs. I seal my mouth around her, drawing her in with steady, unhurried suction. At the same time, my fingers slip between her slick folds. She’s drenched—so wet that I slide inside her without resistance, sinking deep until my knuckles brush her heat. I curl my fingers, searching, exploring, feeling the tight flutter of her around me.

My other hand moves higher, pressing firmly against the soft V above her sex, kneading in slow, deliberate circles as I continue to suck and stroke. Every sensation is layered—my tongue, my lips, my fingers, the pressure of my palm. I want her overwhelmed, surrounded.

She’s struggling to breathe now, each inhale ragged and desperate. I can’t see her face anymore, only the rise and fall of her breasts as they sway above me. Her right hand grips the edge of the desk to steady herself, knuckles pale. Her left is tangled in my hair, pulling hard enough to sting. And her hips—God—she’s driving them against my mouth in frantic little thrusts, chasing the pleasure.

I don’t rush. I force myself to stay slow, controlled, even as she trembles. My fingers curl just right, finding that sensitive spot inside her that makes her body jolt. I press there, firm and rhythmic.

The sound she makes is raw and sharp, almost a wail. Her muscles clamp down around my fingers, tight and pulsing, while her legs snap closed around my head, trapping me between her thighs. She’s shaking violently from the waist down, her thighs quivering against my cheeks as the orgasm tears through her.

For a long moment, I’m held captive—pinned by her strength and her need—as wave after wave crashes through her. It’s the most powerful release I’ve ever felt from a woman, her entire body surrendering to it, and I stay right there, absorbing every tremor, every convulsion, until she finally begins to come back to herself.

She tried to shove me away, her hands weak but insistent against my shoulders. I let her, even though every instinct in me wanted to keep her pinned beneath my mouth. Her thighs quaked violently, muscles misfiring as if pleasure had short-circuited her nerves. The creamy fairness of her skin had flushed to a deep, furious crimson, heat radiating from her in waves.

She folded in on herself atop the desk, curling into a tight ball. Papers fluttered to the floor. Pens skittered away. Her laptop tipped and crashed down with a hollow clatter she didn’t even seem to hear. Mascara streaked beneath her eyes, black trails against flushed cheeks, and for one terrifying second I thought she was crying.

Concern sliced through the haze of lust. I was on my feet instantly, gathering her face in my hands, brushing damp hair from her forehead. “Monica… hey. Talk to me. Are you okay? Do you need a doctor?”

Her lips trembled, then curved into a fragile, breathless smile. She was still writhing, small aftershocks rippling through her hips, her abdomen tightening and releasing in helpless spasms. She struggled to steady her breathing, chest rising and falling erratically.

“I’m… cumming,” she managed at last, the words breaking apart on a shaky exhale.

The realization hit me a second later—this wasn’t distress. It was too much pleasure. Too much sensation. Her body simply hadn’t caught up with it yet.

Later, she would tell me this was only the second time in her life she’d experienced waves like that—pleasure stacking on pleasure, detonating again and again without mercy. That the combination of my mouth, my fingers, my voice in her ear had unlocked something she hadn’t felt since her twenties. But in that moment, all I knew was that she was trembling in my arms, overwhelmed.

I climbed onto the broad oak desk and pulled her against my chest, cradling her. I stroked her back, kissed her damp temple, let her ride out the aftershocks while the room slowly settled around us. Gradually, the violent trembling softened to little shivers. Her breathing evened out, long pulls of air filling her lungs.

For a heartbeat I thought she’d fallen asleep.

Then she pressed her ass back against me.

Slow. Deliberate.

My cock, already stirring again, surged fully awake at the feel of her. She wriggled, testing, teasing—her hips making small, exploratory circles against the hard length of me.

I wrapped an arm around her waist and held her firmly in place, grinding forward so she could feel exactly how ready I was. She let out a low moan that melted into a delighted little laugh.

“Are you ready for more?” she asked, voice husky and playful.

Instead of answering, I lifted her leg, guiding it upward until it angled toward the ceiling, opening her to me. My hand slid down between us, positioning myself at her slick entrance. The head of my cock brushed her folds.

She shuddered instantly.

A sharp intake of breath. A soft gasp as I pressed forward.

I moved slowly, deliberately, letting her feel every inch as I eased inside. Her body stretched around me, tight and hot and impossibly wet. When I was finally seated fully within her, she cried out—half relief, half ecstasy.

“Oh God… it’s so good to have a big cock inside me again,” she breathed. “You’re so much bigger than my ex. I can feel you stretching me. Oooh—slow… slow. Let me adjust… aaah… there. Right there. Just grind into me like that.”

I kissed the nape of her neck, tasting salt and heat, while my hand came up to cup one of her full breasts. I kneaded gently, thumb circling her nipple before giving it a teasing pinch. Her body answered immediately—her inner muscles fluttered and clenched around me, drawing a groan from deep in my chest.

She slipped her own hand between her legs, fingers seeking out her swollen clit, stroking lightly as I rocked into her with slow, deliberate thrusts.

“You’re incredible, Monica,” I murmured against her skin. “The way you grip me… the way your whole body responds. It’s like you were made for this.”

I punctuated the words with another firm pinch of her nipple, and she gasped, her hips jerking back against me as her pussy tightened again.

Suddenly she pulled away.

She lifted herself off my cock in one smooth motion, leaving me empty and aching. For a split second, doubt flickered through me—had I pushed too far?

Then she turned to face me.

Her eyes were bright, alive with heat and mischief. She bit her lower lip and crooked her finger at me in a slow, unmistakable summons.

Come here.

I was off the desk before she could draw another breath.

Our bodies collided, heat slamming into heat, mouths crashing together in a kiss that was more hunger than tenderness. Her lips were soft but demanding, her tongue sliding against mine with a fierce, playful dominance that made my head spin. We tasted each other like we couldn’t get enough—like we might never get another chance. Her fingers threaded into my hair, tugging just hard enough to make me groan into her mouth.

Then her hand dropped between us.

She wrapped her fingers around my cock—firm, possessive—and squeezed.

The shock of it tore a gasp from my throat and broke our kiss. My forehead fell against hers as she stroked me with slow, deliberate pressure, her eyes dark and blazing.

“I want my boss’s cock inside my cunt,” she whispered, voice low and feral. “I want you to fuck me until I can’t walk out of here without shaking. This”—she gave me another tight stroke—“belongs to you now. This pussy is yours. Whenever you want it. Wherever you want it.”

Her words poured over me, hot and intoxicating.

“I’ll sit at that desk,” she continued, breathless but deliberate, “pretend to work while you watch my cleavage and get hard. I’ll get on my knees while you drink your morning coffee and take you in my mouth before your first call. At lunch, you can bend me over and remind me exactly who’s in charge. Spank me. Use me. Fill me. Cum wherever you please—on my ass, on my face, deep inside me.”

Her hand pumped faster, her thumb brushing the sensitive ridge beneath the head, making my knees threaten to buckle.

“And after a long day,” she murmured, guiding my hand up to her breasts, “I’ll unbutton my blouse and let you do whatever you want to these. Kiss them. Bite them. Squeeze them. Fuck them. I’ll walk out of here with your spend shining on my skin.”

Something inside me snapped.

I surged forward, driven past reason, past restraint. Her promises—so vivid, so shameless—had stripped me of anything resembling control. We stumbled together, knocking into a chair, bumping into the wall, until her back hit the window blinds with a metallic rattle.

She laughed—a wild, breathless sound—just before my mouth found her neck. I bit, licked, sucked at her flushed skin while my hands roamed greedily over her curves. I couldn’t get enough of her. The scent of her perfume mixed with sweat, the soft give of her hips beneath my palms, the way she trembled under every touch—it was overwhelming.

I spun her around, gripping her hips firmly. She caught herself against the blinds, fingers tangling in the slats as they clattered and bent beneath her weight. I pushed her forward until she bent over, presenting herself to me exactly as she’d promised.

For a heartbeat, I admired the sight—her hair wild down her back, her ass lifted, glistening and ready.

Then I wrapped my hand around my aching cock, lined myself up, and thrust.

I drove into her in one deep, consuming stroke, burying myself completely. The sensation was staggering—hot, tight, impossibly perfect. She cried out, her voice ringing through the office as her body clenched around me.

“Yes—don’t you dare hold back,” she demanded, breath hitching. “Take me. Make me feel it tomorrow.”

I set a relentless rhythm, pulling back and slamming into her again and again. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, obscene and intoxicating. My fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, certain to leave marks, but she only pushed back harder, craving more.

“Harder,” she urged. “Show me.”

I reached up, fisting her hair at the roots, drawing her head back so her spine arched in a perfect curve. She moaned—low and ragged—as I drove into her with brutal precision, every thrust knocking a gasp from her lungs.

Then—

A sharp crack.

For a split second, I didn’t register what had happened.

Until the blinds gave way entirely.

They crashed down in a metallic cascade in front of her, leaving the wide office window completely exposed.

I froze.

Beyond the glass stood a cluster of employees, gathered in the courtyard below. Faces tilted upward. Mouths open. Eyes wide with disbelief.

From where I stood—still buried deep inside her—there was no mistaking what they were seeing. Monica’s lush breasts bounced freely with each shallow movement of my stunned body. My hand was tangled in her hair, my hips pressed firmly against her ass.

Time seemed to stop.

And then I saw him.

Ross.

His gaze locked on us—on me, fully sheathed inside his ex-wife. The color drained from his face, and the coffee cup slipped from his fingers, shattering somewhere below.

But I couldn’t move.

I was still inside her.

And she was still wrapped around me.

Monica didn’t retreat. She leaned farther forward, palms flattening against the cool glass, fingers splayed wide as if she were claiming the entire building as her stage. Her breath fogged the window for a split second before she lifted her chin and locked eyes with her ex-husband out there among the stunned faces. Slowly, deliberately, she raised her hand and extended her middle finger. Her knuckles rapped sharply against the glass in the thick, stunned silence, the sound echoing through the office like a gunshot.

“Did I tell you to stop?” she asked, glancing back at me over her shoulder.

I must have looked feral—caught between horror and raw, unfiltered need. Words wouldn’t come. My pulse thundered in my ears.

Her lips curved, wicked and demanding. “I still need this hole fucked properly,” she breathed. “I need you to take me, boss. Pound me until you fill this pussy so deep I feel it tomorrow.”

She pushed back against me in slow, taunting rolls of her hips, dragging a groan from my chest. My mind screamed at me to step away, to salvage something—my reputation, my authority, my sanity. But the heat of her, the defiance in her posture, the way she offered herself up in front of everyone—it drowned out every rational thought.

I gripped her hips and drove her fully against the glass. Her cheek and breasts pressed to the smooth surface, nipples flattened, leaving faint smears in the condensation of her breath. The view beyond the window blurred behind her body, but I knew they were still watching. Every single one of them.

And I thrust.

Hard.

Her cry was half-laugh, half-moan, pure ecstasy. The glass trembled faintly with the force of it. I buried myself inside her again and again, the wet heat of her wrapping tight around me, slick and welcoming and greedy. She met every stroke, shoving back with wild abandon.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Fuck me like that. Show them who I belong to.” Her voice rose, reckless and shameless. “So much better than that pathetic excuse for a man. So much bigger. So much better.”

She let out a broken moan as I slammed into her, fingers digging into her waist hard enough to leave marks. “Fill me,” she demanded. “Give me a real man’s creampie. I want to walk out of here dripping with you.”

The humiliation of being seen, the thrill of her words, the sight of her ex standing frozen on the other side of the glass—it all fused into something explosive inside me. My control snapped completely. I wrapped an arm around her waist, locking her in place, and drove into her one last time, as deep as I could possibly go.

The orgasm tore through me.

It hit in violent waves, my body jerking as release surged up my spine. I felt it—every hot pulse, every thick surge spilling from me into her tight, clutching heat. She cried out at the same instant, her voice shattering into incoherent sounds as her own climax seized her, her inner walls fluttering and milking me while I emptied myself inside her.

We stood there like that for a heartbeat that felt eternal—joined, trembling, exposed to the entire office.

Then the strength drained from my legs.

I pulled free, watching in a daze as a thin trail of my release began to slip down the inside of her thigh. The room tilted. I staggered back and sank to the floor, heart racing, mind finally catching up with what I’d just done.

What the hell had I done?

Monica, meanwhile, acted as though this were nothing more than an extended coffee break. She straightened slowly, unhurried, smoothing her hair with casual fingers. Without a shred of embarrassment, she crossed the room in her heels, naked skin glowing, and began collecting her blouse, her skirt, her purse.

“I’m taking the rest of the day off,” she said lightly, as if she were rescheduling a meeting.

She didn’t bother dressing.

She walked toward the door exactly as she was—bare, confident, my seed still glistening between her thighs. At the threshold she paused, turning her head toward Ross.

“Oh,” she added sweetly, her voice carrying through the stunned silence, “when your little girlfriend ends up pregnant, just remember—it won’t be yours. I checked. I was never the infertile one, you asshole.”

Then she smiled—a slow, victorious smile—and sashayed down the hall, leaving a trail of whispers, shock, and the undeniable scent of sex in her wake.


The Basement Secret

Eric stared at the message glowing on his phone screen, reading it once, then again, as if the words might rearrange themselves into something more favorable. He stood in the middle of his basement bedroom, skin still slick with sweat from his punishing run through the heavy summer heat. The air clung to him, thick and humid, tracing the lines of his chest and down his spine. His pulse hadn’t fully settled, and now irritation hummed beneath it.

For weeks Jenny had been different—bolder, more suggestive in her late-night texts, teasing him with hints about how much she’d missed him while he’d been away at college. Every message had built toward tonight. Toward something reckless and uncomplicated. They both understood the rules: no promises, no future. Just heat and hands and the freedom of knowing they’d be leaving again soon. It had been perfect.

“I’m really sorry,” her message read. “My parents decided to stay in tonight, and we’re doing a family dinner instead. Raincheck?”

He exhaled slowly through his nose. Annoyed, yes. But not angry. Summer at home came with curfews and last-minute family obligations. Parents who rearranged plans without warning. It happened. He typed back, thumbs moving with practiced ease. “No problem. I totally get it. Raincheck for sure.”

The lie tasted flat.

Upstairs, the muffled thud of footsteps and bursts of laughter drifted through the ceiling. Glasses clinked. Music hummed faintly. Since he’d told his parents he’d be out tonight—careful to keep the details vague—they had taken the opportunity to invite friends over for a barbecue. The house felt full, alive, pressing down on him from above.

With a quiet curse, he tossed his phone onto the bed. If the night wasn’t going to unfold the way he’d imagined—Jenny’s hands, her mouth, the slow slide of clothes to the floor—then he could at least salvage the evening.

He crossed the carpeted basement to the bar his father had proudly installed while Eric had been away at school. The fridge beneath it was packed for the party upstairs—beer, white wine, sugary coolers lined up in neat rows. He reached in and grabbed a cold can, condensation already slick against his palm. The sharp crack of the tab echoed satisfyingly in the quiet basement.

Beer in hand, he stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower. Steam began to curl upward almost immediately, fogging the mirror, softening the edges of the room. He stripped off his damp clothes and left them in a heap on the tile before stepping under the hot spray.

The water hit his overheated skin and he groaned softly, tilting his head back. Muscles loosened beneath the steady stream. Sweat and tension washed away in rivulets down his chest and stomach. He lifted the can to his mouth and took a long pull. The beer was icy, bitter and crisp, a sharp contrast to the heat enveloping him. It slid down his throat and settled warmly in his gut.

With that first swallow, Jenny slipped from his thoughts. There would be another night. Another chance to see the way her breath hitched when he touched her. For now, there was only the hiss of water and the cool bite of alcohol and the slow easing of his body.

He lingered under the spray until the can was empty and the steam had turned the small bathroom into something close to a sauna. When the last drop was gone, he let the can fall lightly to the edge of the tub and shut off the water.

The sudden quiet rang in his ears.

He grabbed a towel and began to dry himself, dragging the fabric slowly over his shoulders, down his arms, across his chest. The heat clung stubbornly to his skin. Even with the water off, the room felt stifling. He cracked the bathroom door halfway, letting a ribbon of cooler basement air snake inside, brushing against his damp body.

Still too warm.

He stepped fully out, one hand loosely gripping the empty can, the other working the towel through his hair. Droplets slid down the hard lines of his torso, catching in the faint trail of hair below his navel before disappearing into the towel wrapped low around his hips.

The walk from bathroom to bedroom was barely fifteen feet. He’d made it hundreds of times—half-asleep, distracted, completely at ease. The basement had always been his private territory, a refuge from the noise upstairs.

Never once had it crossed his mind that someone else might be down there with him.

Until now.

The sharp clatter of metal hitting concrete shattered the quiet.

A startled, breathy gasp followed.

Eric dragged the towel down from his face, blinking water from his lashes—and froze.

A woman stood at the base of the stairs, clearly one of his parents’ guests. A stranger. She had dropped a six-pack at her feet, bottles rolling and clinking, while a bottle of wine wobbled dangerously in her other hand. She was close to his height, maybe a touch shorter in her heels, with chestnut hair brushing her shoulders and curves that filled out her simple summer dress in a way that was anything but modest. The fabric skimmed her hips, traced the swell of her breasts, and clung to her waist as if it appreciated her body as much as he suddenly did.

“I’m so sorry,” she murmured, her voice low and a little breathless as she crouched to gather the fallen beers.

Eric should have looked away. Should have wrapped the towel around his waist and retreated.

Instead, he stood there—completely naked, water still sliding down his chest—and watched her.

When she rose again, her eyes didn’t politely dart to his face.

They lingered.

Slowly.

Openly.

Her gaze traveled from his damp hair, down over his shoulders and chest, lower still, unhurried and unapologetic. A flush bloomed across her cheeks, high and pink, and there was a faint glaze to her eyes that suggested she’d already sampled the evening’s drinks. But there was nothing unfocused about the way she looked at him. She was taking him in. Assessing. Appreciating.

Heat flared through him—unexpected, electric.

His instincts screamed at him to cover up, to laugh it off, to run. But another impulse, reckless and intoxicating, took over. His arm lowered deliberately to his side, the towel hanging uselessly from his hand. He didn’t hide. If anything, he straightened slightly, chest lifting, as though presenting himself for inspection.

“It’s my fault,” he said, voice steadier than he felt. “I’m used to having the place to myself.”

She nodded, but her eyes were still roaming, dipping and rising in a way that made his pulse hammer in his ears. The air between them thickened, charged and fragile. For a suspended second, it felt like they were the only two people in the house.

Then the ceiling above them creaked—heavy footsteps crossing the kitchen.

The spell snapped.

Her head jerked slightly toward the sound. Reality rushed back into her expression. She cleared her throat, gave a small, almost embarrassed smile, and adjusted her grip on the drinks.

Without another word, she turned and climbed the stairs.

Eric stood there long after she disappeared, heart racing like he’d just sprinted another mile. A slow grin tugged at his mouth as he shook his head.

What the hell was that?

He’d never done anything that bold in his life. Never stood exposed in front of a woman—let alone an older one—and let her look. Really look. The image of her eyes on him replayed in his mind, along with a hundred dangerous fantasies that sprang up uninvited. Things he’d never admit out loud. Things he suddenly wanted very, very badly.

Ten minutes later, he was dry and dressed in worn gray sweatpants, sprawled across his bed with his laptop balanced on his thighs. He tried to redirect his energy, firing off messages to old friends in a half-hearted attempt to salvage the night. Phil and Steve were both tied up with their girlfriends. Predictable. A couple of girls he knew flickered through his mind, but last-minute invitations had a desperate edge he wasn’t willing to own.

His thoughts kept drifting upstairs.

To chestnut hair. Flushed cheeks. Hungry eyes.

Footsteps echoed on the stairs again.

His stomach tightened instantly, anticipation spiking. He glanced toward the door, half-expecting—half-hoping—to see her silhouette fill the frame.

Instead, his dad appeared, cheerful and loose-limbed, a half-finished beer in one hand and a fresh can in the other. Greg’s face carried that easy, rosy glow that meant the barbecue was in full swing.

The flicker of disappointment surprised Eric—but it faded quickly. He and his father had always been close, and leaving for college had made the distance between them sharper than either of them expected.

“Hey, kid.” Greg tossed him the unopened beer. Eric caught it easily.

“Still heading out tonight to see your friends?” he asked with a grin.

“Yeah,” Eric replied, cracking open his second beer and taking a long swallow to steady himself. “We’re talking about meeting up later. Nothing set in stone yet.”

It wasn’t exactly the truth. No one had committed. But admitting he had no plans felt pathetic, and he liked the idea of keeping his night open—just in case something better presented itself. Just in case a certain blonde decided to text. Or a certain older woman wandered back into his line of sight.

His dad grinned, the soft flush in his cheeks deepening. “Good. It’s important to keep up with your friends.” He lifted his bottle in a lazy gesture. “If you’ve got time before you head out, come upstairs and say hello. Everyone’s here. They’ll want the full report on your first year.”

Eric hesitated only a second. “Sure. Let me change.”

Greg waved him off as he stepped back into the hall. “Don’t overthink it. Throw on some shorts and a tee. It’s a party, not a job interview. Relax.”

Relax.

Eric shut his laptop and stood, suddenly hyper-aware of his body again. He swapped his worn sweatpants for a loose pair of athletic shorts that hung low on his hips and pulled on one of his favorite soft, fitted T-shirts. Casual. Effortless. He raked a hand through his hair, telling himself he didn’t care who was upstairs.

The moment he reached the top of the basement stairs, it felt like crossing into another world. The low ceiling and quiet hum of his old bedroom gave way to warmth, music, and overlapping conversations. Laughter burst from the living room. The rich, smoky scent of his dad’s signature barbecue drifted through the air, wrapping around him. Glass clinked. Ice rattled.

He barely had time to scan the crowd before a booming voice cut across the room.

“Eric! There he is!”

Marty barreled toward him, drink sloshing dangerously in one hand as the other arm opened wide. Eric braced himself for the hug, laughing as the older man enveloped him in a crushing embrace that smelled of aftershave and bourbon.

“Hey, Uncle Marty. Good to see you,” Eric said, clapping him on the back.

Marty pulled away, holding him at arm’s length like he was inspecting a prized car. “Look at you. College man now.” He turned, gesturing grandly to the cluster of guests gathered around the kitchen island. “Greg and Martia’s boy, Eric!”

A small semicircle of familiar faces turned toward him—neighbors, longtime family friends, colleagues of his parents. They ranged from their early forties to well into their fifties, polished and comfortable in their own skin. He’d grown up under their watchful eyes. Now those same eyes assessed him differently.

Eight months. That was how long it had been since he’d seen most of them. Before he’d left for campus. Before he’d started feeling like someone new.

The questions came predictably.

“How are the grades?”

“Good. Solid,” he answered easily.

“Settled on a major yet?”

“Still figuring it out. Maybe history. I’ve got time.”

“And what about the girls?” someone teased. “A handsome guy like you must be beating them off with a stick.”

He felt heat creep up his neck but forced a casual shrug. “Honestly? Between classes and studying, there’s barely room for anything else.”

It was only half true. There had been parties, flirtations, a few late-night almosts—but nothing that stuck. Nothing that felt… electric.

Marty kept an arm slung around his shoulders as they made their way through the house, parading him from one conversation to the next like a trophy. Drinks appeared in his hand without him remembering asking for them. He laughed more easily with each sip, the alcohol spreading a slow, comfortable warmth through his veins. A welcome loosening after months of discipline and routine.

Still, even as he smiled and answered and played the good son, part of his mind drifted back to the basement. To the soft thud of falling bottles. To flushed cheeks and unapologetic eyes traveling over his naked body.

He hadn’t seen her again.

Had she imagined the spark too? Or had it been one-sided—his own overactive imagination fueled by surprise and beer?

They spilled out onto the back patio eventually, where the evening air was cool against his skin. Strings of lights glowed overhead. His dad stood at the grill, tongs in hand, presiding over sizzling meat like a king in his domain, while his mom laughed beside him, wineglass poised elegantly between her fingers.

Eric’s gaze moved lazily over the small crowd gathered there.

Two women from his mom’s office stood nearby, mid-conversation.

And then—

Her.

She stood just to his mother’s right, a glass of red wine cradled in one hand. The porch lights kissed the curve of her shoulders, traced the generous line of her hips beneath the fabric of her dress. Her brown hair fell in soft waves around her face.

She wasn’t talking.

She was looking at him.

Not a polite glance. Not a fleeting acknowledgment.

A slow, deliberate stare that held his, steady and unmistakable.

The buzz in his bloodstream sharpened instantly, shifting from warm to electric.

Everyone offered their greetings, the usual easy smiles and polite nods, and then Martia rested a hand lightly on the elegant brunette beside her.

“This is Susan,” she said warmly. “She worked with us for a few months during the merger earlier this year. She’s at the downtown branch now, but we still see each other whenever we can.”

Eric barely heard the last part.

His gaze had already locked with Susan’s.

Recognition flickered between them—heat disguised as politeness. They smiled, slow and knowing, the kind of smile that carried a private memory. The alcohol humming in his bloodstream made him bold enough to hold her eyes a beat longer than appropriate.

“It’s good to see you again,” Susan said smoothly. Her voice was low, controlled, but there was a teasing undercurrent. “We ran into each other earlier when I went downstairs to grab more drinks.”

Eric’s mouth curved into a grin that felt impossible to suppress. “I’m glad I finally get a name to go with the view.”

If anyone noticed the charged pause that followed, they didn’t show it. The same predictable questions began again—school, grades, future plans. Greg handed out burgers and ribs to anyone within reach, the scent of grilled meat thick in the warm evening air. Marty and Martia were quickly pulled into an animated discussion about politics, their laughter rising above the music.

With so many conversations colliding at once, it was easy—almost effortless—for Eric and Susan to drift away.

Step by subtle step, they put space between themselves and the group, until they were near the edge of the patio where the light dimmed and the noise softened. They talked, though later Eric wouldn’t have been able to recall a single topic. Words felt secondary. Decorative. Something to fill the silence while their bodies conducted an entirely different exchange.

There was something about her eyes—dark, assessing, unapologetically curious—that made his pulse stutter. She didn’t glance away shyly. She studied him.

And he felt it.

Maybe it was their brief, electric encounter downstairs earlier. Maybe it was the alcohol loosening restraint. Maybe it was simply the raw, undeniable awareness of older woman and younger man standing too close. Whatever it was, neither of them bothered pretending.

Susan’s gaze traveled over him with leisurely appreciation. His shoulders. The way his T‑shirt stretched across his chest. The smooth strength of his arms. And then lower—lingering at the line of his shorts just long enough to make his breath catch.

He didn’t fare any better.

Her dress skimmed every generous curve, hugging her hips before flaring slightly at her thighs. The neckline revealed a teasing swell of cleavage, soft and inviting. When she shifted her weight, the fabric brushed against her body in a way that made his imagination run dangerously ahead.

She lifted her wineglass and tipped it back—only to realize it was empty. A soft laugh escaped her lips, husky and amused.

“I’ll grab you another one from downstairs,” Eric offered quickly, eager for an excuse to move with her, to be alone with her.

“That’s very sweet,” she replied, tilting her head. Her eyes sharpened with playful intent. “But you don’t actually know what I like.” A slight pause. “I think I’m in the mood for something… stronger. I’ll come show you.”

The words were innocent on the surface. They did not feel innocent at all.

For half a second he stood there, processing the double meaning, heat spreading across his skin. Then he nodded and headed toward the house, trying to keep his stride casual instead of charged.

Susan lingered behind, just long enough to avoid suspicion. Only after a few moments did she follow, slipping through the back door unnoticed amid the constant movement of guests.

Inside, the living room buzzed with bodies and music. Before Eric could navigate toward the basement stairs, Marty clapped a firm hand on his shoulder and shoved a cold beer into his palm.

“There you are! I was just telling them about your first soccer game in high school—”

Across the room, Susan was intercepted as well. A couple of women laughed and refilled her glass, pressing it back into her hand before she could protest.

Separated.

And yet not.

Through the shifting crowd, they found each other instantly. A clear line of sight, as if the room had arranged itself around their connection.

Marty continued talking—questions about professors, dorm life, summer plans—but Eric’s answers came automatically. His focus had narrowed to one woman standing fifteen feet away.

Susan chatted politely with her friends, nodding at the right moments. But her attention was elsewhere.

On him.

Her fingers traced the rim of her glass in slow, absent circles. She lifted it to her mouth and dragged her tongue lightly across her lower lip before taking a sip, never fully breaking eye contact. The gesture was subtle enough to be explained away.

But it wasn’t meant for anyone else.

Every so often she would turn her head, laughing at something someone said, maintaining the illusion. Yet her gaze always returned to him—steady, deliberate, heavy with promise.

Eric swallowed hard, the beer in his hand forgotten.

The air between them felt charged, stretched thin.

And it was only a matter of time before something snapped.

Though he couldn’t make out the words drifting from across the room, Eric saw the circle around Susan begin to thin. A few guests wandered back toward the yard, laughter trailing behind them; others shifted toward the kitchen. Instead of crossing the room to him, she lowered herself onto the couch against the wall.

He stopped breathing for a second.

She sat with unhurried elegance, smoothing her skirt over her thighs before crossing one long, sculpted leg over the other. The movement was deliberate—too deliberate to be innocent. The curve of her calf, the flex of muscle beneath smooth skin, the subtle sway of her heel in the air—it was a quiet performance, and he was the only one she wanted watching.

Susan leaned back as if she were simply resting, gaze drifting lazily around the room. But Eric saw the calculation behind it. She wasn’t admiring the décor or following conversation—she was checking sightlines, making sure no one else had the same unobstructed view he did. When she seemed satisfied, her eyes returned to his.

And held.

Slowly—achingly slow—she uncrossed her legs.

Eric forced himself to nod at something Marty was saying, murmuring a distracted agreement. He had no idea what the topic was anymore. All he could see was Susan’s thighs shifting, separating, crossing again. His pulse thudded in his ears as she repeated the motion, this time letting her knees part just slightly before easing them back together.

Then she grew bolder.

She uncrossed her legs once more and let them remain parted—just enough. Just enough for him to catch a glimpse of black fabric hugging her intimately. A teasing sliver of darkness framed by warm, creamy skin.

His mouth went dry.

She watched him as she did it, lips parted faintly, daring him to react. He swallowed the urge to stare too openly, keeping his posture relaxed, his face composed, as though his body wasn’t tightening in immediate response.

But the room was too busy. People drifted in and out of the space, shadows cutting across the line between them. Susan shifted subtly, closing her legs again, composure returning like a curtain falling at the end of a scene.

Eric understood. This couldn’t play out here.

He cleared his throat and clapped Marty lightly on the shoulder. “I should probably get ready to head out—meeting some friends later,” he said, hoping his voice sounded steadier than he felt.

He moved casually toward the kitchen, refusing to look back too quickly. Down the stairs he went, heart pounding harder with each step.

Had she noticed?

Instead of retreating to his room, he circled behind the basement bar. His father’s pride and joy—shelves lined with untouched bottles of whiskey, rum, vodka—stood like silent witnesses. The irony made him smirk. A fully stocked bar in a house where no one drank much. Tonight, it would finally serve a purpose.

He set a couple of bottles on the counter, hands only slightly unsteady.

Then he heard it.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Measured. Unhurried.

He looked up.

Susan appeared at the top step, one hand trailing along the railing as she descended. The sway of her hips was subtle but unmistakable, each step a slow glide. She didn’t rush. She knew he was watching.

When her eyes found him behind the bar, something heated flared between them.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t hesitate.

She slipped around the counter, closing the distance in seconds. Before he could even form her name, she rose onto her toes and crushed her mouth to his.

The kiss was fierce—hungry, claiming. Her lips were soft but insistent, tasting faintly of wine. Eric’s shock lasted only a heartbeat before instinct took over. His hands slid to her hips, gripping firmly, pulling her flush against him. Her body fit against his perfectly—curves pressing into lean muscle, heat seeping through layers of fabric.

She made a low sound against his mouth, something between a sigh and a moan, and it shot straight through him.

The air grew thick, charged. His fingers tightened at her waist as her hands skimmed up his chest, nails grazing lightly through his shirt. The world above them faded. There was only the press of her breasts against him, the intoxicating glide of her tongue, the undeniable evidence of how much he wanted her.

It was building—too fast, too hot to contain.

And then—

Footsteps again.

Louder this time. Clumsy.

They broke apart in a split second. Susan’s eyes flashed with alarm, but she reacted quickly. Ducking down, she slipped beneath the bar, disappearing from view just as a familiar, slightly unsteady figure stumbled down the stairs.

Eric grabbed a bottle, forcing himself to appear casual.

Marty reached the bottom, grinning broadly, cheeks flushed. “Didn’t know you’d come down here,” he slurred cheerfully. “Just grabbing a couple more drinks.”

Eric exhaled slowly, willing his pulse to slow, hoping the heat still burning in his lips wasn’t obvious.

Eric chuckled at the sight of Marty swaying slightly where he stood. Marty was the dependable, steady family friend who spent the rest of the year politely declining refills—but give him a celebration and a glass of wine, and he turned into everyone’s favorite drunk uncle. Loose, loud, harmless.

Eric opened his mouth to ask what he wanted, but the words died in his throat.

Two warm hands slid around his thighs.

His pulse slammed.

Before he could react, Susan’s fingers hooked into the waistband of his shorts and dragged them down in one smooth, decisive motion. Fabric pooled at his ankles. He had just enough time to grab the edge of the bar before her mouth closed over him.

The shock nearly buckled his knees.

Heat. Softness. The slick glide of her tongue.

He forced his face into something resembling calm while pleasure detonated through him. She took him in with hungry urgency, as though she’d been replaying the memory of his body since she’d glimpsed him stepping out of the shower earlier. As though she’d been waiting for this exact moment to claim him.

Behind the bar, hidden from sight, she knelt like a secret. Her lips moved with decadent purpose, her tongue tracing, teasing, tasting. One hand steadied him at his hip while the other slid up to cup her own breast, squeezing through the thin fabric, thumb brushing over her nipple as if the sensation between her thighs demanded company.

Eric gripped the counter, knuckles whitening, every nerve in his body lit up and dangerously close to giving him away.

Across from him, oblivious—or pretending to be—Marty leaned heavily on the bar, squinting at the rows of bottles. “Maybe I’ll grab a few more bottles of wine for the ladies,” he muttered. “Plenty of beer left, but they’re not touching it.”

Susan’s mouth moved slowly, deliberately, drawing him deeper inch by inch. Eric swallowed hard, fighting the urge to close his eyes.

“Yeah,” he managed, his voice only slightly strained. “That’s… probably a good idea.”

Marty’s gaze drifted downward, past Eric’s hip. For one heart-stopping second, Eric thought it was over.

Then he realized Susan had shifted. Without breaking rhythm, she reached toward the box of bottles on the floor and nudged one against his calf. He bent, praying his legs wouldn’t betray him, and picked it up. She passed another. And another.

Her lips never stopped moving.

Eric handed four bottles across the counter, his breathing shallow, every thrust of her mouth sending sparks up his spine.

“Thanks!” Marty beamed, gathering the bottles awkwardly in his arms.

Then he paused.

He looked at Eric. Really looked at him.

And winked.

Slow. Deliberate.

A wide, knowing grin spread across his flushed face as he gave Eric an exaggerated thumbs-up before turning and heading for the stairs.

Eric stood frozen.

Susan, sensing they were alone again, grew bolder. Her rhythm intensified—faster, wetter, more urgent. The soft sounds she made vibrated through him, nearly undoing him completely.

But his mind snagged on that wink.

How?

Had Marty seen her slip downstairs? Had she made a sound too loud to ignore? Had—

Eric’s gaze shifted behind him.

The mirrors.

Small decorative panels mounted along the back wall, each etched with some liquor logo his father had collected over the years. From most angles they were useless—distorted by graphics and lettering.

But from where Marty had been standing…

Eric’s stomach dropped.

In the dim light, Marty would have seen only fragments: Eric upright behind the bar. His shorts around his ankles. A shadowed figure kneeling in front of him.

Not enough to identify her.

But enough to understand.

A strangled breath escaped him, and he gently touched Susan’s shoulder.

She looked up, lips glistening, eyes heavy with desire.

“Stop,” he whispered hoarsely.

She hesitated, then slowly released him, a final teasing drag of her mouth that nearly made him groan aloud.

After he explained in rushed fragments about the mirrors and the wink, she listened carefully, then nodded. Practical. Sharp. Still flushed with heat.

They adjusted themselves quickly—clothes straightened, hair smoothed, composure rebuilt like armor. They stood side by side behind the bar, both acutely aware that continuing here would be reckless.

Would Marty say something upstairs, loosened by wine and mischief? Would anyone notice if Susan disappeared?

The tension didn’t fade. It shifted. Tightened.

Then Susan’s expression changed.

Her eyes widened slightly, a spark igniting there. A slow, wicked smile curved her mouth.

“You mentioned going out with friends?” she murmured, voice low and velvet-soft.

And just like that, the danger turned into invitation.

“Yeah,” Eric murmured, giving a distracted nod. “But I don’t think that’s happening anymore.”

Susan’s eyes lit with wicked delight. “Even better,” she breathed. “That makes this absolutely perfect.”

He watched her think, really think—her gaze sharpening, lips parting slightly as a plan formed behind those dark, hungry eyes. The same mouth that had just undone him now curved with strategy instead of seduction.

“Here’s what we’ll do,” she said softly. “I’m going upstairs for one more drink. I’ll make a show of it. Then I’ll sweetly announce that I have an early appointment tomorrow and need to call it a night. I’ll order an Uber and let everyone see me leave.”

Eric followed every word, pulse still racing, body aching from being denied.

“You,” she continued, stepping closer so her perfume wrapped around him, warm and intoxicating, “should head out before I do. Your parents think you’ve got plans, right? Leave in about ten minutes. Walk to Greendale Grove—wait near the shops. Maybe by the liquor store.” She paused, reconsidering. “No… the library. It’s closed. Quiet. No one will notice you there.”

“It’s about a fifteen-minute walk,” he said, trying to focus on logistics instead of the way her dress skimmed her hips.

“Good. I’ll time the Uber for half an hour from now. I’ll pick you up on the way.” Her voice dipped lower, promising far more than transportation.

She didn’t wait for his agreement. She closed the distance between them and kissed him—deep, unapologetic, her tongue teasing just enough to remind him how she’d tasted only moments before. It was brief, but devastating. When she pulled back, his knees felt unsteady.

“Ten minutes,” she whispered, already turning away.

He watched her climb the stairs, fingers smoothing her dress over her hips as she went. The sway of her body was deliberate now. A message. A promise.

Eric glanced down at himself and nearly groaned. The evidence of his arousal strained embarrassingly against his shorts. Muttering under his breath, he hurried to his room. He grabbed his backpack and shoved in a few essentials—gym shorts, a T-shirt, the usual things he’d bring if he were actually staying at a friend’s place. The normalcy of it all felt absurd when his entire body was thrumming with anticipation of something wildly not normal.

Back upstairs, he navigated through the hum of conversation and clinking glasses, the air thick with wine and laughter. Near the front door, he ran into his dad and Marty.

“Heading out?” his father asked casually.

“Yeah. Might crash at Jake’s. I’ll text you.”

His dad waved a hand. “You don’t have to check in like you’re twelve. Have fun.”

Marty stood beside him, smiling in a way that made Eric’s stomach tighten. The older man’s grin was wide, knowing—almost conspiratorial.

Eric forced a neutral expression, said his goodbyes, and stepped outside. The cool evening air hit his face like a splash of water. As the door shut behind him, he caught Marty’s voice.

“What are you grinning about?”

“Nothin’,” Marty replied, though the amusement was obvious.

Eric exhaled slowly. If Marty suspected anything, at least he wasn’t saying it.

He checked his phone—and frowned. He hadn’t been watching the time. The alcohol he’d consumed earlier hummed in his veins, making the pavement feel less steady than it should. The last thing he needed was to look like a drunk teenager wandering the suburbs before dark.

He straightened his shoulders and forced himself into a measured pace, concentrating on each step. Calm. Casual. Normal.

It took more effort than he’d expected, but eventually the shape of the library came into view. The building sat in shadow, its parking lot mostly empty, just as Susan had predicted. Across the road, a few cars drifted in and out of the liquor store, their headlights briefly sweeping the asphalt.

Eric adjusted the strap on his backpack and moved toward the darker edge of the lot, heart pounding—not from the walk, but from the electric certainty that in less than half an hour, Susan would pull up.

And then the real night would begin.

He had barely stepped into the shadow of the library entrance when headlights swept across the pavement. A lone car rolled into the nearly deserted lot and headed straight toward him. His pulse kicked up as it slowed to a stop at the curb.

The driver was a middle‑aged man with an unreadable expression. In the back seat, illuminated by the faint glow of the interior light, sat Susan.

She didn’t smile. She didn’t have to. The heat in her eyes said everything.

Eric slid in beside her, dropping his backpack between them before pulling the door shut. The car eased forward again, tires whispering over asphalt. For half a second there was space between them.

Then she moved.

Susan shifted across the seat until her thigh pressed flush to his. She lifted his bag and set it squarely over his lap, her fingers lingering as though arranging something far more intimate than canvas and zippers. When she leaned in, her lips brushed the shell of his ear, her breath warm and intoxicating.

“I have been counting the minutes,” she murmured, her voice low and molten. “I told him there’s a generous tip waiting if he pretends we don’t exist.”

Her hand slipped beneath the bag, beneath the waistband of his shorts. Eric sucked in a sharp breath, shoulders tensing as pleasure flared hot and immediate. The motion of her fingers was slow, deliberate—confident. She knew exactly what she was doing to him. Every soft stroke, every subtle squeeze, was a promise of what waited at the end of the ride.

He tried to stay still, to keep his composure, but the quiet sounds she made—those tiny hums of approval against his ear—were undoing him. She whispered things he could barely process, wicked little assurances about what she planned to do once they were alone. Each word coiled tighter inside his chest.

Up front, the driver stared ahead behind dark sunglasses, jaw set in professional indifference. Now and then, at a red light or a turn, his gaze flicked briefly to the rearview mirror. He couldn’t see her hand, shielded by the bag, but he wasn’t naïve. The tension in the back seat was palpable, electric. If he heard the faint hitch in Eric’s breathing or the soft rustle of fabric, he gave no sign. He simply drove.

The ten-minute ride felt endless and far too short at the same time.

When the car finally turned into Susan’s driveway, she withdrew her hand with a slow, possessive drag that left Eric dizzy. The moment the vehicle stopped, they were out—murmured thanks, the promise of that tip—and then the front door was opening, closing, locking.

Silence wrapped around them.

It lasted all of two seconds.

Susan’s back hit the door as Eric’s mouth found hers. The kiss was fierce, hungry—nothing restrained about it. All the stolen touches, the near misses downstairs at the party, the charged ride through darkened streets—it detonated between them. Their lips moved desperately, teeth grazing, tongues tangling as if they could devour the anticipation that had built all night.

They stumbled down the hallway without breaking apart. Her hands were everywhere—his shoulders, his chest, sliding down to tug him forward. She guided him into the first room off the hall, not the bedroom but the living room, dimly lit and intimate. A large sofa dominated the space.

She stopped in front of it and took command.

In one fluid motion, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his shorts and dragged them down, her gaze never leaving his face. The intensity there—triumphant, hungry—made his head spin. She pushed him backward, and he dropped onto the couch, breath ragged, desire straining through him.

Susan gathered her dress in her hands and lifted it, revealing smooth skin and the delicate scrap of lace beneath. She straddled his lap, knees bracketing his hips, the heat of her body seeping into his. With a quick, impatient shift of fabric, she aligned herself over him.

When she lowered down, taking him inside her in one decisive movement, the sensation hit them both like a live wire.

They gasped at the same time.

For a heartbeat neither of them moved. It was almost overwhelming—the slick warmth, the tight pull, the exquisite shock of finally being joined after hours of simmering tension. His hands gripped her hips; hers dug into his shoulders as if anchoring herself.

Reality tilted.

The drinks, the danger of being discovered earlier, the long stretch of wanting without having—it all fused into that single, breathless moment. They were here now. Alone. No basement whispers. No watchful eyes. No interruptions.

Just her body wrapped around his, and the promise of everything they were about to unleash.

Her palms braced on his shoulders, fingers digging in as if she needed the leverage, and then she began to move. Slow at first—an unhurried rise and fall of her hips, drawing him deep, easing back, taking him in again. Every glide made her breath hitch. Every downward roll pressed a broken moan from her lips.

She set the rhythm deliberately, savoring the drag of him inside her. Now and then she would pause at the deepest point, circling her hips in a slow, torturous grind that made them both shudder. The quiet of the house wrapped around them, and for the first time all night she didn’t have to swallow her sounds. She let them spill freely—low, throaty cries that vibrated between their mouths when they kissed.

Eric could barely think. He sat stunned beneath her, overwhelmed by the intoxicating sight of this confident, older woman claiming him so boldly. His hands found her hips, slid over the curve of her ass, then slipped beneath the hem of her dress to feel warm, smooth skin. She felt powerful, controlled, every movement intentional. He’d never experienced anything like it—being taken, guided, consumed.

Susan adjusted her pace as if she could read every tremor in his body. When his breathing grew uneven, when she felt him tense beneath her, she would slow, pressing herself down fully until he filled her completely, holding him there while she rocked in tiny circles. They would kiss then—deep, open-mouthed, tongues tangling—until his urgency softened just enough. Then she would lift again and resume that maddening rhythm.

Again and again she brought him right to the edge, teasing him with the promise of release. But desire is a dangerous thing to control. Heat pooled low in her belly, building faster than she expected. Her careful restraint slipped as pleasure surged through her. Her breaths turned sharp and frantic, her nails biting into his shoulders as her body tightened around him.

“Oh—fuck,” she gasped, the word breaking apart as her orgasm crashed over her.

He watched her unravel—eyes squeezed shut, mouth parted, chest heaving—as wave after wave rippled through her. The sight alone nearly undid him. But instinct took over. Wrapping an arm around her waist, he shifted, turning them so she fell back against the cushions. In one fluid motion he was above her, driving into her hard and fast while she was still trembling from her climax.

The change was sudden, almost overwhelming. She cried out, oversensitized, her hands clutching at his back as he thrust into her with raw urgency. The slick heat of her body, the way it still fluttered around him, pushed him dangerously close.

“I’m close,” he warned, voice strained.

He gave her a few more desperate thrusts, then pulled free at the last second. She reached for him immediately, wrapping her hand around his length, stroking with quick, sure movements. Release hit him in hot pulses, spilling over her dress, across her chest, streaking up toward her chin. His head dropped forward as he groaned, the force of it leaving him weak.

When it was over, he collapsed against her. Their bodies tangled together on the sofa, skin damp, breaths ragged and loud in the otherwise silent room.

Time stretched. Slowly, their breathing evened out. She brushed his hair back from his forehead, her earlier fierceness softened into something tender. Their eyes met, and this time when they kissed it was unhurried—lips brushing, lingering, tasting without desperation.

They were alone now. No driver. No risk of interruption. Just the long, open night ahead of them and the promise of everything they had yet to explore.


Summer Voyeur

“Ian, your grandpa had some seriously cool stuff,” I said, lifting a dented steel helmet from the bottom of an old cedar chest. Dust puffed into the air as I turned it over in my hands, imagining the weight of history pressed into the metal.

“Yeah,” Ian muttered from across the attic, knee‑deep in another box. “He never threw anything away. Total pack rat. But kind of awesome about it.”

The attic smelled like dry wood and time—sun‑baked beams, yellowed newspapers, forgotten decades sealed in cardboard. We’d climbed up there out of boredom, expecting junk. Instead, it felt like we’d stumbled into a museum no one else knew existed. His grandfather had fought in World War II, and apparently saved half of it.

“Hey, Lenny—check this out.” Ian straightened, holding up a pair of army binoculars, the leather strap cracked but intact.

“Those antiques actually work?” I asked, arching a brow.

“Only one way to find out.” He crossed the room and dropped them into my hands.

They were heavier than I expected. I raised them to my eyes and adjusted the focus until Ian’s face snapped into sharp clarity, exaggerated and looming. Every freckle, every smirk line magnified.

“Damn. Not bad.”

I drifted toward the small circular window set into the far wall. It overlooked the backyard, perched high enough to see beyond the tall hedges that boxed the property in. From up here, I had a clear view of the entire block. I scanned lazily—empty driveways, sun‑bleached lawns, a couple of kids wobbling down the sidewalk on scooters. Nothing worth lingering on.

Behind me, Ian kept rummaging, metal clinking softly as he shifted through relics of a life lived decades ago.

Then something moved below.

I adjusted the binoculars, angling them toward the backyard just as Ian’s mom stepped into view.

Vanessa Marshall.

Even thinking her name sent a strange, guilty heat through me.

She carried a folded lawn chair under one arm, her long black hair spilling over her shoulders like silk. The afternoon sun caught her skin, warm and golden, the color of coffee with cream. She moved with an easy confidence that made everything about her seem deliberate—even the casual sway of her hips.

It felt wrong to look. Worse to stare.

But I did.

Vanessa was the kind of woman who made it hard to breathe if you weren’t prepared. Curvy in a way that felt almost unfair—full, generous breasts that strained gently against her tank top, a slim, toned waist tapering into wide hips, and an ass that moved with a soft, hypnotic bounce every time she took a step. Her stomach was flat, smooth, a subtle dip at her navel that made my mouth go dry.

And her eyes.

Even from a distance, I could picture them—those big, dark brown eyes that always seemed half‑lidded, like she was holding onto a private thought. When she looked at you, it felt intimate. Intentional. Like she saw more than she let on.

Down below, she wrestled with the lawn chair, the metal legs snapping back on her once, then twice. I couldn’t help smiling as she huffed in frustration, brushing hair from her face. Finally, the chair gave in, unfolding with a metallic click. She positioned it in the brightest patch of sunlight and eased herself down, stretching out with a contented sigh I could almost hear.

My pulse ticked up as she adjusted herself, arching slightly to settle in. The movement lifted her chest, drawing my eyes helplessly. Heat pooled low in my stomach, tight and unwelcome—and completely unavoidable.

I swallowed and forced myself to lower the binoculars.

When I turned around, Ian was standing inches from me, a vintage gas mask covering his entire face. The round glass lenses reflected my own startled expression back at me.

“Jesus—” I laughed. “That’s creepy as hell.”

I tugged the mask off him and examined it, the rubber stiff with age. “Your grandpa actually wore this?”

“Probably,” Ian shrugged. “Chemical weapons were a big thing back then.”

I stared into the hollow eye pieces, imagining the fear of breathing through something like that. “That’s terrifying.”

“Speaking of terrifying,” Ian said, stretching his arms over his head, “I need to hit the bathroom. You want anything to eat?”

“I really hope those two thoughts aren’t connected.”

He rolled his eyes. “Bathroom first. Then I’ll make lunch. Do you want food or not, idiot?”

“Fine. Yeah. I’ll stay up here and keep digging while you go take your epic crap.”

“Let me know if you find anything cool,” he called, already heading for the ladder.

I nodded absently, the sound of his descent fading.

And almost against my will, my gaze drifted back toward the round window.

I lifted the binoculars again, unable to resist, and drifted back to the round attic window. The neighborhood below was painfully ordinary—empty sidewalks, heat shimmering off pavement, nothing worth noting. My gaze dropped automatically to the backyard.

Vanessa was still stretched out on the lounge chair, basking in the sun like she’d been born for it.

I adjusted the focus, my pulse ticking up as her body sharpened into view. She was barefoot, toes flexing lazily against the fabric of the chair. A thin white T-shirt clung to her, molded to the lush swell of her breasts and the gentle dip of her waist. The sunlight made the cotton almost translucent, hinting at the dark lace beneath. Her cutoff denim shorts rode high on her hips, exposing miles of smooth, honey-toned legs. She might have been in her forties, but from where I stood she looked younger—vibrant, supple, impossibly alive.

She stretched slowly, arms reaching overhead, spine arching in a fluid, feline motion. Every inch of her moved with deliberate grace—the lift of her chest, the taut line of her stomach, the subtle ripple of muscle beneath satin skin. I swallowed, transfixed.

Then she pushed herself upright.

Her head turned slightly, as if checking the quiet yard for witnesses. My heart slammed against my ribs. She caught the hem of her shirt and, in one unhurried motion, peeled it up and over her head.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

Her breasts spilled free, barely contained by a sliver of black lace. The bra was more suggestion than coverage, cups straining against the full, decadent weight of her. When she stood, they bounced softly, heavy and hypnotic, and I felt the reaction hit me low and hard.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and eased them down her thighs. As she bent, her backside lifted toward the sky—round, full, utterly devastating. From that angle she looked naked, flawless skin uninterrupted by fabric. Only when she straightened and tossed the shorts aside did I catch the delicate strap of a black thong curving between her hips, disappearing into the generous swell of her ass.

My jeans tightened painfully.

She reclined again, nearly nude now, sun glinting off the smooth planes of her body. I brought the binoculars to my eyes, hands trembling slightly as I traced her from head to toe—the graceful arch of her neck, the proud rise of her breasts, the gentle hollow of her navel.

Vanessa reached beneath the chair and pulled out a bottle of sunscreen. She squeezed a glossy stream into her palm and began to smooth it over her arms, slow and attentive. Her hands glided over her skin, massaging the lotion in with languid strokes. The oil left her glowing, bronzed flesh shimmering under the heat.

She worked down her legs, fingers sliding over calves and thighs, lingering at the curve where hip met leg. My mouth went dry.

When she shifted to her stomach, she arched slightly, accentuating the flatness of her abdomen, the defined line of her waist. Her palms traveled in circles, spreading the lotion across her torso, dipping just beneath the thin edge of her thong. I watched her fingertips disappear for a second below the fabric before returning, slick and shining.

She tilted her face to the sun, coating her cheeks, her throat, the elegant slope of her collarbones. Then her hands drifted lower.

She hesitated only briefly before guiding the oil into the deep valley between her breasts. Her fingers slid beneath the lace, lifting each heavy curve just enough to coat the tender underside, smoothing along the outer swell. The motion was slow, indulgent. I could have sworn I heard a faint, breathy sound—something between a sigh and a quiet moan.

Heat rushed through me.

Without taking my eyes off her, I nudged the attic window open a fraction, just enough to let the outside air—and maybe the slightest whisper of her—drift up to where I stood, aching and unable to look away.

A draft slipped through the cracked attic window, cooling the sweat at my temples as I watched Vanessa glide her hands over her gleaming skin. The air up there had been thick and stale, but now it carried the faint scent of summer grass—and her. I was painfully hard, my jeans straining, zipper biting into the rigid length trapped beneath. Every shift of my hips sent friction sparking through me.

Below, she gathered another pool of sunscreen into her palm. The white lotion glistened obscenely against her dark skin before she lifted both hands to her chest. Slowly—almost reverently—she slid her fingers beneath the delicate black fabric barely shielding her nipples. Her head tipped back as her palms disappeared under the bra, and then she began to massage.

It was unhurried. Intentional.

My breath caught as her shoulders rolled and her elbows widened, giving her hands space to work. The small scraps of lace trembled with each circular stroke. I could almost feel it—the glide of her palms over soft fullness, the drag across tightening peaks. A low, broken sound drifted up through the open window, unmistakably a moan.

That was it.

I cupped myself through the denim, squeezing, rubbing, desperate for relief. Heat pulsed through me, thick and electric, traveling from my aching cock up my spine. My hand moved in slow, urgent strokes over the bulge, syncing with the rhythm of her hands beneath her bra. She arched beautifully, breasts pressing into her touch as though craving it.

Then, abruptly, she withdrew her hands.

For a second I thought I’d imagined everything. But she only reached for more lotion, slicking her fingers again before turning onto her stomach. She stretched out along the lounge chair, spine curving as she tried to reach the center of her back. From behind, she looked utterly naked. The thin black strings crossing her torso did nothing to distract from the lush sweep of her hips or the way her thong vanished between her rounded cheeks.

My mouth went dry.

She worked the lotion into her shoulders, down the elegant column of her spine, then lower—into the small of her back where dimples formed above her hips. Her hands slid farther, kneading the upper swell of her ass, spreading the oil with deliberate pressure. She massaged each cheek slowly, fingers digging in, smoothing, shaping. The sunlight caught the sheen she left behind, turning her skin into molten bronze.

I gripped myself harder, thumb grazing the sensitive head through my boxers. My breathing grew ragged, matching the lazy circles of her hands as she continued downward, smoothing lotion over the underside of her curves before rolling onto her back again.

She didn’t hesitate this time.

One hand slipped beneath the narrow strip of her thong. Her hips lifted slightly, inviting the touch. I saw the subtle movement of her wrist beneath the fabric, the way her thighs parted just enough. A sharp gasp escaped me as I shoved my hand inside my jeans and freed my cock. It sprang into my palm, hot and heavy. I began to stroke myself, slow at first, then faster as another soft cry floated up from below.

Her fingers were no longer spreading sunscreen.

They were stroking. Exploring. Claiming pleasure.

The black fabric shifted with every movement, betraying the rhythm underneath. Her head rolled to the side, lips parted, chest rising and falling in shallow, needy breaths. I could almost hear the slick sound of her fingers moving against herself.

Suddenly she stilled.

She pushed herself upright, scanning the yard.

Panic jolted through me. I dropped back from the window, heart hammering so loudly I was certain she’d hear it. I stayed frozen, cock still in my fist, barely daring to breathe.

After a tense moment, curiosity dragged me forward again.

She must have convinced herself she was alone. Because with a slow, decisive motion, she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. The straps slid down her arms, and the garment fell away.

Her breasts were even more stunning freed—full and high, nipples dark and taut from the heat… or from her own touch. They stood proudly, flushed and sensitive, begging for attention. A helpless groan slipped from my throat.

Then she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong and peeled it down her hips. It slipped past her thighs, pooling at her ankles before she nudged it aside. My vision blurred for a second at the sight of her completely bare. A neat triangle of dark curls framed her sex, and beneath it her skin glistened, unmistakably damp.

There were no pale lines anywhere. No hidden patches. Just smooth, sun-kissed perfection from shoulders to thighs.

She glanced around once more, cautious but emboldened. Then she lifted the bottle again and squeezed pale ribbons of sunscreen directly over her naked breasts. The white streaks dripped down the curves, obscenely vivid against her skin.

I stroked myself harder, hips jerking into my fist.

She spread the lotion with both hands, kneading, sliding, fingers gliding over nipples that tightened visibly beneath her touch. Her head fell back as she worked the oil into every inch, palms moving in firm circles, thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks again and again.

Each stroke of her hands mirrored mine.

And as her quiet, pleasure-soaked sounds drifted upward through the heavy summer air, I lost myself completely in the sight of her—glistening, shameless, and utterly intoxicating.

Mrs. Marshall pushed her shoulders back and lifted her chest, offering herself up to the sun as if it were a lover. The movement made her breasts swell proudly, the soft weight of them rising and falling with her quickening breath. She caught each nipple between her fingers, tugging and rolling them with deliberate pressure. Little breathy cries slipped from her lips—soft, startled sounds of pleasure that drifted up through the open window and wrapped around me like heat.

I was already slick in my fist. Pre-cum seeped from the tip of my cock, glazing my fingers, making every stroke slow and sinful. I could feel my pulse in the head of it, a steady, aching throb that matched the way she toyed with herself below.

When she finally released her nipples, her hand slid down her stomach. She poured more sunscreen into her palm, the white lotion pooling against her skin before she guided her fingers lower. My breath caught as she parted herself and began smoothing the cool cream over her most intimate flesh. She moved slowly at first, tracing her slick folds with a single finger, blending white against flushed pink. The sight of that contrast—her darkened, sun-kissed skin against the pale streaks of lotion—made my hips twitch.

She circled her clit with delicate precision, drawing teasing patterns around it, then flicking it lightly. Her body responded instantly. Her back arched; her thighs spread wider. A deep, trembling moan spilled from her throat as the afternoon light turned her oiled skin into molten bronze.

I watched, spellbound, as she slipped one finger inside herself. Her mouth fell open, her head tipping back as pleasure rippled through her. She didn’t hesitate—another finger followed, then a third, sliding in easily, her body welcoming them with greedy softness. She pumped them in and out, her wrist flexing, her hips rising to meet each thrust.

With one hand buried between her legs, she used the other to knead her breasts again, pinching and tugging at her nipples as if she couldn’t decide which sensation she needed more. I matched her rhythm unconsciously, stroking myself in time with the steady plunge of her fingers. In my mind, it wasn’t her hand moving inside her—it was me. I imagined gripping her hips, feeling her slick heat close around me as she writhed beneath me on that lounge chair.

The sunscreen ran in thin, milky trails over her curves, slipping along the swell of her breasts and down the tight plane of her stomach. Every movement made her glisten. She began to move faster, almost frantic now, her fingers thrusting deep while her pelvis lifted eagerly to meet them.

Then it happened.

With a long, raw cry that seemed torn from the center of her, she drove her hips forward and held them there, riding her own hand. Her eyes squeezed shut; her lips parted in a silent gasp. Her body trembled, thighs shaking, stomach tightening as wave after wave overtook her. She kept moving through it, grinding against her fingers, milking the sensation as if she couldn’t bear for it to end. Her breathing came in sharp, desperate pulls, her free hand clutching at her breast, nails grazing sensitive skin.

The sight shattered whatever restraint I had left.

I stroked myself hard and fast, my fist sliding over the slickness I’d made. My muscles tightened, every nerve screaming. When I came, it ripped through me with a broken gasp. Heat burst from me in thick pulses, splattering against the wall beneath the window, streaking my hand and the dusty floor. The orgasm crashed over me in violent waves—searing, then dizzying, then hollowing me out completely. For a few breathless seconds, there was nothing but white-hot release and the echo of her fading moans.

Slowly, reality crept back in.

Through the window, I saw her sitting up, a faint flush on her cheeks as if she’d only just remembered the world beyond her pleasure. She gathered her bra and panties, slipping them back on with hurried, almost shy movements. The confident, wanton woman from moments ago seemed to retreat behind a more composed mask as she dressed.

“Hey, Lenny! Lunch is ready!”

Ian’s voice shot through the house like a warning bell.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath, staring at the evidence of what I’d just done. My heart pounded as I scrambled to find something—anything—to clean up the mess before I faced the real world again.


The Initiation

It was the fall of 2010, my last year of high school before college would finally tear me away from everything familiar. I was nineteen—technically a man, though I still felt suspended somewhere between reckless boy and restless adult. Senior year came with a strange urgency. Every party felt like it might be the last one that mattered, every reckless decision like something I wouldn’t get away with once real life began. So I said yes to everything.

I wasn’t hard on the eyes. Light brown hair that fell just messy enough, a body carved out by three different varsity sports, lean but defined. At five-eleven and hovering around one-forty, I looked wiry at first glance—but there was tight muscle under my skin, the kind that came from years of drills, sweat, and competition. I carried myself with the quiet confidence of someone who knew he was attractive, even if he didn’t fully understand the effect yet.

Around that time, my fantasies had already taken a very specific turn. While my friends obsessed over girls in our class—cheerleaders, lab partners, exes—I found myself captivated by something else entirely. Older women. Women with curves that had fully ripened, with knowing eyes and slow, confident smiles. Women who understood their bodies. The idea of being with someone experienced—someone who could guide instead of fumble—sent heat straight through me. Compared to that, awkward backseat experiments with girls my own age felt… underwhelming.

I was still a virgin, though not for lack of opportunity. The truth was, the idea of figuring it out with someone equally inexperienced made me nervous. I didn’t want clumsy. I didn’t want uncertainty. I wanted to be undone by someone who knew exactly what she was doing.

That year, most weekends blurred into house parties. Usually it was at Tanner’s place—his parents traveled often, and their house became our playground whenever they were gone. I knew almost everyone who showed up, aside from the occasional out-of-town straggler. It was always loud, chaotic, and easy.

But there was something else about Tanner’s house. Something that made my pulse tick faster every time I stepped through the door.

His mother, Julie.

Julie was the kind of woman you noticed the second she entered a room. Not loud. Not obvious. Just… devastating. She moved with an easy confidence, her hips swaying slightly, as if she knew exactly how she looked in everything she wore—and chose it accordingly. Tight tops that skimmed her full breasts. Yoga pants that clung to her hips and sculpted backside like they’d been designed exclusively for her.

At the gym, I’d catch glimpses of her between sets. She’d lift her arms, exposing a flash of toned stomach. She’d bend forward to stretch, long blonde hair sliding over her shoulder as her palms reached for her toes. From behind, the curve of her ass was almost hypnotic—round, firm, perfectly shaped. From the front, the neckline of her tank tops dipped just low enough to reveal the soft swell of cleavage, the smooth valley between breasts that looked impossibly full for her petite frame.

She stood maybe five-six, barely a hundred and ten pounds, but every inch of her felt deliberate. Straight blonde hair. Clear blue eyes. A face that looked angelic until you noticed the subtle, almost teasing curve of her lips. Her chest—full and high, easily a 32D—balanced her slim waist in a way that felt unfair. She was the kind of woman grown men stared at.

And I was nineteen, burning up with fantasies I replayed alone at night. More than once, lying in my bed, I pictured her hands sliding over her own curves. I imagined what it would feel like to press my mouth against her skin, to have her look at me not as her son’s friend—but as a man.

So when Tanner called one Friday night and told me his parents were gone and he was having a few people over to drink, I didn’t hesitate.

I showed up right on time.

A handful of familiar faces were already there—two of my buddies and a couple girls from the grade below us, perched on the couch with red plastic cups in their hands. Music hummed low in the background. Laughter floated through the living room. It started the way they always did: casual, harmless. We sprawled across couches and kitchen stools, sipping cheap liquor, talking about classes, coaches, who was hooking up with who.

I laughed along with everyone else, but part of me was acutely aware of where I was.

In her house.

As the night thinned out and people began drifting toward the door, the energy in the house softened into something looser, hazier. By eleven, only a handful of us remained, half-sprawled around the kitchen island with red cups in our hands.

That was when the front door opened.

Julie stepped inside, and the room seemed to tilt on its axis.

She wore a black dress that skimmed her body like it had been poured over her—sleek, elegant, devastating. The hem brushed just above her knees, and the neckline dipped low enough to showcase the generous curve of her breasts. Soft, creamy skin spilled from the dark fabric, drawing my eyes before I could even pretend to look away. Her blonde hair fell smooth and glossy around her shoulders, and her cheeks were faintly flushed, either from the party or the crisp autumn air outside.

She greeted us warmly, her voice smooth and relaxed. I forced my gaze upward, meeting her bright blue eyes for a split second before mumbling a hello back, hoping she couldn’t read the hunger written all over my face.

She explained that she and her husband had been at a friend’s anniversary party. He’d stayed behind for poker. She, apparently, had decided to call it a night.

God, I was glad she had.

Julie wasn’t the type of mother who panicked at the sight of a few beers in teenage hands. She chatted with us easily, leaning against the counter, her dress stretching just slightly across her hips as she shifted her weight. Every small movement felt deliberate, hypnotic. After a few minutes, she smiled and said she was exhausted and heading to bed.

As soon as she disappeared down the hall, I turned to Tanner and asked if I could crash. I’d had enough to drink that driving didn’t seem smart—and if I was honest with myself, the idea of being in the same house as her all night had my pulse racing.

He shrugged. “Yeah, man. No problem.”

We headed toward his room, which sat directly across from his parents’ bedroom.

And that’s when temptation won.

Her door was slightly open. Just a sliver. Enough.

I slowed without thinking, my eyes drifting to the narrow gap. Through it, I saw her.

She stood with her back to the door, fingers at the zipper of that black dress. My breath caught as she slid it down slowly, inch by inch. The fabric whispered over her hips before pooling at her feet.

She was wearing a black thong.

The sight of it—thin straps hugging her hips, disappearing between the round, perfect curves of her ass—sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Her skin looked impossibly smooth in the soft lamplight. I had fantasized about that body more times than I could count, imagined what she wore beneath her gym clothes, beneath those yoga pants that clung to her every curve.

Now I knew.

And it was even better than I’d imagined.

I felt myself hardening, my jeans tightening uncomfortably as I stood frozen, drinking in the view like a starving man. My friend’s mom. The woman I’d pictured while lying alone in my bed. Right there. Half naked.

“Tanner, you coming?” he called from his room.

I tore myself away, heart pounding, the image of her body burned permanently into my mind. I would’ve given anything to stay there just a few seconds longer—to see what she removed next.

Inside Tanner’s room, he grabbed some clothes and mentioned he was going to shower. He nodded toward the hallway. “You can use my parents’ bathroom if you want.”

My pulse kicked up again at the thought.

I walked back down the hall, trying not to glance at her door this time, and slipped into the bathroom at the end. I shut the door behind me and locked it out of habit. The room still held a faint trace of her perfume—soft, feminine, intoxicating.

I turned on the shower, steam quickly filling the space. Stripping out of my clothes, I stepped under the warm spray. The water pulsed against my skin, but it did nothing to cool the heat coiled low in my stomach.

All I could see was her.

That black thong. The smooth curve of her back. The way her dress slid down her hips.

My cock was fully hard now, heavy in my hand as I leaned against the tile and let the water cascade over me. I closed my eyes, replaying the scene in vivid detail.

I thought I heard something—maybe the faint click of a door—but I brushed it off. The house was settling. Tanner was probably moving around in his room.

Then the bathroom door opened.

And before I could react, Julie walked in.

Steam curled around me, thick and hazy, but it did nothing to blur the image burned into my mind. Julie’s body—her back to me, that black thong hugging the lush curve of her ass as she peeled her dress down—played on a relentless loop behind my closed eyes. I could practically see the smooth glide of fabric over her hips, the soft flex of muscle beneath warm skin.

My cock throbbed in my hand before I even realized I’d reached for it.

I slicked myself with soap, the scent sharp and clean, and wrapped my fist around my length. The heat of the shower only intensified everything—the fantasy, the ache, the reckless hunger building low in my gut. I imagined turning her around, pressing her against the wall of this very bathroom, sliding that tiny strip of fabric down her thighs. I imagined the surprised catch in her breath turning into something darker, needier.

I began stroking in earnest, slow at first, then harder, chasing the filthy images flooding my head. I was so lost in it that the faint click I’d heard earlier barely registered. It wasn’t until I heard the door shut—distinct this time, undeniable—that my eyes snapped open.

Someone had been in here.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I shut off the water immediately, the sudden silence roaring in my ears. Grabbing a towel, I stepped out, drying myself quickly, every nerve on edge. Tanner was still showering in his own bathroom—I could hear the pipes humming faintly through the wall. That meant there was only one other person it could’ve been.

Julie.

A rush of heat flooded my face, equal parts mortification and thrill. Had she seen me? Had she stood there quietly, watching me stroke myself in her shower like some desperate, horny kid? If she had, why hadn’t she said anything? Wouldn’t she have called me out? Or… had she lingered?

The thought made my cock twitch again.

I tried to steady my breathing, telling myself I was overthinking it. Maybe she’d just grabbed something and left. Maybe she hadn’t noticed at all.

Bending to gather my clothes, my gaze snagged on a laundry basket tucked into the corner. It was half-full, a careless pile of fabric—shirts, towels, something silky peeking out from beneath a T-shirt. Curiosity tugged at me before I could stop myself.

I crouched and sifted through it.

My fingers brushed lace.

I pulled it free slowly, reverently. A thong. Not the black one from earlier—but a deep, sinful red. The material was delicate, barely there, a thin triangle of fabric and string that seemed impossibly small considering the woman who filled it so beautifully.

My pulse pounded in my ears as I lifted it to my face.

The scent hit me instantly—subtle but unmistakable. Warm, musky, intimate. Not perfume. Not soap. Her. The faint, intoxicating trace of her arousal clinging to the fabric made my knees feel weak. I inhaled again, deeper this time, my cock jerking violently back to full hardness.

Jesus.

I wanted this. Wanted to take it home, bury my face in it night after night while I fantasized about sliding inside her instead of just imagining it. The thought of keeping something so private, so undeniably hers, felt wicked and irresistible.

But stuffing it in my pocket seemed too risky. If it slipped out…

An idea formed—stupid, reckless, but thrilling.

I stepped into the thong.

The silky fabric hugged my hips awkwardly, the thin waistband biting slightly into my skin. It was absurd—and unbelievably hot. I was wearing Julie’s underwear. The same fabric that had rested against her most intimate place now clung to my body.

Except there was one obvious problem.

My erection jutted shamelessly to the side, far too thick and rigid to be contained by the tiny scrap of material. No matter how I adjusted it, my cock refused to cooperate, straining free, heavy and flushed.

Frustration mixed with arousal. Fine. If I got myself off, I could soften enough to make it work.

Still wearing her thong, I wrapped my hand around myself again. The red fabric brushed against my shaft with every movement, a constant reminder of whose it was. I stroked faster this time, breathing harder, picturing her catching me like this—seeing me dressed in her underwear, desperate and aching for her.

The door handle rattled.

My head whipped toward the sound just as the door began to open.

Time seemed to fracture.

Julie stepped inside.

Her eyes dropped immediately—and froze.

I stood there in nothing but her red thong, my hand wrapped around my fully erect cock, mid-stroke.

“What the hell are you doing?” she shouted, her voice sharp with shock.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. My body locked in place as if I’d been caught in a spotlight. Every ounce of blood that had been in my cock rushed to my face.

Her gaze snapped from my erection to the scrap of red fabric clinging to my hips. “Why are you wearing my underwear?”

The humiliation hit all at once—hot, suffocating. My mouth opened, but nothing intelligent came out. “I—I’m sorry,” I stammered uselessly.

Panic took over. I yanked the thong off, dropped it back into the basket, grabbed my clothes with trembling hands, and bolted past her, unable to meet her eyes.

I didn’t stop running until I reached Tanner’s room, my heart pounding so hard it felt like it might tear through my chest.

When I slipped into Tanner’s room, he was toweling his hair dry, steam still clinging to his skin. He glanced up, brow furrowing immediately. “Dude… what’s wrong with you? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I forced a shrug, clutching my clothes tight against my waist so he wouldn’t notice what I had hidden beneath them. My pulse was still racing, my skin hot with humiliation. “Nothing. You just startled me, that’s all.”

There was no way in hell I could tell him the truth—that his mother had just walked in on me in her bathroom, her red thong stretched around my hips while I stroked myself like a desperate idiot. The thought alone made my stomach twist. If Tanner ever found out, I’d never live it down.

He yawned and said he was exhausted, ready to crash. His room was small, barely enough space for his narrow bed and a cluttered desk. I’d agreed to take the floor for the night. Within minutes he was under the covers, breathing slow and even, completely unaware of the chaos unraveling inside me.

As soon as I was sure he was asleep, I carefully slid the red thong off my body. The silky fabric whispered against my skin, still warm from me. For a second I just stared at it in the dim light, remembering the scent, the way it had felt knowing it belonged to her. My cock stirred again, but I forced myself to pull on my boxers, jeans, and shirt. I tucked the thong into my pocket for a heartbeat, then panicked and slipped it back into my pile of clothes instead. I couldn’t risk it.

I stretched out on the blanket on the floor, staring up at the ceiling. Twenty minutes passed. Then thirty. Sleep wouldn’t come.

All I could see was Julie’s face when she’d walked in—shock, anger… but something else too. She hadn’t screamed for Tanner. She hadn’t dragged me out by my ear. She hadn’t even followed me down the hall.

Was she furious right now, lying awake and fuming? Did she hate me? Was she wishing I’d just disappear from her house forever?

Or…

My mind kept circling back to the way her eyes had dropped to my hand, to my erection. The way her voice had trembled when she’d demanded an explanation. She knew now. She knew I wanted her. Why else would I be in her bathroom, wearing her underwear, jerking off to the thought of her?

The possibility that she might not be entirely repulsed by it sent a dangerous thrill through me.

Another ten minutes crawled by while I lay there, imagining her stepping out of that bathrobe, imagining what she’d look like if she let me touch her the way I’d fantasized. My body was just starting to heat up again when I heard the soft creak of the bedroom door.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

Tanner didn’t stir.

In the faint light from the hallway, I saw her silhouette. Julie. She moved quietly, closing the door behind her with careful precision before walking toward me.

“Are you awake?” she whispered.

My throat felt dry. “Yeah.”

“Get up,” she said softly. “Follow me.”

No anger. No shouting. Just a low, controlled tone that made my stomach flip.

I rose from the floor, trying not to look at Tanner’s sleeping form as I stepped past the bed. Every nerve in my body felt exposed. I had no idea what was about to happen—whether I was about to be thrown out or forgiven or something far more complicated.

She led me down the hall into her bedroom.

The room smelled faintly of perfume and clean sheets. A lamp on the nightstand cast a warm, golden glow. She sat on the edge of her bed, the white bathrobe tied snugly around her waist, the hem brushing her knees. The soft fabric hinted at the curves beneath, the shape of her thighs as she crossed her legs.

“Come sit next to me,” she said.

My feet felt heavy as I walked over and lowered myself onto the mattress beside her. Close enough to feel her warmth. Close enough to see the slight rise and fall of her chest beneath the robe.

She turned toward me, her expression serious but not furious. Her eyes searched mine.

“We need to talk about what happened tonight,” she said quietly. “Why were you in my bathroom… wearing my underwear… and touching yourself in them?”

There was no point pretending. No excuse in the world would make sense. My face burned, but something inside me knew this was the moment—either to crawl back into shame or to admit the truth.

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet her gaze.

“I’m sorry,” I began, my voice unsteady. “I just… I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“The truth?” My throat felt raw, but there was no point hiding anymore. “The truth is I’ve always thought you were incredibly beautiful. Not just pretty—beautiful. Tonight, when I was in your shower, I couldn’t stop picturing you. The idea that you were just across the hall, asleep in this house… it got into my head. When I saw your underwear in the laundry basket, something in me just snapped. I know it sounds insane, but I couldn’t fight it. I wanted to take the thong home with me—just to have something that belonged to you—but I was scared you or Tanner would notice it missing. So I told myself I’d just… wear it.”

Heat crawled up my neck as I forced the rest out. “The second I pulled it on, I got hard. You saw that. It was obvious. I panicked. I thought if I got myself off, it would go away and I could pretend none of it happened. I’m so sorry you had to walk in on that. If you want me gone, I’ll leave right now. I swear.”

I couldn’t look at her. I stared at my hands, waiting for disgust.

Instead, she gave a soft, almost amused breath. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m not throwing you out over… that.” Her tone wasn’t angry. If anything, it was warm. Curious. “Now that I know why, I have to admit—it’s flattering. A young man confessing he finds me irresistible? That doesn’t happen every day.” She paused, something flickering in her eyes. “Certainly not from my husband.”

My heart pounded harder.

“The only part I don’t quite understand,” she continued gently, “is why you’d want my dirty underwear as some kind of souvenir.”

I swallowed. There was no turning back now. “Because I’m still a virgin.”

The word hung heavy between us.

“I’ve never… done it. And I’ve never really been drawn to girls my own age. They feel immature. Loud. I’ve always been attracted to older women—women who know what they’re doing. The idea of my first time being with someone just as clueless as me terrifies me.” I finally looked at her. “When I touch myself, I imagine being with someone experienced. Someone confident.” My voice softened. “Most of the time, that someone is you.”

Her lips parted slightly.

“You’re one of the most stunning women I’ve ever seen,” I said, the truth pouring out now. “Having your underwear would’ve felt like having a piece of you with me. Like I wasn’t just fantasizing about something impossible.”

For a long moment she didn’t speak. Then her expression shifted—less teasing, more thoughtful.

“I see,” she murmured. “But you don’t need to steal a woman’s panties to explore your fantasies.” A faint smile curved her mouth. “You should have a girlfriend. You’re handsome enough to have your pick. There’s nothing wrong with liking older women, though. When I was your age, I chased older men.” Her gaze lingered on me in a way that made my pulse spike. “And now? I can’t say I mind watching you boys at the gym. The way you lift. The way your bodies move. It’s… distracting.”

My breath caught. “You’re serious? Because I can’t help checking you out every time I see you there.”

She laughed softly, a low, intimate sound that made the air between us feel charged. “I know.”

Silence settled again—but it wasn’t awkward. It was thick. Anticipatory.

“I understand being afraid,” she said finally, her voice quieter now. “Your first time shouldn’t be fumbling and anxious. It should be with someone who knows how to guide you. Someone patient.” Her eyes locked onto mine, steady and searching. “Tell me something. If I were to show you how it’s meant to feel… if I were to teach you so you wouldn’t be nervous when the moment comes… would you want that?”

Every nerve in my body ignited. My heart slammed against my ribs.

“Oh, Julie,” I breathed, the word barely more than a whisper. “That would be… incredible.”

Julie stepped into my space, her nearness stealing the air from my lungs. Her fingers curled into the front of my shirt as she tilted her face up to mine. When our mouths met, the kiss wasn’t tentative—it was hungry, searching. Her lips were soft, warm, and when her tongue slipped against mine, I felt the last of my restraint dissolve. 

She tugged my shirt up and over my head, breaking the kiss just long enough to strip it away. Her palms glided over my chest, slow and appreciative, tracing the lines of muscle down my stomach. The look in her eyes made me feel worshipped. Then she bent her head and dragged her tongue over my skin, tasting me in long, teasing strokes. When she flicked her tongue over my nipples, a sharp shiver shot straight to my groin. I groaned, threading my fingers into her hair as she rose to kiss me again.

Without breaking contact, she reached between us and worked my zipper down. Her hand slipped inside my pants, fingers closing around my erection. The heat of her touch nearly buckled my knees. She stroked me deliberately, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip through the fabric of my boxers, and I felt myself pulse in her grasp.

Then she stepped back.

Her robe slid from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She stood before me completely naked, confident and breathtaking. My heart pounded as I took her in—the curves of her breasts, the soft slope of her stomach, the smooth lines of her hips. I couldn’t believe this was real.

She dropped to her knees and pushed my pants down my legs, then hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers. Slowly, torturously slow, she drew them down until my erection sprang free. Her gaze lingered, dark with approval.

“Even better than I imagined,” she murmured.

She eased me back onto the bed and wrapped both hands around me. Her tongue traced a slow path up my shaft, circling the head before she took me into her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—wet, warm, impossibly intimate. She drew me in deep, then pulled back just enough to swirl her tongue over the sensitive tip before swallowing me again. One hand stroked what her mouth didn’t cover while the other drifted lower, cradling and teasing my balls. 

She moved with practiced confidence, and I realized with dizzying clarity that she knew exactly how to undo me. My breath grew ragged, my hips lifting helplessly. “Julie… I’m going to—” 

She slipped off me at once, her hand taking over in quick, firm strokes. The change pushed me straight over the edge. Pleasure ripped through me as I came hard, spilling across my stomach and chest while she watched, still stroking until the last tremor faded.

We shifted positions, urgency crackling between us.

“I want you inside me,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Now.”

I pulled her toward the edge of the bed and parted her thighs. The sight of her—open, flushed, glistening—made my mouth go dry. I climbed onto the mattress, positioning myself between her legs, guiding my erection toward her slick entrance. She reached down, wrapping her fingers around me to help aim.

The moment the head of my cock pressed into her, heat engulfed me. I pushed carefully, inch by inch, but she was so tight I could barely move. My breath stuttered at the exquisite resistance. She was small, and the way she stretched around me felt almost unreal.

I eased forward again, slowly sinking deeper until nearly four inches of me were inside her. Then I began to move, withdrawing just enough before sliding back in. Her body clung to me, her inner walls gripping and drawing me in every time I retreated. It felt like she was made for me, like every fantasy I’d ever had was suddenly alive and pulsing around me.

I had imagined this so many times, alone in my room, but nothing came close to the reality. The warmth. The tightness. The way she gasped softly beneath me. Each gentle thrust made her body relax a little more, welcoming me deeper.

I shifted onto my knees, lifting her hips as her legs wrapped around my waist. Reaching down, I guided myself back to her entrance and drove forward with a steady, determined push. This time I didn’t stop. I slid fully into her, every inch buried deep. 

Her eyes rolled back, a broken moan spilling from her lips.

I braced my hands on her breasts, holding her down as I began to move in earnest—stronger, more confident thrusts, claiming the rhythm of us. The bed creaked softly beneath us as I finally, truly, fucked her.

“Don’t you dare stop,” Julie cried out, her voice breaking into breathless moans. “Keep fucking me—just like that. Oh God… yes. You’re going to make me come!”

Her words poured over me like gasoline on a flame. Every thrust drew a sharper sound from her throat, every movement of my hips pulling another ragged gasp from her parted lips. I wanted to lose myself in it—to chase the wild rhythm building between us—but I forced myself to slow down. I shifted into deeper, more deliberate strokes, dragging almost all the way out before sliding back in, savoring the way her body clung to me.

Inside her, I could feel my release building, a hot pressure coiling tight in my gut. I held it there, breathing through my teeth, determined to stretch this out.

Julie was close—so close. Her back arched off the mattress, breasts lifting toward me, her nails digging into my shoulders. The bed creaked beneath us as I increased my pace again, driving into her with steady, hungry thrusts. She met me each time, her hips rising, her body welcoming every inch of me.

“I’m going to come,” I warned hoarsely, barely able to think past the heat.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, eyes blazing. “Come for me, baby. Keep going.”

That was all it took.

I thrust deep and felt myself spill inside her, a rush of warmth that stole the strength from my legs. My knees trembled, but Julie wrapped her legs tightly around my waist, holding me there as I emptied into her. Beneath me, she shattered—her body clenching, pulsing around me in waves that felt endless. Her cry dissolved into breathless whimpers as we rode it out together.

We stayed tangled like that for a long moment, my chest pressed to hers, both of us gasping for air. Finally, I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling in disbelief.

“That was… unbelievable,” I said, still trying to steady my breathing. “Thank you.”

I thought we’d drift into that lazy, satisfied calm that follows great sex. But Julie turned her head toward me, a slow, wicked smile curving her lips.

“Have you ever tried something a little different?” she asked.

The look in her eyes made my pulse jump again. She mentioned anal casually, as if suggesting dessert. I hesitated—mostly from inexperience—but curiosity burned bright. Moments ago, she’d shown me just how open and fearless she could be. I wasn’t about to shy away now.

“Just do what you were doing,” she said softly.

She shifted onto her hands and knees, turning so her backside faced me. The sight alone made my mouth go dry. The curve of her hips, the elegant arch of her spine—it was intoxicating. My body responded immediately, hardening again as I moved closer.

“Come here,” she murmured, spreading herself with confident hands. “I want to feel you.”

She moistened herself with her fingers, then reached back as if guiding me without looking. I positioned myself carefully, heart pounding. When I pressed forward, she inhaled sharply. I moved slowly at first, easing in with patience, giving her body time to adjust.

She moaned—a low, throaty sound that sent heat straight through me. “Don’t stop,” she urged. “I can take it.”

Her encouragement steadied me. I slid deeper, inch by inch, marveling at the new, intense sensation. Her hands gripped the sheets as I found a rhythm, one hand anchoring at her waist. I drew back slowly, then pushed in again with more confidence. She cried out, not in protest but in pleasure, her body responding to each movement.

The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with our breath. I could last longer this time; the edge wasn’t as sharp, the urgency not as immediate. I let myself explore the pace, alternating slow, deliberate thrusts with deeper, more forceful ones. Her body trembled beneath my hands, her strength fading until she lowered onto her elbows, back still arched for me.

She clenched around me, and the sensation nearly undid me.

After several more relentless thrusts, the pressure built again—fast and unstoppable. I pulled free at the last second, a soft sound escaping her as I did. The release tore through me, hot and powerful, streaking across her back in heavy pulses.

For a few seconds, neither of us moved. Then she eased down onto the mattress, and I followed, collapsing beside her.

We were utterly spent, limbs tangled, skin slick with sweat. She rolled toward me, pressing her body into mine, and I wrapped my arms around her. The room felt quiet and impossibly intimate after the storm we’d created.

Julie’s breathing slowed first. Within minutes, she was asleep against my chest.

I lay there a while longer, replaying every second in my mind—the way she’d looked at me, the way she’d taken control, the way she’d surrendered. It had been the most intense, intoxicating night of my life.

Eventually, sleep claimed me too, and I drifted off holding her, knowing I would never forget it.


The Lap Dance

I was twenty-one the summer I crossed a line I hadn’t even known I was aching to approach. Her name was Theresa—one of my mother’s friends—and from the first time I noticed the curve of her smile lingering on me a second too long, I’d been dangerously aware of her.

I always came home during college breaks, slipping back into my old bedroom like I’d never left. I kept myself in good shape—early mornings at the gym, disciplined meals, the kind of body that drew attention whether I meant it to or not. I liked the way it felt to be strong, to catch someone’s eye and know exactly what they were looking at.

That afternoon I’d just finished a workout, skin still warm from the shower, T-shirt clinging faintly to my chest. When I walked through the front door, the house buzzed with laughter and the sweet, heady scent of wine. My mom had invited a group of her friends over to plan my aunt’s bridal shower. There were eight of them crowded around the kitchen—heels kicked off under chairs, lipstick-brimmed glasses in hand, voices overlapping in tipsy enthusiasm.

“So we are getting a stripper, right?” one of them said just as I stepped into the doorway.

Every head turned toward me at once.

I lifted my hands in surrender, grinning. “I swear, I’m not the entertainment.”

The room burst into laughter, a few whistles tossed in for effect. Someone told me to spin around. I rolled my eyes and made my way to the kitchen table instead, dropping into the empty chair beside my aunt—and beside Theresa.

“So,” I said, leaning back casually, “there’s going to be a stripper?”

My aunt waved a hand, cheeks flushed from the wine. “No. No… probably not. I mean, I don’t know.”

“Oh, come on,” Theresa coaxed, her voice low and playful. “You have to.”

I tried not to stare, but it was impossible not to notice her. She wore a short black dress that skimmed her thighs when she crossed her legs, paired with impossibly high black heels that made her calves look sculpted and strong. Sheer black stockings hugged her legs, disappearing beneath the hem of her dress. Forty never looked like that in my imagination. She was toned, elegant, polished—money and confidence woven into every detail. Married to a wealthy doctor, always perfectly put together. I’d known her for years, but suddenly I was seeing her differently. Not as one of my mom’s friends. As a woman.

“So are you paying for this stripper?” my aunt teased.

“Absolutely,” Theresa said without hesitation.

My aunt laughed. “A room full of married women in their forties with a stripper? That poor guy wouldn’t stand a chance.”

Theresa’s lips curved slowly. “Oh, I’d make sure I got my money’s worth.” Her eyes flicked to me when she said it.

The air shifted. Just slightly. But I felt it.

“Okay, clearly you’ve both had a little too much wine,” I said, trying to keep my tone light.

“I’ve had three,” my aunt admitted proudly.

“I’ve only had one,” Theresa replied.

My aunt snorted. “One? I watched you refill that glass.”

Theresa laughed, a soft, throaty sound. “Fine. Maybe two. Or three.”

I leaned closer, lowering my voice just enough to make it feel private. “Well, if there’s a stripper at this party, I hope there are a few more bottles open. Wine helps with… inhibitions.”

She tilted her head, studying me. “What exactly are you implying?”

“Nothing,” I said smoothly. “Just that people loosen up.”

Her gaze didn’t waver. “Trust me,” she said, her voice dropping a notch, “I don’t need alcohol to have a good time.”

The way she said it made my stomach tighten.

“Well,” my aunt chimed in, oblivious to the current crackling between us, “if there’s a stripper, I’ll definitely need a few glasses.”

Theresa laughed and reached across the table to squeeze her hand. “Oh, please. You’d have fun no matter what.”

But as she withdrew her hand, her knee brushed mine beneath the table. Maybe it was an accident. Maybe it wasn’t.

She didn’t move it right away. And neither did I.

“I don’t know,” my aunt said, twisting the stem of her wineglass between her fingers, a slow smile tugging at her lips. “It could be entertaining… I just think we’d need to keep things from getting out of hand.”

Theresa angled her body toward her, crossing one long leg over the other, the black heel dangling dangerously from her toes. “So you’d let him grind on you a little?” she teased. “A proper lap dance?”

My aunt laughed, her cheeks flushed from the wine. “Maybe. But only if he keeps something on. I’m not interested in full exposure.” She narrowed her eyes playfully. “What about you? Would you let him give you one?”

Theresa didn’t hesitate. “I’d enjoy every second.”

A ripple of laughter circled the table.

“I’m sure you would,” my aunt shot back.

Theresa lifted the bottle and poured herself another generous splash, the deep red liquid glugging into her glass. “Honestly? I wouldn’t just sit there. I’d be the one giving him the lap dance.”

The image hit me like a shot of adrenaline—Theresa’s toned body, that tight black dress hugging her curves, her hips moving slowly over some poor hired guy. My mouth went dry.

“No. Absolutely not,” my aunt said, shaking her head. “You would not.”

“Oh, I absolutely would.” Theresa’s voice was low, confident, edged with challenge.

“And Chris?” my aunt pressed. “He’d just be fine with his wife dry-humping a stripper?”

Theresa’s expression shifted, the playful fire dimming just slightly. “Of course he wouldn’t. He’d lose his mind if I so much as looked at another man that way.” She took a sip of wine, quieter now, almost contemplative. There was something wistful in her tone—like the fantasy had briefly felt real before crashing into reality.

“Exactly,” my aunt said triumphantly. “Which is why we’re not getting a stripper.”

Right then, Lori drifted over, curiosity written all over her face. “What’s this about a stripper?”

“Theresa wants one for my bachelorette party,” my aunt explained. “But apparently her husband wouldn’t survive it.”

Lori’s eyes sparkled. “Well, even if Theresa’s out, I’m definitely in.”

“Hold on,” Theresa cut in quickly, straightening in her chair. “I never said I was out.”

“She just hasn’t figured out how to sneak it past Chris,” my aunt added sweetly.

“And don’t forget,” I chimed in, unable to resist, “she’s the one volunteering to give him a lap dance.”

Theresa’s gaze snapped to me. There was heat there—half warning, half thrill.

“Oh really?” Lori leaned closer. “You? Giving a lap dance?”

“Yes,” Theresa said, lifting her chin. “Why is that so hard to believe?”

“Because you talk big,” my aunt replied. “But when the moment comes…”

“Prove it,” Lori interrupted, extending her hand across the table. “Let’s make a little wager.”

Theresa stared at the offered hand like it was a loaded weapon. “You want to bet on whether I’ll do it?”

“Absolutely.” Lori kept her palm steady, daring her. “If you’re so confident.”

Theresa hesitated. For the first time all afternoon, she looked unsure. The room quieted, anticipation humming under the laughter.

“I’m not putting money on it,” she finally said.

“Why not?” Lori challenged. “If you’re going to follow through, what’s the risk? It’s just for fun.”

Theresa’s lips curved slowly. “Fine. Whatever.”

But she still didn’t take the hand.

Lori smirked. “Would it be easier if we call it a dare?”

Theresa’s eyes sharpened. “So you’re daring me to give the stripper a lap dance when we get one.”

“Exactly.”

A charged silence stretched between them.

Theresa leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs again, that heel swinging lazily from her toes. “You’re going to look pretty foolish when I actually do it.”

The way she said it—low, deliberate, almost sultry—made my pulse jump. She wasn’t just playing along. She was imagining it.

And judging by the faint, dangerous smile curving her mouth… she liked what she saw in her head.

“Before this gets completely out of hand,” my aunt cut in, stepping between them with a half-laugh, half-warning look, “can I remind you that this is my bachelorette party? Maybe I don’t even want a male stripper.”

“Oh, you are absolutely getting a stripper,” Theresa shot back, her voice suddenly charged with something sharper than playful teasing.

Lori had struck a nerve. That much was obvious.

I’d never seen Theresa like that. Usually she carried herself with effortless elegance—poised, composed, every movement deliberate. But now she was restless, animated, shifting in her chair as if the conversation itself had lit a fire under her skin. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them, only to cross them again more slowly. Each movement tugged the hem of her dress a little higher along her thighs.

I tried not to stare.

God, I tried.

But the silky fabric kept inching upward, revealing smooth, toned skin that seemed to glow under the soft lighting. Every time she shifted, my eyes betrayed me. The subtle flex of muscle in her thigh. The teasing glimpse of bare skin where her dress no longer quite covered. My pulse thudded in my ears.

She caught me looking.

Once.

Twice.

The third time, she didn’t immediately look away. Her gaze dipped to where my eyes had been, then returned to my face. There was the faintest curve to her mouth, like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

Maybe she was playing to Lori. Maybe she was proving something.

Or maybe—just maybe—she didn’t mind me watching.

Either way, the air around me felt too thick, too charged. If I stayed much longer, I was going to say something reckless. Or worse—do something.

“Well,” I said, forcing a casual smile as I pushed back from my chair, “this has been… very educational. But I should probably get going. I’ve got some things to take care of.”

Lori arched a brow. “Are our lap dance discussions boring you?”

“Not at all,” I replied quickly. “Trust me, I found it very interesting. I really just have stuff to do.”

“I think we understand,” Theresa said lightly, though there was an edge beneath it. “Us forty-year-old women just can’t compete with those college girls you like spending time with.”

Her words slid over my skin like a challenge.

“Well—” I began.

“Speak for yourself, Theresa,” Lori interrupted smoothly. “I’m every bit as interesting as a college girl.”

Theresa straightened in her seat, shoulders back, chin tilted. “So am I. In fact, between the two of us, I’m the one who’s going to be giving a male stripper a lap dance.”

“Sure you are,” Lori replied with a dismissive wave. “We’ll believe it when we see it.”

“It will happen,” Theresa insisted, her eyes flashing.

Then Lori turned to me.

“Would you want Theresa to give you a lap dance?”

The question hit me like a splash of cold water.

“Who—me?” I glanced around, hoping absurdly that someone else might be the target.

Every pair of eyes was on me.

Especially hers.

“Yes, you,” Lori pressed. “Would you want Theresa to give you a lap dance?”

My mouth went dry. My brain scrambled uselessly. Images I had no business picturing flooded in anyway—Theresa straddling my lap, her hips rolling slowly, her thighs bracketing me, that dress riding up as she moved—

“Uh… well… I…” I stalled. “A lap dance?”

“Relax,” Lori said, amused. “Deep breath. Hypothetical scenario. You can choose between one of your college girlfriends… or Theresa. Who’s giving you the lap dance?”

The room felt smaller by the second.

Theresa hadn’t moved. She was watching me intently now, no teasing smile, no mock outrage—just a quiet, burning curiosity. Was she wondering if I found her attractive? Or was this about winning—about proving something to Lori?

I couldn’t tell.

But I knew this much: the thought of her in my lap had already taken root, vivid and intoxicating.

And everyone was waiting for my answer.

“Theresa. No contest,” I said, forcing confidence into my voice even though my pulse was hammering. “I have a feeling she’s got moves that would leave any college girl in the dust.”

Theresa’s lips curved in slow, satisfied triumph. “See?” she purred. “The boy knows quality when he sees it.”

Lori groaned, but Theresa was glowing—chin tipped up, eyes sparkling with victory. And maybe something else. Something warmer. More intimate.

“That’s my cue,” I said quickly, pushing back my chair before the heat in the room became unbearable. “I’ll leave you ladies to your… dance strategy session.”

I escaped to the basement, needing distance—and cold air.

Our house sat carved into the hillside, the lower level opening out onto a wide patio and pool. My bedroom was tucked off a sprawling entertainment space—plush sectional couches, a big-screen TV, a pool table under low-hanging lights. It was the kind of basement built for parties. For secrets.

I sank onto the couch and flipped on the TV, but I wasn’t watching. My mind replayed the way Theresa had shifted in her chair upstairs. The slow slide of fabric up her thigh. The way she’d held my gaze just a second too long.

The sound of heels on the stairs snapped me upright.

Voices drifted down—my aunt’s, another friend’s… and hers.

I kept my eyes on the screen, pretending indifference as they crossed the room. But pretending didn’t stop me from looking. Theresa moved with unhurried confidence, her hips swaying gently beneath that deceptively simple dress. In the softer basement lighting, the hem seemed even shorter, grazing high on her thighs when she walked. Her heels elongated her legs, made every step deliberate. Hypnotic.

They slipped outside through the sliding glass doors to look at the pool, their silhouettes framed against the fading daylight. I should have looked away.

I didn’t.

I watched her gesture as she talked, watched the breeze tease the fabric against her curves. The image of her straddling my lap—slow, teasing, in control—rose vivid and dangerous in my mind. I imagined her hands braced on my shoulders, her body rolling over mine in a rhythm meant only for me. The fantasy took on heat and weight and pressure until I felt it physically.

By the time they turned to come back inside, I was deep in that daydream.

Panic surged. I grabbed the nearest pillow and dropped it over my lap just as they reentered the TV room. It was a pathetic shield—small and obvious—but it was all I had.

“Everything okay down here?” my aunt called casually.

“Yeah,” I muttered, staring at the TV like it was the most fascinating program ever produced. “All good.”

They moved toward the stairs again, apparently satisfied. Relief started to settle in—

Until Theresa stopped.

“There’s something on the floor,” she said, her voice closer now.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her step toward the couch. A small object lay near my foot. She bent to retrieve it.

Time slowed.

The dress tightened over her hips as she leaned down, the fabric pulling just enough to reveal the smooth, toned length of her thighs. Her heels kept her posture high, accentuating every curve. I swallowed, my gaze tracing upward before I could stop myself.

“Looks like someone dropped a button,” she said lightly.

“Really?” My voice sounded rough, distant. I barely registered the words; I was too busy memorizing the view.

“Yes.” She glanced over her shoulder—and caught me staring.

Heat flared across my face, but I couldn’t look away fast enough.

“Maybe it’s mine,” I added stupidly, grasping for anything normal to say.

She stepped closer and held the button out to me. I reached for it—

—and the pillow slid off my lap.

There was no saving it this time.

I sat up abruptly, trying to block the unmistakable outline straining against my jeans. The movement only made it worse.

Silence pressed in.

I dared to look up.

Her expression didn’t change. No shock. No reprimand. Just a slow, assessing glance that traveled from my face downward—and lingered. If she was surprised, she didn’t show it.

Behind her, I heard footsteps on the stairs. My aunt and her friend were already heading up, their voices fading.

And then it was just us.

Theresa straightened, the button still between my fingers. Her gaze drifted around the room as if nothing unusual had happened. But when her eyes met mine again, there was a quiet awareness there. A knowing.

My pulse thudded in my ears.

She had seen.

And she hadn’t said a word.

“This really is an incredible space,” Theresa murmured, her gaze drifting over the room as if she were picturing it filled with bodies, music, laughter. The soft lighting caught the shimmer in her dress, the curve of her calves in those impossible heels.

“It has its moments,” I said, leaning back into the couch, trying to sound casual. “I’ve thrown a couple of parties down here.”

Her lips curved knowingly. “I’m sure you have.”

“Nothing outrageous,” I added quickly, a teasing edge slipping into my voice. “No impromptu strip shows. No lap dances.”

She laughed under her breath, the sound low and husky. “Okay, I deserved that.”

“You set yourself up. If Lori were down here, she’d already be chanting for you to prove it.”

Theresa pressed her fingers to her temple as if the memory embarrassed her. “I cannot believe that conversation escalated the way it did.”

I studied her, the way she paced slowly across the carpet, hips swaying without effort. “So what—you were bluffing? All talk?”

She turned back toward me, a flicker of challenge in her eyes. “I didn’t say that. I just… I’d be lying if I said the idea doesn’t make me a little nervous.”

“I doubt there’s anything you couldn’t pull off,” I told her, my voice quieter now.

She stopped directly in front of me. Close enough that I could see the faint rise and fall of her chest. “It’s not like I have a résumé full of lap dances,” she said, almost shyly. “I wouldn’t even know where to begin.”

“Sounds like you need rehearsal time.”

Her brows lifted. “Rehearsal? And when exactly would I schedule that?”

“Whenever you want. I’m sure your husband wouldn’t complain about being your practice dummy.”

A slow, thoughtful smile touched her mouth. “Maybe. But somehow that feels… different.”

“Then practice now,” I said, the words leaving me before I could overthink them.

Her head tilted. “Now?”

“Right now.” I held her gaze. “With me. No pressure. I’ll give you honest feedback.”

Silence stretched between us, thick and electric. I could practically see the debate playing across her face—the tug-of-war between propriety and temptation.

“I can’t,” she whispered finally, though she didn’t step away. “Everyone’s upstairs. And you’re—” She exhaled softly. “This is insane.”

“We’d hear the door,” I assured her gently. “If anyone comes down, we stop. No expectations. Just music. Just movement. You said you were nervous—this is the safest audience you could have.”

Her eyes searched the room as if the walls might object. Yet she stayed planted between my knees, close enough that I could feel warmth radiating from her thighs.

“You need help, don’t you?” I pressed.

“Yes,” she admitted under her breath. “I do. I just… this might not be the smartest idea.”

I reached for the remote on the table beside me and clicked on the stereo. A slow, rhythmic beat poured into the room, low and steady, wrapping around us like a secret.

“We’re just having fun,” I said, standing long enough to take her hand before settling back onto the couch, guiding her gently into place between my spread legs.

She inhaled, steadying herself. “Fine. I’ll try a few moves. That’s it.”

The music pulsed. Theresa began to sway, tentative at first. Facing me, she let her hips roll with the rhythm, hands sliding over her own waist as if reacquainting herself with her body. The hem of her dress shifted with every movement, teasing glimpses of smooth thigh.

My palms rested on my knees, resisting the urge to touch.

She grew bolder by the second, shoulders loosening, hips drawing slow, deliberate circles. The confidence I’d bragged about earlier flickered to life inside her.

“Well?” she asked, her voice warm and slightly breathless as she moved. “How am I doing?”

“You’ve definitely got rhythm,” I murmured, my voice lower than before, thick with appreciation.

Theresa laughed softly. “Not bad for a forty-year-old woman, right?” Her fingers skimmed down the sides of her dress, then slowly inched the hem upward just enough to reveal a teasing glimpse of thigh. It wasn’t much, but it was deliberate. A promise.

She pivoted, turning her back to me. The music pulsed through the room, low and steady, and she let it guide her. Her hips rolled in slow circles before she bent her knees and sank down, rising again with an unhurried, sensual confidence that made my mouth go dry. She was putting on a show now—no hesitation, no apology.

“Enjoying the view?” she called over her shoulder, her voice playful but edged with heat as she swayed inches from me.

“Very much,” I admitted.

She bent forward at the waist, legs parted slightly, giving me a breathtaking view as the fabric of her dress crept higher over the curve of her backside. When she lowered into another squat, the hem lifted enough that I caught the smooth line where her thighs met her ass. She rose again slowly, deliberately, as if she knew exactly how mesmerizing the motion was.

“So,” she said, turning to face me again, cheeks flushed and eyes shining, “do I look like I know what I’m doing?”

“You’re incredible,” I told her honestly. “But remember… it’s called a lap dance.”

A flicker of realization crossed her face. “I’m aware,” she replied, though there was a hint of nervous laughter beneath it as she turned away once more, still moving to the music.

“Just checking,” I teased.

After another moment of dancing, she faced me again, brushing her hair back from her face. “Okay, teacher,” she said lightly, though her breathing had deepened. “What am I missing?”

I leaned back slightly, studying her. “A lap dance usually involves a little more contact,” I said. “And generally, the dancer ends up on the lap. Hence the name.”

Her lips curved. “So I just… sit on you?”

“You’re doing great,” I assured her, reaching out and letting my hand slide lightly along the back of her thigh. Her skin was warm, impossibly soft beneath my fingers. “We just take it up a notch.”

She hesitated, her body still swaying faintly to the music. “I don’t know… maybe we should quit while we’re ahead.”

“We’re fine,” I said gently. “Just a tip. That squat move you did? Instead of lowering to the floor… lower onto me.”

She swallowed, then nodded. “Okay.”

Turning away again, she resumed the slow, hypnotic movement of her hips in front of me. For a second, I thought she might change her mind. But then she bent her knees and lowered herself carefully, guiding her body back until she settled onto my lap.

The thin fabric of my gym shorts did nothing to hide how hard I was. The moment she came down, her dress slid up and her bare heat pressed directly against me. She froze at the contact—she definitely felt it. Her body tensed for half a breath before she eased fully down, the curve of her ass fitting against me as if it belonged there.

Her hands braced on my thighs, fingers gripping slightly as she adjusted her weight. “Like this?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder, her voice softer now—breathier.

“Exactly like that,” I said, unable to stop my hands from settling at her waist, drawing her back so she could feel just how much I approved.

“Okay,” she whispered.

She leaned back against my chest, surrendering her weight to me. Then she began to move—slow, rolling motions of her hips that dragged her body against my erection in an unsteady rhythm. Each glide made my breath hitch. She experimented, shifting side to side, then forward and back, the friction building with every pass.

Her confidence grew with each movement. What started as practice was turning into something else entirely—her body melting into mine, her hips finding a natural, intoxicating rhythm as she danced in my lap.

My hands slid from her waist, gliding slowly down the curve of her hips to the softness of her inner thighs. Her dress had bunched high around her waist, leaving nothing between my palms and the sleek stretch of nylon hugging her legs. The faint rasp of pantyhose beneath my fingers only heightened the intimacy of it.

I bent forward and pressed my mouth to the sensitive skin just below her ear. Her breath caught instantly. Theresa’s hands drifted up, tangling loosely at the back of my neck as she continued to roll her hips over me. She was still reclined against my chest, her ass moving in slow, deliberate circles over the thick outline of me beneath my gym shorts.

I kissed a path along her throat, lingering there, breathing her in. My hands traveled higher, inch by inch, savoring the anticipation. 

“You’re doing incredible, Theresa,” I murmured against her skin.

When my fingers finally reached the apex of her thighs, I felt it—the unmistakable heat and dampness soaking through the thin barrier of nylon. No lace. No cotton. Nothing but sheer fabric and her slick, eager warmth.

“Oh God…” she gasped as my fingers began to move, rubbing her gently through the pantyhose while she kept grinding on me. Her hips didn’t stop. If anything, they grew bolder, pressing back harder, dragging herself along my erection as though she couldn’t decide whether to escape it or chase it.

“Wait—hold on.” 

Her voice trembled. She pushed herself upright, still straddling my lap, but her hands braced against my chest now as if she needed the distance to think. “I don’t want this to go too far.”

For a second she lingered there, flushed and breathing hard, then she climbed off me altogether. She smoothed her dress down over her hips, though it did little to disguise the rise and fall of her chest or the dazed look in her eyes. She was turned on—achingly so—but something inside her warred with it.

“You were amazing,” I told her softly.

“Thank you… but I have to stop. I never should’ve let it get this far. I’m sorry.” Her voice carried both regret and reluctance.

“It’s okay,” I said, leaning forward, unwilling to let the heat dissipate completely. “We’re just flirting. Practicing. That’s all this is.” I reached out, wrapping my hand around her calf and guiding her back toward me. “And you still haven’t perfected the next move.”

She hesitated, biting her lip. “I just don’t want things to spiral.”

“You said you needed to be ready for that male stripper, right?” I teased gently.

“Yes… but I imagined someone I didn’t know. Not…” She exhaled shakily. “Not my friend’s son.”

“I get that.” I studied her for a moment, then nodded toward the lamp. “Let’s make it feel less like… this. Dim the lights. Change the mood.”

She crossed the room and lowered the lighting until the space was washed in a warm, shadowy glow. It softened everything—edges, expressions, inhibitions.

“It helps,” she admitted, glancing at me. “But a real male stripper wouldn’t be wearing as much as you.”

I smirked and tugged my shirt over my head, tossing it aside. Now it was just my bare chest and a thin pair of gym shorts clinging low on my hips. “Better?”

Her eyes dipped to my torso and lingered longer than she meant them to. “More authentic,” she conceded. “But if we keep going… I don’t want to take everything off.”

“Fair.” I reached for her again, my hand sliding possessively to her hip. “The pantyhose stay on.”

She searched my face. “You promise?”

“I promise. This is just fun.”

I pulled her back into me, and she let herself fall against my chest again. My hands immediately found her ass, squeezing through the thin fabric of her dress. She gave a soft gasp but didn’t pull away.

“Okay,” she whispered, breath warm against my collarbone. “Now what?”

“Bring your knees up on either side of me,” I instructed, guiding her gently. “Straddle me.”

She shifted, lifting one knee onto the couch, then the other, until she was hovering over my lap. The movement pushed her dress up once more, pooling it at her waist and baring those long, nylon-clad thighs to my hungry hands.

“There you go,” I murmured, steadying her hips. “Now just let the music take you.”

She started slowly—tentative at first—then her hips began to sway. Back and forth. Circling. Grinding down over me with increasing confidence, her body finding the rhythm again. In the dim light, with her straddling me like that, dress rucked high and desire written all over her face, it felt less like practice and more like something neither of us would be able to pretend was innocent much longer.

“Like this?” Theresa’s voice trembled, though her hips were already finding the rhythm, rolling slowly as the music pulsed around us.

“Yes,” I murmured, my hands closing over the lush curve of her ass, guiding her, encouraging her to grind down harder. “That’s it. You’re getting it.”

I was painfully hard beneath her. Every slow drag of her body pressed her heat against me, the thin barrier of my gym shorts and her sheer pantyhose doing nothing to dull the friction. She leaned forward, her lips brushing my neck, her breath warm and uneven. We were moving together now, shamelessly, desperately—nothing but a slow, deliberate grind that made my head spin.

“Wait—just a second,” I said hoarsely.

She stilled, looking down as I reached for the waistband of my shorts and shoved them down my hips.

“What are you doing?” Her eyes widened.

“Taking these off,” I replied, already kicking them away.

Her gaze dropped—and she froze. “You’re not wearing underwear.”

“You didn’t realize?” I teased.

“No.” A beat. Then, softer, almost breathless, “But I can now.”

Her thighs tightened around me as she resumed moving, and this time there was no fabric between us. My bare cock slid against the slick warmth of her pantyhose-covered pussy, and the sensation nearly made me groan out loud.

“Want to try something?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered instantly, settling more firmly in my lap, facing me, her body hovering over mine. I could feel the delicate stretch of nylon grazing my shaft.

“Okay,” I said, lowering my voice. “I want you to do a cameltoe slide.”

She blinked. “What is that?”

“Like this.” I took her hips in my hands and rocked her slowly, guiding her forward and back so her covered pussy lips glided along the length of me. Up… and down. Teasing. Torturous.

Her mouth fell open. “Oh fuck… that feels good. Am I doing it right?”

“You’ve got it,” I said, my fingers digging into her hips as she found the rhythm herself. “Just keep sliding. Let your pussy move over me. Tease it. Don’t let me inside.”

The restraint only made it hotter. Every stroke of her body was a promise she refused to fulfill.

I reached behind her, finding the zipper at the back of her dress, and slowly dragged it down.

“You want this off?” she asked, breath catching.

“Yes,” I told her. “It’ll help.”

The zipper parted completely, and together we peeled the dress away. It slipped from her shoulders and pooled on the floor. She hadn’t been wearing a bra. Her breasts were full and perfect, nipples already tight from the cool air and the heat between us.

Now she was straddling me in nothing but black pantyhose and those wicked five-inch heels. The sight alone was enough to undo me.

She resumed her slow, deliberate slide along my shaft, nylon whispering over skin. I could feel the dampness spreading, the fabric growing slick as her arousal deepened. I leaned up and captured her mouth. She kissed me back without hesitation, hungry and open.

My hands moved over her bare breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples before traveling down to grip her ass hard, holding her in place as she ground against me.

“Oh God,” she gasped against my lips. “You feel so fucking good. This is so wrong—but fuck… your cock is incredible.”

Her words were broken, desperate, as she kept rubbing herself along me, her hips rolling in a steady, intoxicating rhythm.

“Theresa,” I breathed, “you’re amazing at this. Your body—Jesus—you feel so good.”

My grip tightened, fingers digging into the delicate nylon stretched over her ass. I felt it give slightly beneath my hands, the faintest tear forming low across the curve of her cheek.

She pulled back from the kiss, eyes wide and flushed. “We’re not telling anyone about this, right? Not your mom. Not my husband.”

“Our secret,” I promised, my voice rough as the tear widened under my grasp, the black pantyhose slowly surrendering to the pressure of my hands while she continued to slide herself over me, lost in the heat of it.

I don’t know if she felt the delicate snap of nylon giving way beneath my hands, or if she was too lost in the heat of it to notice. Her mouth stayed fused to mine, her kisses hungry and reckless, her hips rolling in that relentless rhythm we’d created together. But I felt it—the subtle shift. The whisper of torn fabric. The sudden glide of bare skin brushing the inside of my thigh.

God.

That tiny change undid me.

My fingers tightened instinctively on her ass, and the fragile black pantyhose surrendered with a soft, tearing sound. What had been a thin barrier moments ago was now nothing more than loose threads clinging to her hips. And then—there was nothing between us at all.

Her slick heat slid directly along my bare length.

The sensation was blinding. Wet, silken, intimate in a way that made my chest ache. Her pussy lips parted and dragged slowly over me as she rocked, and I swore I saw stars. The friction was no longer muted. Every inch of her touched every inch of me.

She didn’t pause.

She didn’t gasp or pull back.

If she felt the difference, she embraced it.

Her pace quickened, hips lifting and lowering with urgency, her breathing turning sharp and uneven against my ear. The wet sound of her arousal filled the space between us, obscene and beautiful. She was so close—I could feel it in the way her thighs trembled, in the way her nails dug into my shoulders.

And I couldn’t take it anymore.

I didn’t want to just tease her. I didn’t want to hover at the edge.

I wanted to be inside her.

As she lifted up in one fluid motion, I instinctively angled my hips. When she came back down, it happened in a single, perfect heartbeat—my cock breached her, sliding into her hot, waiting body as if we’d been meant to fit exactly this way.

“Mmmmm…”

The sound that left her wasn’t surprise so much as surrender.

She stilled, just for a breath. Her forehead dropped to my shoulder, her lips brushing my skin as if she needed something solid to hold onto. I felt her muscles flutter around me, adjusting, accepting me fully.

Then she exhaled.

And began to move again.

“Just fuck me.”

The words were low and desperate, full of want.

She started riding me in earnest now, taking me deeper with every downward thrust. I felt myself disappear inside her, buried to the hilt as she lifted and sank, lifted and sank. She leaned back, arching her spine, offering herself to me completely. My hands found her breasts—full, soft, perfect in my palms. I watched them sway as she moved, nipples tight from the rush of pleasure.

She was magnificent.

“Fuck, I’m cumming!” she cried, her voice cracking as her body tightened around me.

“Me too,” I groaned, already teetering on the edge.

I shifted my grip from her breasts to her hips, fingers digging in firmly, holding her steady—not to stop her, but to keep her right there with me. If there was even a flicker of hesitation in her, I didn’t want it stealing this moment.

But she didn’t pull away.

If anything, she pressed closer, grinding down harder, taking me even deeper. Her orgasm hit her in waves—I felt it, the rhythmic clenching, the way her body shook as she gasped against me.

That was all it took.

I drove up into her and let go, spilling inside her as she rode out the last of her climax. We clung to each other, breathless and flushed, bodies slick and trembling, the air heavy with what we’d just done.

It should have been a mistake.

It should have been the only time.

It wasn’t.

Theresa and I ended up tangled together like that almost every day for the next three months.


The Pool Boy

I was nineteen that summer—on the edge of my second year of college and just beginning to understand the power of my own body. I’d always been the skinny kid, the one who filled out last. But something had shifted. Hours in the gym had carved definition into my shoulders and chest, tightened my stomach, thickened my arms. Every week I could see the difference in the mirror. Every week I felt a little less awkward in my own skin. Confidence wasn’t something I’d grown up with—but now it was building, rep by rep.

My mom had her own world, one that revolved around the country club. She’d been a stay‑at‑home mom for as long as I could remember, and most afternoons you could find her on the tennis courts, bronzed and laughing with the same circle of women. I’d known them for years—her friends in their forties, polished and well-kept, all manicured nails and fitted tennis skirts. Most of them were married to men with impressive careers. Doctors. Lawyers. Executives. They lunched together, shopped together, drank together. And they flirted—openly, shamelessly, like it was a competitive sport of its own.

We lived in one of those manicured suburban neighborhoods where every lawn was perfect and every driveway held something expensive. There were boutiques and cafés and little upscale sandwich shops within a five‑minute drive. It was comfortable. Predictable.

That afternoon I left the gym with my muscles still humming from a heavy lift. My tank clung to me, damp with sweat, outlining the work I’d been putting in. I figured I’d grab a sandwich and head home to eat before taking a swim in my parents’ pool—my usual routine.

The bell above the sandwich shop door chimed as I walked in.

And immediately I froze.

My mom was there, seated at a long table with a cluster of her tennis friends—eight of them, at least—bright skirts flashing bare thighs as they shifted in their chairs. Their laughter filled the room. Sun-kissed legs crossed and uncrossed beneath the table.

Instinctively, I started to pivot back toward the door.

“Where are you going?” my mom called out, her voice carrying easily across the shop.

Every head turned.

I stopped mid-step and glanced back over my shoulder. “Uh… I just—wasn’t sure I wanted to eat here,” I muttered, suddenly aware of how much attention was on me.

“Oh, stop. Get over here,” she laughed. “I’ll buy you lunch.”

There was no escape now.

As I walked toward them, I could feel their eyes moving over me—not subtly. Not innocently. They were all still in their tennis outfits, short pleated skirts brushing mid‑thigh, fitted tops hugging toned torsos. The scent of sunscreen and expensive perfume lingered around the table.

“Well, look at you,” one of them said, her eyes widening. “Someone’s been working out.”

Another reached for my arm before I could sit down, her manicured fingers wrapping around my bicep. “Oh my God, feel this.”

I flexed automatically, heat creeping up my neck as a chorus of approving hums followed.

“You’ve gotten so big,” someone else added, her hand flattening briefly against my chest as if she needed confirmation.

Their touches weren’t accidental. They lingered. Curious. Testing.

“Do you have a six‑pack yet?” one of them teased.

I laughed, shaking my head—but before I could protest, she hooked her fingers under the hem of my tank and lifted it.

“Let’s see.”

Cool air hit my stomach as the fabric rose. Eight pairs of eyes dropped to my torso. I sucked in slightly, instinctively tightening, and flexed. The definition I’d worked so hard for tightened beneath their gaze.

“Oh my,” someone murmured.

That’s when I noticed her.

She hadn’t said anything yet. She was sitting slightly apart from the others, studying me with a slow, assessing gaze as my shirt remained pushed up. I didn’t recognize her.

“And who is this?” she asked, her voice lower than the rest, smooth.

Before my mom could answer, she leaned forward and placed her hand against my abdomen.

Her touch was deliberate—warm palm, cool fingertips. I didn’t pull away. Instead, I held her eyes and flexed again, letting her feel the tension beneath her hand.

She smiled faintly.

Her fingers traced upward first, brushing along the upper ridges just beneath my ribs. Then, unhurriedly, she dragged them downward, following the lines of muscle. I could feel every inch of that slow descent. My breath stalled.

For a second, I wondered if she meant to stop at all.

Her fingertip reached the waistband of my shorts and paused there, just resting at the border. The contact felt electric.

She was stunning. About five‑six, maybe a hundred and twenty pounds, with dark brunette hair that framed her face in soft waves. Her tennis skirt was cut just as short as the others’, showing toned legs that crossed elegantly as she withdrew her hand.

Right then, my mom stepped closer, laughing as if this was all perfectly normal.

“Ladies, this is my son,” she said, making the rounds of introductions. Names blurred together in my head—I barely heard them. I was still focused on the brunette.

“And this,” my mom added when she reached her, “is Tammy.”

Tammy.

The name stuck.

“She’s married to a doctor,” my mom continued casually. “Two kids, both in elementary school.”

Tammy smiled at me again, slower this time. Appraising.

“And this one,” my mom went on, patting my shoulder, “has the same routine every day. Gym until lunch, then he comes home and swims in our pool.”

I caught the flicker in Tammy’s eyes when she heard that. A subtle spark of interest.

And suddenly, I felt very aware of my routine—and who now knew exactly when and where to find me.

That summer felt like a reward. After surviving my first year of college—the pressure, the late nights, the constant grind—I was home, sleeping in my old room, lifting at the gym, swimming in the afternoons. Everything felt easier. My body felt stronger. I felt… noticed.

I had just stripped down and stepped into my swim trunks when the knock came at the front door.

Two sharp raps.

I jogged downstairs without thinking, still damp from the shower, bare chest exposed, the thin fabric of my suit hanging low on my hips. I pulled the door open.

Tammy stood there.

She smiled like she’d been expecting me to answer exactly like this. “Hi.”

For a second, my brain stalled. My mom had left for tennis barely moments ago.

“Oh—hey. Um… how are you?” I managed, painfully aware that I was half naked in front of her.

“Is your mom home?” she asked lightly, already stepping past me into the foyer before I could answer.

“She just left. You must’ve missed her.”

“That’s okay,” Tammy said, gliding farther inside like she belonged there. “I brought her something.”

I shut the door slowly, trying to gather myself as I followed her toward the kitchen. That’s when I really saw what she was wearing.

The top was soft and elegant, hugging her curves without revealing much. But the skirt… the skirt was another story. Black. Skin-tight. So short it barely qualified as clothing. The hem skimmed the very bottom of her hips, threatening to expose more with every step. And she was in heels—tall, sharp black heels that made her legs look endless.

She carried a canvas market bag in one hand and walked straight to the refrigerator. “I stopped by the farmers market this morning,” she said casually. “Picked up some fresh vegetables for your mom. I told her I’d drop them off. She said you’d be here.”

“Oh. Yeah. That’s… that’s great.” My voice sounded distant even to me.

She opened the fridge and leaned forward to look inside.

I stopped breathing.

The skirt tightened across the round curve of her ass as she bent. Then it inched higher. Higher. When she crouched to pull open the bottom drawer, her hips lifted, presenting the perfect view. The fabric slid up enough for me to catch a flash of white lace—barely there panties stretched over smooth skin.

Heat flooded straight to my groin. My body reacted instantly, aggressively. My cock thickened against the thin material of my swim trunks, pressing forward, impossible to hide.

Tammy stayed bent over a second longer than necessary, shifting slightly as she placed the bag into the drawer. My eyes were glued to her.

When she finally straightened, she turned with an almost sheepish smile. “God, this skirt is way too short. I should’ve worn something else.”

My throat felt dry. “I… I think it looks good on you.”

She tilted her head. “You don’t think it’s too short?”

“Maybe just… dangerous if you bend over like that.”

Her smile deepened—slow, knowing. She took two unhurried steps toward me until we were nearly chest to chest. Even in heels, she still had to tilt her face slightly upward to meet my eyes.

“Oh,” she murmured, voice low and teasing. “I think you liked my skirt.”

Her hand slid down between us.

Before I could react—before I could think—her fingers wrapped around the thick outline straining against my swim trunks.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

She squeezed gently, testing, feeling the solid heat of me through the fabric. My cock pulsed in her grasp, betraying every filthy thought running through my head.

Tammy’s eyes darkened.

Then she leaned in and pressed her mouth to mine.

It wasn’t tentative. It wasn’t motherly or polite. It was a kiss meant for a man. Her lips were soft but insistent, parting against mine. I kissed her back instantly, hands hovering at her waist before settling there, feeling the warmth of her body through that thin top.

She continued stroking me slowly through the material, her thumb brushing along the head, making my hips twitch forward. I could taste her lipstick, feel the subtle exhale of her breath as the kiss deepened.

And then—just as suddenly—she pulled away.

Her hand slipped from me.

“I’m sorry,” she said, voice a little unsteady now. “You’re my friend’s son. I shouldn’t be doing this.”

She turned and walked a few steps across the kitchen, heels clicking sharply against the tile, putting distance between us.

My body ached from the loss of her touch.

“It’s okay,” I said quickly, stepping toward her. “I’m not a kid. I’m good with it.”

More than good.

“I shouldn’t have let it go that far,” Tammy murmured, her voice unsteady. “I was only flirting. I thought it would be harmless… a little spark, that’s all. Your mom is my friend. God, what was I thinking?” 

She moved to the kitchen bar, turning her back to me as if she could hide from what had just ignited between us. Her head dipped, dark hair spilling forward over her shoulder. One leg crossed over the other, the motion slow, restless. The hem of that sinful black skirt crept higher with the shift of her hips, revealing the soft curve where her thighs met the round swell of her ass. 

I couldn’t look anywhere else. 

My body felt hijacked—pulse hammering, breath shallow, my cock straining painfully against the thin fabric of my swimsuit. Every inch of me burned for her. 

I stepped closer. The air between us tightened, thick and electric. I placed my hands on her waist, feeling the heat of her through the thin material of her blouse. Her skin was warm, trembling beneath my palms. I leaned in and pressed my mouth to the side of her neck, just below her ear, inhaling the faint scent of her perfume mixed with summer heat. 

“I want a little excitement too,” I whispered against her skin. 

Her fingers slid back into my hair, not pushing me away—holding me there. Encouraging me. 

I kissed a slow path along her neck, and she arched, a soft gasp escaping her lips. Her hips rolled back, pressing firmly against me. The friction of her ass grinding into my rigid cock made my vision blur. She felt incredible—soft, generous, intoxicating. 

I couldn’t think anymore. 

I shoved my shorts down my legs and let them fall. My erection sprang free, thick and aching. I slid my hands beneath her skirt, dragging the fabric up over her hips. My fingers hooked into the lace of her panties and eased them down her thighs. 

“Wait,” she breathed, though her voice had already lost its conviction. She stepped out of the panties pooling at her ankles. “I’m married.” 

Her words hung in the air, fragile and trembling. 

“We shouldn’t… I just meant to play a little.” 

But she didn’t move away. 

I turned her gently, guiding her forward until she leaned over the cool granite of the kitchen counter. She braced her hands against it, breathing hard. I positioned myself behind her, my palms gripping her hips, feeling the slight shake in her body. 

“I know you’re married,” I said softly, my mouth near her ear. “If you want me to stop, say it. But if you don’t…” 

A pause. A heartbeat. 

She pushed her hips back against me. 

“I don’t understand what I’m doing,” she whispered. 

I slid the tip of my cock along her slick entrance. She was already wet—hot and ready. The first slow push made her suck in a sharp breath. 

“Wait… oh… oh God…” 

I pressed deeper, pulling her hips toward me as I filled her inch by inch. Her head dropped forward, forehead nearly touching the counter. Her legs parted wider, giving me space. 

The first full thrust stole the air from both of us. 

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her voice thick with disbelief. “I can’t believe I’m doing this… you feel so good… so good inside me.” 

Her body began to move with mine, meeting each thrust. The sounds of skin against skin filled the kitchen, raw and urgent. I reached up, gathering her hair in my fist, gently pulling her head back as I drove into her harder. 

She was tight, impossibly warm, gripping me with every movement. I felt myself swelling even more inside her. 

Her fingers clawed at the countertop. Her body tensed, thighs quivering. 

“Oh God—” she cried out, her voice breaking. “I’m— I’m coming— oh fuuuck—!” 

She shattered around me, her orgasm pulsing through her body. I felt it—her walls clenching, fluttering, squeezing me so tightly it almost hurt. 

I groaned, fighting the surge building inside me. I kept thrusting, faster now, harder, chasing the edge. 

“I’m close,” I panted. “Can I come inside you?” 

“No— pull out—” she gasped. 

I tried to slow, but she pushed back against me again. 

“Wait… it feels too good… just—” Her voice fractured into another moan as her body tightened once more. “Maybe—” 

She cried out again, louder this time, completely undone. “Oh fuck! I’m coming again— oh my God—!” 

The second orgasm rippled through her, stronger than the first. Her inner muscles spasmed wildly around me, milking my cock, dragging me under. 

That was it. 

“Oh baby, I’m coming,” I groaned, burying myself as deep as I could. 

Release tore through me, hot and overwhelming, as I spilled inside her, my body shuddering against hers while she trembled beneath my hands.


Sanctuary in the Smoke

I tore up the narrow dirt trail, boots striking loose gravel and brittle twigs, the sharp crack of each step swallowed by the suffocating thickness of the night. The air clung to me—wet, heavy, almost intimate—as if the darkness itself pressed against my skin. I could barely make out my own body, my clothes dissolving into shadow until I felt like nothing more than breath and momentum, a pulse racing blindly through the woods.

Running without sight was a dangerous kind of freedom. Each stride carried the reckless promise of flight and the very real threat of disaster. One wrong step and I could twist an ankle, pitch forward into unseen brush, disappear into some hidden ravine. The risk electrified me. I moved on instinct alone, surrendered to speed, to adrenaline, to the raw animal need to escape.

Behind me, the low growl of engines vibrated through the trees. Dogs barked—sharp, frantic, too close. The sound sliced through my spine, urging me faster even as my lungs began to burn. Humid air scraped down my throat, my chest tightening, each breath growing harsher than the last. I couldn’t sustain it. My body was reaching its limit.

Without hesitating, I veered off the path.

The earth dropped away beneath me in a steep slope, and I let myself slide, boots skidding through loose soil. My hands clawed for balance, fingers scraping bark, grasping at saplings and roots to steady my descent. My backpack thudded against my spine as I clutched it tight, ducking under branches, feeling thorns snag at my sleeves. Dirt streaked my palms. Leaves slapped against my face. I tasted earth and sweat and fear.

When the ground finally leveled, I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I plunged forward into the thicker dark of the woods, weaving between trunks, stumbling, catching myself, forcing my body to obey. The sirens faded gradually, swallowed by distance, replaced by the whisper of insects and the soft rustle of unseen creatures disturbed by my intrusion. The forest reclaimed its voice.

All that remained was the brutal rhythm of my own breathing—ragged, desperate, echoing too loud in my ears.

Eventually, the sprint bled into a staggered jog, then into a slow, unsteady walk. My legs trembled with each step, but I kept moving. One mile. Then another. I didn’t dare trust stillness too soon. Sweat cooled against my skin, leaving me chilled beneath the damp fabric clinging to my body.

At last, when my muscles threatened to give out entirely, I found shelter in the gnarled embrace of a massive tree. Its roots rose from the earth like ancient limbs, thick and twisted, forming a hollow just large enough to cradle me. I sank down between them, back pressed to the rough bark, my body folding inward as though the tree might shield me from the world.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

Breath tore from my throat in uneven pulls, each exhale spilling into the night in pale clouds of mist. My chest heaved, aching, raw. The darkness felt closer now, less like an enemy and more like a heavy blanket draped over my exhausted body. The forest breathed around me, alive and watchful, while I sat there trembling—spent, hidden, and still very much aware of how close danger had been.

When my breathing finally steadied, the night rearranged itself around me. The frantic thunder in my ears faded, replaced by the soft, rhythmic hush of water folding against a shoreline. Beyond the tangle of roots where I lay, a lake stretched wide and black, its surface split by a silver blade of moonlight that shimmered and broke across the ripples. It was eerily peaceful—so peaceful it felt unreal after the chaos I’d fled.

Exhaustion dragged me under without warning. My body simply surrendered. One moment I was staring at the fractured reflection of the moon, the next I was jolting awake, limbs numb and useless, like a marionette dropped by careless hands. Panic snapped through me. I forced myself upright, blinking hard, listening for engines, for dogs, for the men hunting me.

Nothing.

Just the lake. Just the night.

I tried to stand and nearly collapsed again. My legs trembled violently beneath me, strength drained to nothing. The hopelessness of it pressed tight around my chest—there would be no more running. Not like this.

Then I heard it.

The sharp metallic snap of a spring-loaded door slamming shut.

My head whipped toward the sound. Somehow I had missed it before—a small cabin crouched near the edge of the trees, so seamlessly folded into the earth it might have grown there. A faint golden glow pulsed from inside.

I dropped low against the tree roots as the door creaked open again. A woman stepped out onto the porch, the ember of a cigarette flaring bright between her fingers before settling into a steady burn.

From the shadows, I watched her.

The lamplight behind her framed a tall figure—long legs, strong shoulders softened by time. Her hair fell in loose waves to her shoulders, light brown threaded with silver that caught the glow and made it gleam. High cheekbones carved elegant shadows across her face; her features were fine, almost regal, a striking contrast to the rough cabin and the wild isolation around it.

She wore nothing but a faded T-shirt that skimmed her body from collarbone to mid-thigh. No bra. The fabric draped freely over full breasts that shifted with each casual movement. Her thighs were lush, unapologetically soft, planted solidly on the worn porch boards. She carried herself with the unselfconscious ease of someone entirely alone.

Even in the darkness, I guessed her age—late forties, maybe fifty. There was a maturity in the way she stood, in the relaxed set of her shoulders. Not fragile. Not hurried. Completely at home in her skin.

Desire hit me unexpectedly, cutting through fatigue and fear with shocking clarity.

She took a final drag from the cigarette, then crushed it against the wood siding. Without ceremony, she hooked her fingers into the hem of her shirt and lifted it to her waist. My pulse pounded as she lowered into a squat at the edge of the porch.

The night was so still I could hear everything—the faint rustle of leaves, the delicate splash as her stream hit the thirsty dirt below. The sight was raw and intimate in a way that made my mouth go dry. Moonlight traced the curve of her bare hips, the full shape of her backside as she balanced there, utterly unconcerned with modesty. A quiet exhale escaped her lips as she finished.

She rose slowly, tugged the shirt over her head entirely, and let it fall to the porch floor.

My breath caught.

Naked now, she moved down toward the lake without hesitation. Her body was unvarnished and real—breasts heavy and natural, stomach soft but strong, hips generous. A woman who had lived in her skin long enough to claim it.

A moment later, there was a gentle splash as she slipped into the water.

This was it.

Summoning what little strength I had left, I crawled from the shelter of the tree and staggered toward the cabin. Every step felt reckless, inevitable. I hauled myself onto the porch, crossed the threshold, and stepped inside.

The single gas lamp flickered on a rough wooden table, filling the small room with warm, trembling light. It smelled faintly of woodsmoke and something distinctly hers—soap, sweat, a trace of tobacco.

I moved to the center of the floor and lowered myself down, chest against the cool boards, arms spread slightly so she could see I was no threat. The lamplight washed over me, exposing me completely.

All I could do now was wait for her to return from the lake and hope she would see desperation before danger when she found me there.

The crash of the cabin door jolted me awake, followed by a sharp, startled inhale that sliced through the haze in my head. I kept my eyes open but forced my body to remain slack, face pressed to the wooden floor, as I listened to her move around me. The air shifted with her steps. Then I felt it—the firm prod of something hard nudging between my shoulder blades through the thin fabric of my shirt.

Metal.

She didn’t speak at first. I heard the soft rasp of my pack being unzipped, the deliberate rustle of her hands searching through it. Methodical. Efficient. Her fingers slid into my pockets, brisk and unsentimental, grazing my hips as she checked for anything I might be hiding.

“Wake up,” she ordered, her voice low but steady. “Who are you? Were you involved in what happened at the protest?”

There was no point in pretending. “Yes,” I said, my voice rough against the floorboards.

A brief silence followed—calculating, almost clinical.

“Then they’ll bring dogs.” Her tone sharpened. “Strip. All of it. We burn everything. If you keep a single thread, they’ll track you here.”

Relief washed through me so suddenly it nearly made me dizzy. She wasn’t turning me in. She was helping.

I pushed myself upright, and that was when I saw the knife—a fishing blade with a pale bone handle, steady in her grip and angled toward my chest. She gestured with it, not threatening exactly, but brooking no hesitation.

“Now.”

My pack slid from my shoulders and thudded onto the floor. Her eyes never left me. I fumbled with my shirt, dragging it over my head, then kicked off my boots and peeled away my socks. My fingers felt thick and clumsy as I unbuttoned my pants and shoved them down my legs, stepping free of them.

She watched every movement.

The lamplight gilded her face, catching in the faint silver threaded through her wavy hair. Her expression was unreadable, stern and composed, but her gaze was unmistakably intent as it traveled down my body.

My thumbs hooked into the waistband of my briefs. For a split second, I hesitated—an unfamiliar tightness gripping my chest. I had never felt this exposed before, not like this, not under the assessing stare of a woman nearly twice my age. Then I pushed the fabric down and stepped out of them, standing bare before her.

Cool air skimmed my skin. Heat burned up my neck.

Vulnerability hit me in a way I hadn’t anticipated—raw and electric. Yet as I stood there, I realized I hadn’t truly looked at her.

Her threadbare T-shirt clung to her damp body, the fabric darkened in places from the lake. It molded to the natural weight of her breasts, revealing their shape without apology. When she bent to gather my discarded clothes, the hem lifted just enough to expose the strong curve of her thigh and the shadowed glimpse of curls at the apex between them. She made no effort to hide herself.

She carried my things outside, and after a second’s awkward pause, I followed, clutching my shoes and bag like a child trailing behind a formidable guardian.

Behind the cabin sat a rusted barrel sunk halfway into the earth. We tossed everything inside—every scrap of fabric, every possession that tied me to the chaos I’d fled. She produced a small bottle of lighter fluid and doused the pile without ceremony. The sharp chemical scent bit into the night air.

With a flick of her thumb, a match flared to life. She held it for half a breath, studying the flames as if measuring their promise, then dropped it into the barrel.

Fire erupted in a hungry whoosh.

The blaze painted her in gold and amber, reflecting off her still-wet skin so that she seemed forged from the very heat she’d summoned. Water beaded along her calves and slid down the length of her shins. The planes of her face—those high cheekbones, that severe mouth—looked almost regal in the shifting light.

I was the one standing naked, yet I couldn’t tear my gaze from her.

There was something intoxicating about her certainty. She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t flinch. She acted, and the world bent accordingly. But as my eyes drifted lower, catching again that fleeting curl beneath the edge of her shirt, I sensed something else there—something softer, hidden beneath the steel.

The thought made my pulse jump.

I forced myself to look away, to focus on the flames devouring the last pieces of my former life. She held the knife at her side, and in that moment she controlled everything—my safety, my future, the thin line between freedom and capture.

Desire was a dangerous thing to feel for a stranger who held your fate in her hands.

So I swallowed it down and watched my past turn to ash.

She ushered me back into the cabin, closing the door firmly behind us. The lantern’s glow painted the single-room interior in amber light, and still she made no move to cover me. I stood there exposed, heat from the earlier fire long gone from my skin, aware of every inch of myself as she moved with brisk efficiency toward a narrow pantry that stood against the wall.

The place was spare—bed, table, two rough chairs, a stone fireplace. Nothing ornamental except the walls, which were crowded with faded photographs and old protest posters curling at the edges. Faces lifted in defiance. Fists raised. History preserved in paper and ink. I found myself studying them, momentarily distracted, wondering which of those battles she had fought, which of those moments she had survived.

I didn’t hear her approach.

Her palms landed on my shoulders—dry, strong, slightly calloused. I jolted at the sudden contact. Before I could turn, her body pressed close behind me, the soft brush of her hair grazing my throat as she bent her head and inhaled slowly along the side of my neck. The intimacy of it—her nose gliding over my skin, drawing in my scent—sent a shiver straight down my spine.

Without warning she lifted my arms above my head, exposing me completely, and leaned in again. This time she buried her face in my armpit, breathing deeply, clinically, as if assessing evidence.

“Listen,” she murmured, her voice low and certain. “If I can smell you, the dogs will too. And they’ll come straight here.” She stepped back, eyes sharp. “Follow me.”

The night had sharpened into a bitter cold. My bare feet met damp earth as she led me away from the cabin and into the woods. Darkness swallowed us whole. I could see almost nothing, yet she navigated with absolute confidence, one hand firm on my shoulder, the other sliding to my hip to steer me around roots and stones. Her touch was purposeful, authoritative. She controlled my direction with subtle pressure, and I let her.

Branches whispered overhead. My skin prickled in the chill air, goosebumps rising over my chest and thighs. I felt acutely naked—not just from the cold but from the way she guided me, as if my body belonged temporarily to her command.

A shape emerged ahead, rounded and low beneath the moonlight. Smoke drifted from an opening at its peak, curling into the sky and spreading into a hazy veil that hung between the trees like wandering spirits.

She nudged me forward with a light but unmistakable push against my backside. “Inside.”

The structure was warm—almost oppressively so. Thick air wrapped around me the moment I crossed the threshold.

“It’s a savusauna,” she said, her tone shifting, softer now but no less sure. She reached for a clay jug and poured amber liquid into two wooden cups. The scent of honey and fermentation rose between us. She handed one to me. “Drink. You’ll sweat it out. The honey-wine will change your scent. The dogs won’t know what they’re tracking.”

I swallowed. The mead was sweet, heavy, coating my tongue before sliding down in a slow burn that spread outward through my chest.

In the center of the dome, a stove cradled blackened stones glowing with trapped heat. She dipped a ladle into a bucket and flung water over them. A violent hiss filled the room as steam exploded upward, rolling over us in thick, humid waves. The air grew denser, hotter, clinging to my lungs.

“The löyly,” she explained, almost reverently. “It will make you sweat.”

Then, without ceremony, she grasped the hem of her threadbare shirt and pulled it over her head.

For a second I forgot to breathe.

Her body, illuminated by firelight and drifting steam, was strong and unapologetic. Not untouched by time, but shaped by it—full breasts that moved with her breath, hips that spoke of endurance and hunger both. She sat opposite me on the wooden bench, utterly unselfconscious in her nakedness.

The heat intensified quickly. Moisture gathered along my spine, slid between my shoulder blades, traced the hollow of my abdomen. Sweat beaded on her collarbone and traveled lazily downward, disappearing into the dark curls at the apex of her thighs.

She didn’t look away.

Her gaze was steady, unwavering, almost analytical. The silence between us thickened with the steam. My pulse began to pound—loud, insistent. I could feel each surge of blood as it rushed lower, filling me, hardening me. My cock rose heavily, swelling to full length, the skin pulled tight and glossy in the damp heat, curving slightly to the left as it always did when desire overtook me completely.

There was no hiding it. No fabric. No shadow.

I waited for her reaction—for surprise, for amusement, for reprimand.

But her expression didn’t change. Her eyes remained locked on mine, as if my erection were incidental, irrelevant to whatever calculation was moving behind her steady stare.

The steam swirled between us, thick and intimate, and I sat there exposed—burning, sweating, painfully aware—while she watched without blinking.

“Masturbate,” she said at last, her voice low but edged with command. “Empty yourself. That’s why I brought you in here.”

Then she parted her thighs without hesitation, opening herself to me as if it were the most natural thing in the world. In the glow of the stove, her sex glistened—lush, flushed, framed by damp curls darkened by the steam. Her hands slid over the creamy strength of her thighs, then dipped between them. She hooked her fingers beneath her knees and drew herself wider, baring the swollen folds of her pussy. One hand found her clit, pressing firmly, circling it with deliberate pressure, while the other teased her open, two fingers easing her apart until she was fully exposed to my stare.

She played herself with unhurried expertise, small tight rotations over her clit that made her breath hitch. Her head tipped back, eyelids fluttering. “Touch yourself,” she whispered, the words breaking into a gasp.

I was so hard it bordered on pain. A bead of precum swelled at the tip, slick and shining. I dragged my palm over it, spreading the moisture down the length of my shaft, stroking slowly at first, mesmerized by the sight of her unraveling. The steam thickened around us, blurring the edges of her body, but I could see enough—her nipples tightening into dusky peaks, her breasts rising and falling with every sharp inhale.

Her core flexed visibly, muscles clenching and releasing as she drove herself closer to the brink. She tightened her abdomen, lifting her hips toward her own hand, spreading wider, inviting the heat. Her fingers slipped inside her, exploring deeper now, her mouth falling open on a low, broken moan. Wetness spilled from her in glossy trails, sliding down the insides of her thighs, dripping onto the wooden floor in soft, obscene taps.

The scent of her arousal seemed to mingle with the honeyed bite of the mead and the smoky breath of the stones. I tasted it in the air. I felt it coat my tongue.

She switched hands with a frustrated sound, plunging the other deeper, stretching herself around her own fingers, pushing further as her control frayed. Her movements grew urgent, almost feral. The muscles in her thighs trembled; her back arched. She drove into herself with reckless need, opening around her hand, taking more and more as the pressure built.

Then she broke.

A guttural cry tore from her throat as her body seized, every line of her going taut. She froze in a rigid, shuddering arch, hips thrust high, fingers buried deep as her orgasm rippled through her in fierce, rolling contractions. The steam swallowed her silhouette, but I could still see the violent tremors, the way pleasure wrung her out.

And I stroked harder, faster, captivated by the rawness of it—by the sight of this older woman commanding her own ecstasy in the smoky haze. My fist slid over my slick shaft in steady, hungry pulls as she slowly collapsed back against the bench, spent and glowing, the air between us thick with heat, sweat, and the echo of her release.

“Don’t you dare come,” she warned, her voice low and steady as her eyes fluttered open. “We’re nowhere near finished.”

She rose with unhurried grace, heat shimmering off her skin, and crossed the sauna toward me with a predator’s patience. Water traced the curves of her body, slipping between her breasts, down the soft plane of her stomach. Strands of damp hair clung to her cheeks, framing the dark hunger in her gaze.

“Stand.”

The single word struck through me. I obeyed instantly, my body already strung tight. She reached for me, her palms still slick from her own climax, and threaded her fingers behind my neck, dragging me down into her kiss. It wasn’t gentle. Her mouth claimed mine, tongue sliding deep, tasting, taking. I felt the heat of her breath, the faint salt of sweat, the intoxicating musk of her arousal as she pressed closer.

Her hands moved over me possessively, smearing the evidence of her pleasure along my skin—behind my ears, down my throat—marking me. Her breasts flattened against my chest, her thighs gliding along mine as if she could fuse us together through friction alone. She reached between us, fingers wrapping around my cock, already slick from my own need, and stroked once—slow, deliberate—before turning back to herself.

With deliberate intimacy, she slid her hand between her legs, gathering fresh wetness, and returned to me. She coated me in her heat, spreading it along my length until I was gleaming with her. Then she sank gracefully to her knees.

The sight nearly undid me.

She took me into her mouth without hesitation, lips stretching, tongue guiding me deeper until I felt the warm, silken press of her throat. Her hands cradled my hips, holding me steady as she moved with practiced rhythm, drawing low sounds from my chest. I was already teetering when she sensed it—of course she did—and pulled back with a final, slow drag of her mouth, sealing her lips around the tip in a lingering kiss before releasing me.

“Come on,” she murmured, breathless but controlled. “On the floor.”

The stone was hot beneath my back as I stretched out near the stove. The air was thick, heavy with steam and sex. She climbed over me, straddling my hips, her wet hair falling like a curtain between us. The softness of her body hovered above mine—breasts full and heavy, stomach warm, thighs strong and slick against my sides.

She braced one hand beside my shoulder and used the other to guide me to her entrance. I felt the brush of her heat, the teasing press before she lowered herself slowly, deliberately, taking me inch by inch. The sensation was overwhelming—tight, molten, consuming. Her head tipped back as she seated herself fully, a soft, broken sound escaping her lips.

Then she began to move.

Her hips rolled first, testing, adjusting, before finding a rhythm that made the entire room seem to pulse with us. She rode me with confident control, thighs flexing, ass sliding against my stomach as she lifted and sank again. Her breasts swayed above me, close enough that I could feel the damp heat of her skin against my mouth.

I gripped her, hands sliding over the curve of her hips to her ass, spreading her, urging her lower, deeper. She responded instantly, pressing down hard, grinding into me until our bodies were slick and inseparable. Sweat mixed with her arousal, creating a sheen that let us glide together with sinful ease.

She leaned forward, chest to chest, her mouth finding my ear. Her breath was ragged, words dissolving into low, shameless sounds as she hooked her arms beneath my shoulders and held me tight. Every thrust grew faster, harder. The slap of skin echoed faintly beneath the hiss of steam.

I pushed upward to meet her, chasing the deepest part of her, fingers digging into her ass as if I could pull her open further. The tension spiraled, tightening in my gut, climbing my spine. She felt it—the shift in my breathing, the tremor in my muscles—and clamped down around me with a deliberate squeeze that sent sparks behind my eyes.

“Now,” she gasped against my ear.

The release tore through me. Heat flooded my senses as I spilled between us, my body arching into hers. She shuddered violently, her own climax crashing over her in the same breath, and I felt the rush of her wetness spilling onto my stomach, our pleasure mingling in the suffocating heat of the sauna.

For a moment there was nothing but the roar in my ears, the pounding of blood, the slide of her body still moving faintly against mine.

And then, somewhere beyond the haze of steam and sweat, I caught the distant, unmistakable sound of dogs barking.


The Photographer's Education


Chapter 1

Ever since that afternoon when Carol had deliberately bent over her flowerbeds in the skimpiest scrap of a bikini—fully aware that her son and his friends were watching—Greg hadn’t been able to shake the image. The memory had only grown hotter when she’d joined them for badminton without bothering to change, her laughter bright and careless, her body on unapologetic display beneath the summer sun. And when he’d later discovered that Tommy kept a small, private collection of candid shots of his own mother in various swimsuits, something inside Greg had shifted from idle fantasy to restless craving.

He’d wanted pictures of her. Not the stolen, accidental kind—but something chosen. Something intentional.

Working up the nerve had taken weeks. He’d messaged Tommy half-jokingly at first, fishing for permission. Tommy’s response had been simple: Ask her.

The idea had terrified him. Carol wasn’t just any woman—she was poised, confident, devastatingly aware of the effect she had. But eventually, heart hammering, he’d asked. And Carol, with that maddening composure of hers, hadn’t merely agreed.

She’d invited him over.

Downstairs, she’d explained, there was a finished basement room where Ted occasionally photographed her—proper lighting, backdrops, the whole setup. If Greg wanted pictures, he could take them himself.

The offer had left him dizzy.

There was one condition. Carol preferred discretion. Her eighteen-year-old daughter, Sarah, didn’t need to be around. So schedules were compared, emails exchanged. After a careful shuffle of commitments, they landed on Thursday evening. Sarah would be out—class first, then cheering at a junior varsity game. She wouldn’t be back until close to ten.

Plenty of time.

That night, Carol and Ted kept dinner light and early. By the time the clock edged toward six-thirty, Greg was pacing in his apartment, checking his camera bag for the third time. When he finally pulled into their driveway and rang the bell, his pulse was pounding in his ears.

The door opened.

Carol filled the doorway like a vision conjured from his most reckless thoughts.

Her hair, freshly brushed to a silken sheen, cascaded down her back in a golden curtain that caught the light. Long, delicate earrings grazed her neck each time she moved. And the dress—God.

It was red. Not subtle crimson, not muted wine, but a bold, brazen red that demanded attention. Strapless, clinging, barely there. The fabric was thin enough to hint at the warm tone of her skin beneath, stretched tight over the lush curve of her breasts where the neckline dipped daringly low. It followed every contour of her torso, molded to the flare of her hips, and ended scandalously high, just skimming the underside of her ass.

Her legs were bare. Endless.

On her feet, glossy red heels arched her calves into seductive lines, the kind of shoes that weren’t meant for comfort—only impact.

“Good to see you again,” she murmured, stepping close enough that the faint scent of her perfume wrapped around him. Before he could respond, she pressed a brief kiss to his cheek—soft, warm, intimate enough to send a sharp jolt through his body. “Can I take your jacket?”

“It’s… it’s great to see you too,” Greg managed, stripping off his jacket before his hands could start visibly shaking. “You look incredible. Really. How’ve you been?”

He handed her the jacket, trying not to stare as she turned. The dress clung like a second skin, outlining the subtle sway of her hips. She hung the jacket neatly in the closet by the door, moving with unhurried grace.

“I’ve been good,” she replied over her shoulder, voice smooth and conversational, as if this were the most ordinary visit in the world. “Busy, though. The holidays are creeping up on us, and everything’s getting a little chaotic.” She closed the closet door and faced him again, eyes glinting with something playful. “I almost thought I’d have to reschedule you until after the new year. But when I realized tonight was clear for all of us—and that Sarah would be out—I decided we shouldn’t waste the opportunity.”

The way she said it made his stomach tighten.

She lifted a manicured hand and curled her finger slightly, a subtle beckoning gesture. “Follow me.”

And with that, she turned and began leading him deeper into the house, the soft click of her heels against the floor marking each step as Greg followed, equal parts anticipation and disbelief coursing through him.

Greg had already realized at the door that the red dress concealed absolutely nothing. The fabric clung too intimately, too fluidly, molding to her curves without a single ridge or line to suggest lace or silk beneath. Now, as she walked ahead of him down the hallway, that suspicion hardened into certainty.

She wasn’t wearing anything under it.

The knowledge hit him low in his gut.

Carol moved with deliberate grace, each step measured, her hips swaying in a slow, hypnotic rhythm that made the thin material ripple across the lush curve of her ass. The hem skimmed just below it, teasing with every stride. The red heels lifted her calves into elegant tension, lengthening her legs, making her look taller, more commanding—every inch the woman in control of the evening.

Greg would have followed her anywhere. Down those stairs. Off a cliff. Into sin itself.

She led him into the finished basement room Ted had apparently christened “The Playroom.” The name alone made heat climb up Greg’s neck.

One section of the space was clearly devoted to photography: mounted lights, collapsible backdrops, reflectors stacked neatly against a wall, a tripod already positioned like it was waiting for him. The rest of the room, however, was something else entirely.

Large flat screens lined the walls.

At first he thought they were televisions. Then he realized they were computer-driven monitors, cycling through image after image.

Carol.

Carol in lace. Carol in silk. Carol draped over a chaise lounge. Carol kneeling on a white fur rug, hair spilling over one shoulder, eyes heavy-lidded and inviting. Carol in nothing but shadows and a come-hither smile.

The slideshow moved slowly, reverently, as though each photograph deserved worship.

Greg felt his mouth go dry.

Ted had taken thousands of pictures. That much was obvious. Years’ worth of her—captured, curated, displayed like priceless art. And every single frame revealed something different: playful tease, sultry goddess, confident wife, shameless exhibitionist. She wasn’t just posing. She was performing desire.

He could barely breathe.

“Yes,” he thought, pulse hammering in his ears, “I could stand here all night.”

“Earth to Greg… Earth to Greg.”

Her voice—low, amused—snapped him back.

He blinked and turned. Carol stood near the photography corner now, one hand resting on her hip, the red dress stretching tight across her breasts. Her lips curved knowingly. She had caught him staring. Of course she had.

“I—sorry,” he started, heat flooding his face.

“No need to apologize,” Ted said easily from across the room.

Greg stiffened, momentarily forgetting the husband’s presence. Ted stepped forward with relaxed confidence, following Greg’s gaze to the glowing screens.

“I could look at those for hours myself,” Ted added with a grin. There was no jealousy in his tone—only pride. “But let me walk you through the setup first. Then Carol can show you what she’s picked out to wear tonight. After that, you’re in charge. I’ll help with the lighting so you get the best shots possible.”

Greg studied Ted carefully, searching for any hint of warning or territorial edge. Instead, he found enthusiasm. Approval. Ted loved having a wife that turned heads. Loved displaying her. Loved sharing the spectacle of her beauty.

The realization sent a strange mix of relief and adrenaline through Greg’s veins.

Ted moved efficiently, pointing out the various backdrops—sleek black velvet, crisp white, a deep sapphire blue that would make her skin glow. He indicated a few pieces of furniture they could easily slide into position: a low leather ottoman, a vintage armchair, a narrow chaise that looked made for languid poses.

As Ted explained the basics of the lighting—how to angle the key light to carve shadows along her curves, how to soften the fill so her skin looked luminous—Greg tried to focus.

But it was nearly impossible.

Because Carol stood just a few feet away, watching him.

And beneath that scandalously thin red dress, she was completely bare.

Then Carol turned her attention fully to him, her smile slow and knowing. “Let me show you what I brought,” she murmured, moving toward a garment rack positioned near the back wall.

She smoothed her hands down the dress she was already wearing. “You’ve seen this,” she teased. “But I’m guessing you didn’t really notice the accessories.”

She took a small step back, giving him a better view, then deliberately traced her finger downward between her thighs.

It took him half a second to understand what he was looking at.

Nestled between her legs, glinting in the soft studio light, was a delicate chain that matched the earrings brushing her neck. The fine metal disappeared between the folds of her sex, catching the light each time she shifted her weight. It wasn’t just ornamental—it was intimate. Intoxicating.

“As I walk,” she said, her voice lowering, “it swings. And when it swings, it tugs.” Her lips curved with wicked satisfaction. “Everything down there is connected. So every step I take…” She rolled her hips slightly, just enough for the jewelry to sway. “…I feel it.”

Greg’s mouth went dry.

“It’s subtle,” she added, almost conversationally. “But constant. A little reminder with every movement.” Her gaze locked with his. “So it feels as sexy as it looks.”

The air in the room thickened.

“And you don’t have to wait for me to change,” she said lightly. “If you want to capture this first, I won’t stop you.”

Then she began walking him through the rest.

She lifted a scrap of denim between two fingers—a dangerously low-rise micro miniskirt that looked like it might slide off with a strong breeze—paired with a fitted tank top that would cling to every curve. Next came a sleek bodysuit, soft and stretchy, followed by a pair of Daisy Dukes so short they were barely more than frayed suggestions of shorts.

A cropped top. Booty shorts cut high to bare the curve of her ass.

Then she held up a pair of jeans that made Greg blink. They were already low-rise—but she’d taken scissors to them, slicing off the waistband entirely. “Too modest before,” she said with a shrug. “Now they sit exactly where I want them.” She paired them with a snug tube top that would leave her stomach exposed.

And she wasn’t done.

A sling-style swimsuit—little more than strategic strips of fabric. A high-cut bikini with a push-up top designed to lift and showcase her breasts to devastating effect. And finally, she lifted the smallest triangle of fabric he’d ever seen.

The micro bikini.

“This one,” she said softly, letting it dangle from her fingertips, “is mostly symbolic.”

Greg swallowed.

“I figure we’ve got until about nine,” she continued, businesslike despite the erotic display. “After that we should wrap things up so you can be gone before Sarah gets home.”

“That works for me,” Greg managed. His voice sounded rougher than usual. “But before you change… let me get a few shots of you in the dress.”

Carol’s expression shifted—professional, confident, but still charged with heat. Years of posing had taught her exactly how to move, how to angle her body to best effect. She didn’t need instruction. Within seconds she was turning, arching, giving him her shoulder, her hip, the subtle line of her thigh as the slit of her dress parted.

He clicked frame after frame, adjusting angles, watching the jewelry flicker between her legs whenever she pivoted.

He was about to lower the camera and suggest the first outfit change when she tilted her head. “One more.”

Without waiting for permission, she dragged a low stool into the center of the set and sat down slowly. Deliberately. Her knees parted just enough—just enough—to fully reveal the jeweled chain nestled between her folds.

There was nothing accidental about the pose.

Her chin lifted. Her eyes half-lidded.

It was brazen. Decadent.

Naughty.

And God, she wore naughty like a second skin.

Greg forced himself to breathe as he captured the shot.

When he finally lowered the camera, he cleared his throat. “How about the Daisy Dukes,” he said, “but with the tank top instead?”

Carol’s smile flashed. “Easy.”

In the corner of the playroom was a spacious, well-appointed bathroom. She disappeared inside, the door clicking shut behind her.

As the sound of fabric rustling drifted faintly through the door, Greg turned toward Ted, who had been quietly observing the whole exchange.

“It feels pretty warm down here,” Greg said, tugging lightly at his collar. “Is that from the lights?”

“Partly,” Ted replied with an easy shrug. “But I keep it warmer down here on purpose. Carol can’t exactly pose in scraps of fabric if she’s shivering.” His mouth curved with quiet amusement. “Most of the time I end up in swim trunks myself. Or less.”

He reached into a drawer and tossed something small and skimpy through the air. Greg caught it instinctively—a narrow strip of black Lycra that could barely qualify as a men’s brief. It looked more like a suggestion than actual clothing.

“Go on,” Ted said lightly. “You’ll feel better once you’re out of those layers.”

Without ceremony, Ted peeled off his shirt, then unfastened his jeans and pushed them down his hips. Beneath them, he wore a thin thong that framed his body rather than concealed it. The casual confidence in the gesture made Greg’s hesitation feel almost juvenile.

He lingered for a second too long.

Ted chuckled. “Don’t tell me you’re getting shy. Carol’s about to walk out in something far more revealing than that. No need to be the only one bundled up.”

Greg exhaled slowly. The room really was warm—thick with heat and the faint scent of perfume and anticipation. Standing there in denim and flannel suddenly felt absurd, like he’d wandered into the wrong scene. With Carol slipping into barely-there outfits and Ted already half-naked, he’d stick out in the worst way.

So he undressed.

The air wrapped around his bare skin, humid and intimate. He tugged the tiny swimsuit into place, adjusting himself inside the snug fabric. It left very little to the imagination. Vulnerable. Exposed. And strangely alive.

He’d just finished when the bathroom door opened.

Carol stepped out, and whatever breath remained in Greg’s lungs left him entirely.

The Daisy Dukes were less shorts and more provocation. She had cut them high—higher than any sane person would dare. The back curved scandalously, revealing the lush swell of her ass, the denim framing it like parentheses around something sinful. The front was even more audacious. The inseam had been trimmed so ruthlessly that the only thing connecting front and back was a narrow strip along the center. On either side of it, the soft fullness of her lips peeked out, intimate and unapologetic.

They were outrageous. Indecent.

And she wore them like they were couture.

Greg couldn’t help imagining her at that rock concert she’d mentioned, sunlight glinting off her skin, men staring openly as she moved through the crowd with that same self-assured sway.

Carol liked to shock. She liked to tease.

She liked to be wanted.

The tank top clung to her torso as if painted on. It was cropped high, ending well above her navel and leaving a tantalizing band of bare skin exposed. A delicate piece of jewelry winked from her belly button piercing, catching the light each time she shifted. Beneath the thin stretch of fabric, the unmistakable outline of her nipple barbells pressed forward, bold and unhidden. Every breath she took made them strain against the material, subtle but undeniable.

Her legs were encased in knee-high western boots, soft leather molded to her calves and zipped tight along the inside. The four-inch heels lifted her posture, pushing her hips back just enough to emphasize the curve of her backside and the daring cut of the shorts. Each step produced a slow, deliberate click against the floor—confident, rhythmic, impossible to ignore.

She’d kept the earrings in, and her hair was pulled into a high ponytail that swung with each stride, exposing the elegant line of her neck. The whole look felt deliberate—playful yet commanding, like she knew exactly how far she could push and enjoyed stepping just beyond it.

As she crossed the room toward the posing set, the warmth seemed to rise another degree. Greg’s skin prickled, his pulse thickening in his ears. The tiny swimsuit suddenly felt even smaller, the fabric tightening as his body reacted without asking permission.

Carol didn’t rush. She moved with an easy sway of her hips, aware of every pair of eyes on her. The cut denim shifted against her skin, revealing flashes of smooth flesh with each step. She looked deliciously untamed—like trouble dressed in blue and white cotton.

By the time she reached the center of the room, she was glowing. Not just from the heat, but from something deeper—the thrill of being seen, of being desired, of knowing she could unravel a man with nothing more than a pair of scissors and a wicked smile.

And Greg stood there in his borrowed sliver of fabric, feeling the temperature climb for reasons that had nothing to do with the thermostat.

She sauntered toward them, hips rolling with lazy confidence, the sharp click of her heeled boots punctuating the charged silence in the studio. Ted and Greg stood shoulder to shoulder, both half-naked, both watching her like men caught in a fever dream.

Without breaking stride, she stepped between them.

Her fingers slid over the front of Ted’s suit first, then Greg’s, her touch slow and assessing. She gave each of them a firm, playful squeeze, testing the fabric—and what strained beneath it. A wicked smile curved her mouth.

“Mmm. I approve,” she murmured, and turned away as if she hadn’t just sent heat knifing through both of them.

The set had been transformed. The backdrop now stretched behind her in a wash of pale blue, and beneath her boots lay a sheet of painted plywood the color of sun-baked sand. Under the bright lights, it felt almost like standing in a desert fantasy—heat shimmering, air heavy, everything stripped down to flesh and hunger.

She began to pose.

At first she gave them her back.

She bent slightly at the waist, arching her spine, pushing her ass out in a slow, deliberate offering. The cutoffs barely clung to her curves, revealing more than they concealed. Every subtle shift of her hips made the denim ride higher, the seam tugging obscenely between her thighs. Ted’s camera clicked in rapid succession.

She pivoted gradually into profile, lifting her chin, thrusting her breasts forward. The tight tank strained over her pierced nipples, the metal bars beneath the fabric unmistakable. She slid her palms up, cupping herself, squeezing just enough to lift and round them further. The movement made Greg swallow hard.

The tall boots lengthened her legs, the four-inch heels exaggerating the arch of her back, sculpting her body into a decadent S-curve. When she turned more fully toward the camera, she parted her thighs just enough to hint at what lay between them. The jewelry at her navel caught the light, and lower still, the glint of metal near the center seam of her shorts flickered each time she shifted.

She favored asymmetry—one hip cocked, most of her weight resting on a single leg while the other angled out, toe grazing the painted “sand.” It was casual, insolent, devastatingly sexual.

When Ted finally lowered the camera, thinking the set complete, she only smirked.

“Follow me.”

They trailed her up the stairs like obedient boys.

In the bedroom, she crossed to the dresser and retrieved a cowboy hat, tossing it onto the vanity before settling onto the stool. With deliberate slowness, she pulled the elastic from her ponytail. Her golden hair spilled down her back in a shimmering cascade.

She handed Ted a brush.

“Do it.”

He didn’t hesitate. This was his private indulgence—one he never tired of. He stepped close behind her and drew the brush through her hair, long, reverent strokes from crown to waist. The mirrors reflected everything: her exposed midriff, the swell of her breasts beneath the thin tank, the teasing sliver of skin above those scandalous shorts.

More than once in the past she’d sat there completely naked while he brushed her, letting him drink in the sight of her body from every angle. It always left him rigid, straining, aching.

Today she kept the tank and shorts on, but the intimacy of the ritual was no less potent. He smoothed her hair just enough for the hat to sit properly, his knuckles grazing her shoulders, the back of her neck. Greg stood a few steps away, watching the tableau in the mirror—older woman, younger man, the unspoken current between them humming.

When she was satisfied, she rose, placed the hat on her head, and led them back downstairs.

The camera came up again.

This time she peeled off the tank top.

For a few shots, the cowboy hat was all that shielded her breasts. She held it low, brim tilted just enough to hide her nipples while revealing the soft upper curves. In others, she lifted it higher, teasing exposure before letting the shadow fall again. The game thrilled her; they could see it in the way her lips parted, in the flush spreading across her chest.

Then the tank returned.

The shorts did not.

She stepped out of them slowly, boots still on, hat tipped forward. Standing with her legs slightly apart, she positioned the hat between her thighs, covering her sex for the lens. The contrast—bare skin, tall boots, desert backdrop—felt decadent, almost dangerous.

Finally, she turned her back to the camera.

Hat still perched on her head, she bent forward just enough to present herself fully. Her bare ass gleamed under the lights. With a playful laugh, she reached back and delivered a sharp smack to her own flesh.

The crack echoed through the studio.

Ted captured the moment as she did it again—another spank, another delighted grin over her shoulder.

She wasn’t just posing.

She was reveling in it.

Her final look of the night was something she called a slingshot suit, though when Greg really studied it, he wasn’t convinced it qualified as swimwear at all. The scrap of fabric in her hands was crimson lace—delicate, scandalously sheer. Once it disappeared into her bedroom with her, he tried to imagine how that whisper of red could possibly contain her.

It took longer than he expected.

While she dressed, Ted shifted the set at her request—replacing the lighter backdrop with something moodier, a deep charcoal that swallowed the light, and rolling out a matching dark floor. The room transformed into something intimate and shadowed, like a private club after midnight.

When Carol finally stepped out, Greg’s breath caught.

Her hair fell loose and heavy down her back, but the sides had been drawn away from her face into a small tie at the back of her head, exposing the elegant curve of her ears and the slow shimmer of her earrings. The jewel at her navel still winked under the lights, but the teasing glint between her thighs was gone. The red lace clung to her like a secret—transparent enough that nothing was truly hidden. She’d traded the boots for the same high heels she’d worn with the red dress, the slender spikes sharpening the line of her calves and lifting her ass into a perfect, arrogant curve.

“I could dance in this,” she said, a playful promise in her voice.

To make sure the daring strips of lace behaved, she’d secured them with adhesive at her shoulders and over her nipples. Insurance. Not modesty.

Ted cued up music she used to practice to back when she entered amateur nights and wet T-shirt contests—songs with heavy bass and teasing rhythms. The first track rolled out, and she began gently, swaying her hips, letting her body find the beat the way she might in a crowded club with Ted’s hands on her waist. Her movements were easy, fluid. Controlled.

But as the playlist moved on, so did she.

By the second song, she gave herself over to it. Her breasts became the focal point—rolling, lifting, bouncing in time with the music. She tossed her head, hair sliding over her shoulders as her tits moved with deliberate, hypnotic insistence. The adhesive held firm; nothing slipped, nothing betrayed her. She knew exactly how far she could push it.

The effort showed in the sheen on her skin, in the quickening rise and fall of her chest. Dancing like that wasn’t just seduction—it was work. She paused, laughing softly, and reached for water before the next number.

When the third song began, her focus shifted lower. She turned, presenting the lush curve of her ass, bending her knees into slow, controlled squats that made the lace stretch tight over her hips. She kicked high, spun, then dropped gracefully to the floor. On her hands and knees she rolled her hips in slow circles, arching her back so the line of her spine was pure invitation. Then she flipped onto her back, legs slicing the air before opening wide into a bold V, heels planted, lace barely there. The dark set made her skin glow like something lit from within.

Greg had long since switched from still shots to video, unwilling to miss a second of it.

She took another break, sipping ice water, her cheeks flushed, her body humming from exertion. “You’ll want to keep filming for this one,” she told him with a knowing smile.

Ted had installed a pole in the playroom months ago—part exercise equipment, part fantasy. As the next song started, Carol wrapped her fingers around the cool metal and let her body lean back, trusting her grip.

She’d taken classes, she’d said. It showed.

She moved with surprising strength and grace for a woman her size—swinging herself around the pole in smooth arcs, extending one long leg until it sliced the air, toes pointed. She gripped with her thighs and lowered into controlled squats, rising again in a fluid roll of hips and shoulders. The lace flashed red as she spun, as she hooked one knee and circled slowly, letting the momentum carry her hair into a golden halo around her.

She didn’t attempt the inverted tricks—the upside-down holds and gravity-defying poses—but she didn’t need to. Every movement she chose was deliberate, confident, sensual. The pole became less an apparatus and more a partner, something she commanded and used, her body winding around it with practiced ease.

And Greg kept the camera steady, capturing it all—the heat, the power, the way she seemed utterly alive inside her own skin.

Carol disappeared into the bath and dressing room again, leaving the air humming with anticipation. When she returned, at first glance she looked exactly the same—red lace clinging to her curves, heels clicking softly against the dark floor. But there was a difference. The careful reinforcement that had kept the slingshot obediently in place was gone. No adhesive on her shoulders. None shielding her nipples.

She gave Ted a slow, knowing look. “One more song.”

The music rolled in, low and sultry. She began the way she had at the start of the night—easy sways of her hips, arms lifting languidly above her head, hair brushing her bare shoulders. Innocent. Almost restrained.

Almost.

On the first slow turn, the lace slipped slightly. One rosy peak eased free, brushing the cool air. She gasped softly, fingers flying to catch the fabric, laughing under her breath as if embarrassed. The next pivot was a little sharper, her breasts bouncing with the rhythm—and the other nipple escaped its flimsy cage.

She made a show of trying to save it, tugging the narrow strip of lace back into place, twisting her torso as though fighting gravity itself. But the slingshot had no intention of staying loyal. With one last dramatic shimmy, it surrendered completely, sliding down her hips and pooling at her feet.

She finished the song gloriously bare.

No lace. No pretense. Just Carol—flushed, breathing hard, breasts rising and falling, curls spilling down her back as she stepped out of the discarded scrap and let the silence settle.

When the music faded, she walked straight to Ted.

“I’ll let you touch my tits,” she murmured, her voice thick with promise, “if you let me feel how hard you are.”

He didn’t hesitate. His erection sprang free as though it had been waiting for permission. She cupped him, stroking slowly, while his hands closed around her breasts—palms kneading, thumbs circling her sensitive nipples. Her head tipped back as pleasure rippled through her, her body responding instinctively to the friction of his fingers.

Then she turned to Greg.

“I’ll offer you the same deal,” she said softly. “But you have to put the camera down.”

The decision was instant. The camera was abandoned without regret. He stepped into her space, hands sliding over her warm skin, claiming the weight of her breasts, testing their softness. She reached for him in return, slipping her hand inside his bikini bottoms and wrapping her fingers around his thick, straining cock.

He was so hard she needed both hands to hold him.

“Oh… that’s beautiful,” she breathed, admiration glinting in her eyes.

She stroked him slowly, deliberately, savoring the feel of him. A bead of precum gathered at the tip, and she traced it with her fingertip before bringing it to her lips. Her eyes never left his as she slipped her finger into her mouth, sucking gently, tongue circling in a slow, teasing swirl.

The gesture hit him like a punch.

She withdrew, leaving him aching.

“Any more outfits you want me to try on for you?” she asked lightly, as though she didn’t already know the answer.

Greg’s grin said everything.

Carol bent to retrieve the fallen slingshot, setting it aside with the rest of the discarded costumes. Then she reached for the micro bikini. Back in the dressing room, she added delicate dangling jewelry to her nipples and to her labial rings—ornaments that would catch the light and sway with every movement—before carefully tucking them out of sight beneath the tiny suit.

Before she disappeared fully, she signaled to Ted that she wanted something to recline on.

When she returned, the set had changed again. A low piece of furniture waited beneath softened lighting. She asked for gentle music—something atmospheric, something that would breathe with her.

Then she began to move.

The micro bikini left almost nothing to the imagination. She paced slowly across the floor, fingertips trailing over her collarbone, down between her breasts, along the taut plane of her stomach. Her hands wandered as though they belonged to someone else, exploring, claiming.

She cupped her breasts, lifting them, thumbs brushing over the hidden jewelry until her nipples tightened visibly beneath the thin fabric. A quiet moan slipped from her lips.

Turning away, she reached back, spreading her cheeks slightly, fingertips gliding between them in a slow, deliberate stroke that made her hips roll forward. The movement was intimate, unapologetic.

Then she faced them again.

Her hands drifted lower, sliding over her hips, down to the triangle of fabric barely concealing her. She teased herself through it at first, circling, pressing, letting herself sink into the rhythm of her own pleasure. The music faded into the background as she surrendered to sensation, lost in the slow burn she was building with her own touch.

Then she began to speak, her voice low and smoky, broken by slow, deliberate pauses as if she were savoring every second.

“This has been so unbelievably hot…” She let the words hang in the air, her eyes half-lidded, drifting from one man to the other. “I love being watched. I love knowing your eyes are on me… drinking me in.” A languid breath slipped from her lips. “And when you both just handed me your cocks like that—no hesitation, no shame…” She shivered. “God, that was such a rush. And your hands on my tits—” her fingers skimmed over her breasts as if reliving it— “it sent little lightning bolts straight to my clit.”

With a slow, teasing motion, she peeled off the top of her micro bikini.

Her breasts sprang free, heavy and lush, adorned now with long, delicate chains that hung from her pierced nipples. The jewelry caught the light, glinting as she rolled her shoulders and gave a slow, deliberate bounce. The chains swayed and shimmered against her flushed skin.

“I love my titties,” she murmured, cupping them reverently. “I love what they do to men.”

Her thumbs brushed over her nipples, already taut, and she hissed softly. “Mmm… that feels so good. When I pinch them…” She squeezed, tugged, twisting just enough to make her breath hitch. “Oh, fuck. That makes me want to be filled.”

She wandered the room as she played with herself, pulling and rolling her nipples between her fingers, her back arching with every spark of sensation. Then she bent her head and drew one nipple into her mouth, tongue circling, teeth grazing lightly. A soft moan spilled out around her own flesh.

“Oh yeah…” she breathed when she released it, her lips swollen and wet. “Almost too much.”

But not quite.

She slid the bottom of the bikini down her hips, letting it pool at her feet. The delicate chains nestled between her thighs were finally revealed, framing the slick heat between her legs.

Turning away from them, she bent at the waist and leaned forward onto the recliner Ted had positioned for her. Her bare ass lifted invitingly, cheeks round and firm, the curve of her back a perfect invitation. Reaching to the side pocket of the recliner, she withdrew a small vibrator.

She glanced over her shoulder, a wicked smile curving her lips.

Spreading her cheeks with one hand, she pressed the humming tip to her tight little opening, teasing in slow circles. Her knees trembled. “Oh—yes… yes… yes…” The vibration made her gasp, her hips pushing back instinctively, hungry for more. She dragged the toy lower, then back again, savoring the way it buzzed against sensitive skin before finally pressing inward.

The sound she made was almost a growl. “Baby… I need to fuck.” Her voice was rough now, desperate. “I seriously need to fuck. My pussy cannot stand being empty another second.”

She turned to face them, eyes wild, cheeks flushed, breasts heaving. Setting the vibrator down on the recliner, she stood in front of them and slid her hand between her thighs, fingers parting slick folds already glistening.

“Gentlemen,” she said, breathless but commanding, “I am going to come. You can stand there and keep taking your damn pictures… or you can strip and stroke yourselves with me.” Her mouth curved into a feral grin. “Because this woman is overheated, and I am not staying like this.”

She lowered herself onto the recliner, leaning back, spreading her legs wide without a trace of modesty. One hand moved to her clit, strumming it in quick, practiced strokes that made her hips lift off the cushion. The other slid inside her, fingers curling, searching, then pressing deep until she found that spongy, electric spot that made her cry out.

Ted couldn’t take it anymore. His thong dropped to the floor, and he stood naked before her, stroking himself in long, hungry pulls, his gaze locked on his wife as she writhed. He adored this—her abandon, her hunger, the way pleasure overtook her.

Greg’s camera lowered, forgotten. Within seconds his bikini followed, and he joined Ted, fist wrapped around his thick cock, pumping in rhythm with Carol’s frantic movements.

And there she was, jewelry swaying, breasts bouncing, fingers buried deep, playing herself shamelessly while both men watched—and touched—completely captivated by the woman unraveling in front of them.

Carol felt it building—tight, relentless, climbing higher with every stroke of her fingers. The pressure coiled low in her belly, demanding release. Without breaking rhythm, she grabbed the small vibrator again, flicked it back to life, and slid it behind her. Lifting one leg, she pressed her heel against the base, guiding it deep inside herself, anchoring it there so she could grind against it.

Her other hand never stopped. Two fingers curved and thrust inside her slick heat, seeking that sensitive place that made her gasp, while her thumb worked her swollen clit in fast, desperate circles. The room had gone almost reverent in its silence—just the hum of the toy, the wet sounds of her body, the ragged breathing of the men watching her unravel.

Her head fell back. “It’s coming,” she warned, voice trembling, thick with promise. “Oh God—here it comes!”

The first wave hit like a lightning strike. Her body arched, muscles clenching hard around her fingers and the vibrator buried inside her. A raw cry tore from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and unstoppable. Pleasure shattered her, and she gushed in a hot, uncontrollable rush, soaking the couch beneath her, splashing onto the floor. She convulsed again and again, riding it, lost in it—utterly surrendered.

The sight of her—spread wide, drenched, shaking in ecstasy—pushed both men over the edge. Greg groaned as he spilled himself, and Ted followed, his release pulsing from him as he watched his wife come apart in bliss.

Ted barely caught his breath before murmuring to Greg, low and unapologetic, “Sorry, man. What comes next is mine.”

He moved instantly, dropping to his knees between Carol’s still-trembling thighs. She was open, flushed, glistening. With a possessive tenderness, he bent his head and kissed her there—slow, reverent. His tongue traced through the evidence of her climax, savoring her, cleaning her with deliberate devotion. She whimpered at the first stroke, oversensitive, but he didn’t stop. He licked and suckled gently, coaxing her back up just as she tried to float down.

Her fingers tangled in his hair. “Ted… oh God…”

Another orgasm flickered to life, softer but no less consuming. Her hips rocked weakly against his mouth as he drew it from her, then another—small, trembling aftershocks that made her sigh and shudder beneath him. He didn’t rush her. He tasted her like she was something precious, something sacred.

When her breathing finally began to slow, he rose and stretched out beside her on the couch. He pulled her into his arms so she faced him, her body pliant and glowing, skin still damp. His voice was quiet now, intimate, meant only for her.

“Baby… that was incredible.” He brushed her hair back from her face, eyes warm with awe. “You’re so damn beautiful. And when you come like that? It takes my breath away. I love you. I swear, I have the most sensual woman in the world.”

He kissed her gently—her lips, her cheeks, the curve of her shoulder, the tops of her breasts—soft contrasts to the feral hunger from moments before. His hands held her close, protective and adoring, as if she were something fragile instead of the storm she’d just unleashed.

She melted against him, completely spent. For a moment, Greg couldn’t tell if she’d drifted off or simply fallen so deep inside herself that she wasn’t aware of anything else. Ted glanced at him and lifted a finger to his lips, silently asking for stillness.

After a few quiet breaths, Carol stirred. Her eyes fluttered open, heavy but bright. She turned her head toward Greg, a slow, satisfied smile curving her mouth.

“Ooo… that was fun,” she said, her voice husky with lingering pleasure. “I didn’t exactly plan on going that far. But I didn’t exactly forbid it either.” A teasing glint lit her eyes. “Did you get enough pictures?”

Greg huffed out a breathless laugh. “More than I ever imagined.”

“Good.” Her tone shifted, playful but firm. “Those are for you. Only you. No one else sees them.”

He nodded immediately. “They’ll be locked down tighter than Fort Knox. Geek’s honor.”

“Perfect.” She eased herself upright, wincing slightly as the last tremors faded. “Stick around a minute. I need to clean up and throw something on.”

She gathered her tiny skirt and the tube top from the floor, along with her high-heeled sandals. A shower could wait; for now, she just wanted to feel composed again. While she disappeared briefly to freshen up, Ted moved efficiently around the room—wiping down the couch, clearing the floor, shutting off the lights and monitors, powering down the equipment that had captured every second.

Greg and Ted slipped back into their street clothes, the charged air slowly settling into something calmer—though the memory of what had just unfolded still pulsed between them, vivid and unforgettable.

Carol looked devastating in the scrap of fabric she’d pulled on—microscopic skirt hugging her hips, tube top barely containing the lush curve of her breasts. The hem skimmed so high it revealed the soft underside of her ass with every step. When she turned and started up the stairs ahead of them, she didn’t hurry. She knew exactly what that view did to a man—the hypnotic sway of her hips, the slow ripple of flesh beneath smooth skin. She let them follow, let Greg drink in the teasing reveal of her body as if she were offering him one last private show.

She suspected he was building toward something. She could feel it in the charged silence behind her, in the way his footsteps faltered and caught up again.

At the hall closet where they’d left his coat, Greg finally cleared his throat.

“Do you remember,” he began, voice tight, “at the restaurant… when you told me to call Bob? When you gave me his number?”

Carol glanced over her shoulder, eyes warm, inviting him to continue.

“I called him,” Greg said, swallowing. “He told me I’d be an idiot—his exact word—if I didn’t take you up on your offer. He said I’d regret it for the rest of my life if I didn’t let you teach me.”

He dragged a hand through his hair, nerves written all over him. “I’m not exactly… bold. Even after talking to him, I couldn’t figure out how to bring it up. I kept chickening out.” His gaze lifted to hers, earnest and almost painfully open. “But downstairs… watching you just now… the way you let yourself go, the way you came apart…” His breath hitched at the memory. “And then the way Ted held you. The way he touched you after. It wasn’t just sex. It was… tenderness. The two of you looked like you were dissolving into each other.”

His voice dropped. “You don’t see that in porn. You don’t see that softness. That connection. And I realized—that’s what I want to understand. That’s what I want to be able to give a woman.” He met her eyes fully now. “I want to learn. From you. The way you taught Bob. The way you’ve taught others.”

Carol didn’t interrupt. She let him speak it all, watched the flush climb his neck, admired the courage it took for him to stand there and ask.

Greg exhaled slowly, as though he’d been holding that request in his lungs for months.

The truth was, he’d been thinking about her for far longer than tonight.

Ever since that afternoon in the backyard—when she’d pretended not to notice the way her son Tommy and his friends had gone still at the sight of her in that wickedly small bikini—Greg’s imagination had been branded with her. She’d bent to pick up a shuttlecock, sunlight gliding over her thighs. She’d laughed as she played badminton with them, breasts bouncing, fabric barely covering what it was meant to conceal. She had known they were watching. And she had let them.

Later, when he’d discovered Tommy had candid photos of her on his computer—Carol smiling in bikinis, leaning over gardening beds, stretching by the pool—Greg hadn’t been able to stop himself from staring. From wanting something of his own.

He’d written to Tommy eventually, half-joking, half-desperate. Tommy’s response had been simple: Ask her.

It had taken everything in Greg to do just that.

When he finally approached Carol, awkward and flushed, asking if she would ever allow him a picture—just one—she hadn’t laughed. She hadn’t scolded him.

She’d surprised him.

Instead, she’d invited him over. Told him about the finished studio space in the basement, where Ted sometimes photographed her—professional lights, backdrops, the whole setup. If Greg wanted photographs, she’d said, he could take them himself.

She hadn’t just offered him an image.

She’d offered him access.

And now, standing inches away from her in that scandalously brief skirt, after witnessing the full, uninhibited force of her pleasure, Greg understood that what he wanted went far beyond pictures.

He wanted the lesson.

He wanted her.

Carol was careful about timing. There was no way she intended to stage this little photo session while her eighteen-year-old daughter was home. Discretion mattered. So Greg emailed her his class schedule, and she cross-checked it against Sarah’s calendar and her own, searching for a pocket of privacy. They finally agreed on Thursday evening, after six-thirty. Sarah would be out—class first, then cheering at a junior varsity game—and wouldn’t return until close to ten. A generous window.

Carol and Ted shared an early, light dinner. Afterward, she excused herself to get ready, taking her time in front of the mirror. She smoothed lotion over her skin until it glowed, brushed her hair until it fell like silk down the center of her back, and chose her outfit with deliberate care. If Greg wanted photographs, she would give him something worth capturing.

At precisely six-thirty, the doorbell chimed.

She opened the door herself.

Greg’s breath stalled.

Her hair shimmered under the foyer lights, a glossy curtain cascading between her shoulder blades. Long gold earrings brushed her neck when she moved. The dress—if it could even be called that—was a sheer crimson tube that clung to her body like a second skin. Strapless, it dipped daringly low over the swell of her breasts, the fabric stretched tight across every curve, sliding down her hips and ending just beneath the rounded curve of her ass. The material was thin enough to hint at everything beneath.

And there was nothing beneath.

On her feet, red stilettos arched her calves and tilted her hips into a provocative angle that made the dress strain deliciously against her body.

“Good to see you again,” she murmured, leaning in to brush a quick, warm kiss over his cheek. Her perfume—something soft and intoxicating—wrapped around him. “Can I take your jacket?”

“It’s great to see you, too,” he managed, pulling the jacket off with slightly unsteady hands. “You look… incredible. How have you been?”

She smiled, accepting the jacket and hanging it neatly in the closet beside the door. “Busy,” she replied. “The holidays are creeping up on us. I almost thought I’d have to postpone tonight until after the new year.” She glanced back at him, eyes glinting. “But when I realized this evening was open—and that Sarah would be out—I decided we shouldn’t waste the opportunity.”

The emphasis was subtle. Intentional.

She gestured with a manicured hand. “Come on. Follow me.”

Greg did.

The foyer lights illuminated the faint outline of her body through the red fabric as she walked ahead of him. The material shifted with each step, revealing unmistakably that she wore nothing underneath. No lines. No lace. Just smooth, bare skin beneath that teasing veil. Her hips swayed with unhurried confidence, an exaggerated rhythm that seemed meant solely for his benefit.

He would have followed that sway anywhere.

She led him downstairs to the finished basement—a space Ted jokingly called “The Playroom.” One corner was clearly set up as a photography studio, complete with lighting rigs and backdrops in neutral tones. But the rest of the room drew Greg’s attention immediately.

Large flat screens lined the walls.

At first glance they looked like oversized televisions, but as he stepped closer, he realized they were computer-driven monitors. Images cycled across them in a slow, endless stream—Carol in silk robes slipping from her shoulders, Carol draped across velvet furniture, Carol in lingerie, in nothing at all, in poses both playful and unapologetically erotic. Hundreds. Maybe thousands. Each frame a testament to years of admiration behind the camera.

Greg swallowed.

Ted had documented every inch of this woman, every mood and fantasy. And yet tonight, she had invited him—Greg—to step behind the lens.

“Yes,” he thought, pulse quickening, “there must be thousands of these.”

He was so absorbed in the shifting images—Carol arching, Carol smiling knowingly into the camera—that he didn’t notice she had turned to face him.

“Earth to Greg,” she called softly, amusement threading through her voice. “Earth to Greg.”

Her smile was slow, intimate, and entirely aware of the effect she was having on him.

Greg started to murmur an apology, embarrassed at having been caught staring at the endless parade of Carol’s sultry images glowing across the monitors. But Ted cut him off with an easy chuckle.

“Don’t,” he said, clapping Greg lightly on the shoulder. “I could lose entire evenings just watching those. But let me walk you through the setup first. Then Carol can show you what she’s picked out for tonight, and you can get started. I’ll handle the lighting so you can focus on capturing her.”

There was no edge in Ted’s voice. No jealousy. If anything, there was pride—undisguised, unapologetic pride. Greg had half-expected tension, some territorial stiffness. Instead, Ted moved around the room with the relaxed confidence of a man who adored showing off what was his.

He pointed out the different backdrops—sleek black, soft gray, a dramatic crimson sweep that would make skin glow like fire. He demonstrated how quickly they could rearrange the furniture: a velvet chaise, a minimalist stool, a low leather bench. Then he adjusted a few lights, explaining angles and shadows, how to make curves look even more decadent.

Greg nodded, absorbing it all, but he was acutely aware of Carol standing nearby. Of the heat she seemed to radiate.

When Ted finished, Carol stepped forward, her red dress clinging obscenely to her body as if it had been poured over her bare skin. “Now,” she said, her voice smooth and playful, “let me show you what I brought to wear.”

She gestured to a nearby rack and table, where an array of fabrics and scraps masquerading as clothing waited like delicious secrets. “Obviously there’s this,” she added, smoothing her hands down the sides of her hips. The dress dipped low over her breasts, the thin material molding to her nipples. “But maybe you didn’t notice all the accessories.”

She took a small step back from Greg and slowly parted her thighs just enough.

His breath caught.

Between her legs, gleaming beneath the sheer red fabric, a delicate chain shimmered. It matched the gold of her earrings, but this piece was far more intimate—suspended from her labia, the tiny charm resting at the apex of her sex.

“As I walk,” she explained softly, her eyes locked on his, “it sways. And when it sways, it tugs. My inner lips are sensitive… and that connects right up to the hood of my clit.” Her lips curved, wicked and knowing. “So every step gives me a little spark.”

She shifted her weight deliberately, and the faintest jingle of metal reached his ears.

“It’s surprisingly distracting,” she murmured. “In the best way. It feels as sexy as it looks. And you’re more than welcome to photograph it before I change.”

Greg swallowed, forcing himself to remain professional, though his pulse was anything but steady.

Carol turned, reaching for the first outfit. “Then we have options.” She lifted a barely-there micro miniskirt and a fitted tank top that promised to ride up with the slightest movement. Next came a sleek bodysuit that would cling like a second skin, followed by a pair of Daisy Dukes so abbreviated they looked painted on.

“There’s this,” she said, holding up a crop top and a pair of shameless booty shorts. “And these.” She ran her fingers along a pair of super low-rise jeans. “I modified them myself. Cut off the waistband so they sit even lower.” She paired them with a snug tube top.

Her smile deepened as she continued: a daring sling-style swimsuit; a high-cut bikini with a push-up top that would thrust her breasts upward in brazen display; and finally, a micro bikini so minimal it was practically symbolic.

“I think we’re safe until about nine,” she said, glancing at the clock. “After that, we’ll need to wrap up so you can be gone before Sarah gets home.”

“That works for me,” Greg managed. His voice sounded rough to his own ears. He lifted his camera, grateful for something to anchor himself. “But before you change… I need a few shots of you in that dress.”

Carol didn’t need direction. Years in front of Ted’s lens had made her instinctive. She shifted her weight, arched her back just enough to accentuate the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. She turned her face toward the light, lashes lowered, then looked straight into the camera with a heat that made the air feel thick.

The shutter clicked again and again.

He was almost ready to suggest the first outfit change when she tilted her head thoughtfully. “One more,” she said.

She dragged a simple stool into the center of the set and sat down slowly, deliberately. The red fabric rode higher on her thighs as she adjusted herself. Then she spread her legs just enough.

The sheer material parted.

The gold chain between her lips gleamed openly now, fully revealed. The charm rested against her swollen flesh, catching the light—and with it, Greg’s undivided attention.

It was scandalous. Intimate. Bold.

And Carol’s expression as she held the pose—half challenge, half invitation—made it clear she knew exactly how wicked it was.

Naughty suited her.

Naughty made her glow.

Greg cleared his throat, trying to sound professional despite the heat simmering under his skin. “How about the Daisy Dukes,” he said, “but with the tank top?”

Carol’s lips curved, slow and knowing. “Easy.” She slipped toward the oversized bathroom tucked into the corner of the playroom, hips swaying with deliberate rhythm, the faint glint between her thighs catching the light as she disappeared inside.

The door clicked shut.

Greg exhaled and turned to Ted. “Is it just me, or is it really warm down here? Is that from the lights?”

Ted chuckled. “Partly. But I keep it warmer than the rest of the house. When Carol’s posing in next to nothing—or nothing at all—I don’t want her shivering.” His grin turned conspiratorial. “Half the time I end up in swim trunks myself. Sometimes less.”

Before Greg could process that, Ted tossed him a scrap of fabric—if it could even be called that. A minimalist men’s brief, barely more than a suggestion. “Put that on while we wait. You’ll feel better.”

Ted didn’t hesitate. He peeled off his shirt, then stepped out of his jeans with casual ease, revealing the thong he’d been wearing beneath them. The sight jolted Greg—this easy, unapologetic comfort with skin and exposure.

Greg stalled, fingers hooked in his belt loops.

“Oh, come on,” Ted teased, smile warm rather than mocking. “Carol’s about to walk out wearing less than that. Don’t get shy on us now.”

There was no judgment in his tone—only invitation. And Greg suddenly felt absurd standing there in heavy denim and flannel while the room pulsed with heat and expectation. The air itself felt charged, like foreplay.

He stripped quickly, folding his clothes aside before stepping into the tiny suit. The fabric hugged him indecently, outlining far more than he was used to revealing. The warmth of the room kissed his bare skin, and he had to admit—Ted had been right. It felt better.

The bathroom door opened.

Carol stepped out like she’d been conjured from a fever dream.

The Daisy Dukes were less shorts and more provocation. She’d sliced them herself, and the result was criminal—denim carved away so ruthlessly that the curve of her ass spilled free beneath the frayed edges. When she turned slightly, Greg saw the truth of it: they exposed more than they concealed. The front rode so high that the delicate swell of her lips framed the center seam, that narrow strip of fabric the only thing connecting front to back. It was obscene. Brazen.

And she wore them like a crown.

The tank top clung to her, thin cotton stretched tight over her breasts. The metal barbells through her nipples pressed clearly against the fabric, twin shadows that left nothing to imagination. The hem stopped well above her navel, where another piece of jewelry winked from her piercing, catching the light every time she breathed.

Her legs—God—her legs.

Knee-high western boots encased them, leather molded to her calves, zippers hidden along the inside seams. The four-inch heels lifted her, tilted her hips forward, exaggerated every line of her body. Each step struck the floor with a confident, deliberate rhythm.

She’d left the earrings in, and her hair was pulled into a high ponytail that made her look both younger and impossibly more dangerous. It drew the eye to her throat, the proud line of her shoulders, the swell of her chest.

She crossed the room toward the set, and the sway of her hips was unhurried, intentional. The denim shifted. The jewelry between her thighs shimmered faintly.

Heat rushed through Greg’s bloodstream, settling low and urgent.

Carol didn’t just look hot.

She looked like trouble—exactly the kind she adored being.

She sauntered straight toward them, hips rolling with deliberate provocation, boots striking the floor in slow, confident beats. Without a word, she slipped between them and let her palms drift over the fronts of their tiny suits. Her fingers closed in a lazy, testing squeeze—first Ted, then Greg—measuring the heat and hardness beneath the thin fabric. A slow, satisfied smile curved her mouth.

“Mmm. I approve,” she murmured, and turned away, leaving them flushed and thickening under her touch.

The backdrop had been swapped for a pale, endless blue, and beneath her boots lay a sheet of plywood painted the color of sunbaked sand. Under the lights it created the illusion of heat shimmering off desert ground. She stepped onto it like a woman claiming her stage.

Carol began with her back to the camera, bending slightly at the waist, hands braced on her thighs so the scraps of denim rode even higher. The shorts were scandalously minimal, barely skimming the swell of her cheeks. Every subtle shift of her hips was an invitation. The tall heels forced her spine into a decadent curve, accentuating the lush rise of her ass. Ted’s camera clicked in steady rhythm.

She turned gradually, offering her profile. Her breasts thrust forward, straining against the cropped tank. She lifted them in her hands, fingers spreading possessively over the undersides, nipples pressing hard against the fabric so the outlines of her piercings showed through. The movement was bold, unapologetic. She knew exactly what she was doing to them.

Rotating further, she faced the lens. Her legs parted, stance wide and grounded. The center seam of the Daisy Dukes strained between her thighs, and on either side, the delicate glint of jewelry teased the eye—metal catching the light against warm, bare skin. She shifted her weight onto one hip, cocking it with practiced ease, the free leg extended, toe grazing the floor. Every pose exaggerated a different curve—hip, breast, thigh—her body a slow, deliberate study in temptation.

When the last shutter snap faded, she lifted a finger and crooked it at them. “Come on. I need something.”

They trailed after her upstairs, past the familiar hallway and into the bedroom. The intimacy of the space thickened the air. She reached into the closet and retrieved a cowboy hat, then pulled the elastic from her hair. The golden ponytail tumbled free, cascading down her back.

She seated herself at the vanity, spine straight, hair spilling over her shoulders. Passing Ted a brush, she tilted her head slightly. “Make it smooth.”

He didn’t need further instruction. He stepped behind her, dragging the brush slowly through the heavy silk of her hair. It was a ritual he adored—often she would sit there bare and glowing beneath the lights of the mirror, letting him tend to her while he stared shamelessly at her naked breasts reflected back at him. It always made him hard. Always.

Today, she kept the brushing brief—just enough to loosen the waves so the hat would sit properly. When he finished, she set the cowboy hat on her head at a rakish angle and rose.

Back downstairs, the desert illusion awaited.

For the next series, she slipped the tank top over her head and tossed it aside. The hat tipped low, brim shadowing her eyes as she held it strategically in front of her chest, covering her breasts just enough to keep them hidden while revealing the seductive curve beneath. In a few frames, she let it hover lower, teasing exposure before lifting it again with a wicked grin.

Then the tank returned, and she peeled the tiny shorts down her hips, stepping out of them with deliberate slowness. This time the hat descended, shielding the apex between her thighs. She posed with her legs parted, one hand resting on her hip, the other gripping the brim. The effect was playful but unmistakably erotic—suggestion stronger than full display.

For the final shots, she turned her back to the camera once more, naked from the waist down. The hat perched proudly atop her head. She glanced over her shoulder, eyes glittering with mischief, and brought her palm down in a sharp smack against her own bare ass. The sound echoed lightly through the studio.

The camera clicked furiously.

She laughed—low, throaty, unrestrained. She was radiant with the pleasure of being watched, of orchestrating their desire as easily as she changed costumes. And she was nowhere near finished.

Her next transformation that night was something she called a slingshot swimsuit, though when Greg finally saw it, he wasn’t convinced it qualified as swimwear at all. The thing was crafted from sheer red lace, scandalously delicate, and once it stretched over Carol’s curves it left almost nothing to the imagination. It clung to her like a secret barely kept.

It took her longer than usual to step into it, to adjust the narrow strips of lace so they framed rather than hid. While she dressed, Ted reset the stage at her direction—trading the pale backdrop for something moodier, a deep charcoal wall and matching dark floor that made the red of the lace burn brighter.

When she finally emerged, Greg felt the air shift.

Her hair tumbled down her back in a golden cascade, but the sides had been drawn back into a small, tight ponytail that bared her ears and let her earrings glitter under the lights. The jeweled barbell at her navel still winked with every breath. The intimate piercings she’d worn earlier were gone, leaving the lace to trace the tender line of her sex without distraction. She’d abandoned the boots, slipping instead into the same high heels she’d worn with the red dress—heels that arched her feet and lifted her hips into a provocative tilt.

“This one’s meant for dancing,” she said, her smile slow and knowing.

To make sure the lace obeyed her, she’d discreetly brushed adhesive along her shoulders and over her nipples, ensuring the fragile garment wouldn’t betray her mid-move. Ted cued up music she used to practice to back when she’d flirted with amateur night stages and wet T-shirt contests. The first beat pulsed through the room, low and familiar.

She began gently.

At first, she moved the way she might in a crowded club—hips swaying, shoulders rolling, her body brushing the rhythm as if Ted were behind her on a dim dance floor. Her hands skimmed over her own waist, her thighs, a slow invitation rather than a demand.

But as the next track slid in, something sharpened.

She turned up the heat, letting her breasts take center stage. She shook them with playful confidence, bouncing and rolling her shoulders so the lace trembled and strained. The adhesive held firm, keeping everything deliciously in place despite the force of her movements. Greg could see the concentration behind her eyes, the thrill of control—how she knew exactly what she was showing and how.

By the time the song ended, her breathing had deepened, her skin glistening faintly under the lights. Dancing like that wasn’t effortless; it was work. She lifted a hand, laughing softly, and paused to catch her breath.

The third number shifted the focus lower.

She turned around slowly, presenting the curve of her ass, the flex of her thighs. Her heels dug into the dark floor as she executed sharp kicks and deep squats, the lace stretching obscenely tight over her hips. She dropped onto her hands and knees, arching her back so the red fabric cut into her curves, then rolled onto her back with feline grace. When she finished, she lay there with her legs spread wide in a bold V, chest rising and falling, eyes half-lidded as if daring the camera to drink her in.

Greg had long since switched from still shots to video, instinctively understanding that this needed motion—needed the breath and the rhythm and the sound of her heels against the floor.

She sat up slowly, taking a few sips of ice water, droplets clinging to her lips before she licked them away. “You’ll want to stay on video for the next one,” she murmured, her voice husky from exertion.

Ted had installed a pole in the center of the playroom months ago, more as a fantasy than a fixture. Carol rose and walked toward it with purpose, heels clicking in steady beats. She wrapped one hand around the pole, then the other, and let her body lean back in a graceful arc.

She’d taken classes—what had begun as a playful experiment had turned into a serious workout. And it showed.

She swung herself around the pole with controlled momentum, one leg extending in a long, elegant line before snapping back to hook and pivot. She dipped into squats that made the lace strain and her thighs tremble, then rose fluidly, spinning again so her hair fanned out behind her. She executed leg extensions that required strength and balance, her core tightening visibly as she held each pose just long enough for the camera to savor it.

She hadn’t yet mastered the inverted tricks—the daring upside-down holds—but she didn’t need them. The power was in her command of the movement, the way she owned the space, the pole, the gaze fixed on her.

By the time the music faded, her chest was heaving, cheeks flushed, the red lace darkened slightly where her skin had warmed beneath it. She stayed wrapped around the pole for a lingering second, pressing her cheek to the cool metal, eyes flicking toward Greg’s lens with a look that promised she was far from finished.

And she was enjoying every second of it.

Carol disappeared into the bath-dressing room again, leaving the air thick with anticipation. When she returned, she looked almost identical—same red lace slingshot, same towering heels, same smoky eyes. But there was a subtle difference in the way the lace skimmed her curves, the way it seemed less secure, more precarious.

She’d removed the adhesive.

“I’ve got one more in me,” she told Ted, her voice playful, almost innocent.

The music began—slow, rhythmic, teasing. She started to move the way she had during her first number, hips swaying lazily, arms drifting above her head, body rolling in smooth, unhurried waves. It was understated. Controlled. But the lace betrayed her almost immediately.

One shoulder strap slipped. A subtle shift of fabric revealed the dusky swell of one breast. She gasped theatrically, catching the lace as if she were fighting gravity itself. Then the other side loosened, baring the curve of her second breast, nipples tightening in the cool air.

She made a show of trying to hold it together—hands fluttering, twisting, pretending to salvage modesty that was clearly doomed. The red lace slithered lower with every sway of her hips, every shimmy of her shoulders. By the time the final notes faded, the slingshot had surrendered completely, pooling at her feet like a discarded secret.

Carol stood before them utterly naked.

The silence that followed the music was thick, electric.

She walked straight to Ted, her hips rolling with deliberate sensuality. “I’ll let you touch my breasts,” she murmured, her mouth brushing near his ear, “if you let me feel how hard you are.”

Ted didn’t hesitate. His erection sprang free as if it had been waiting for permission. Carol’s hands slid over him with practiced confidence, fingers curling around his shaft while his palms closed over her breasts. He kneaded her slowly, thumbs circling her nipples as she stroked him in return, their breathing syncing, growing heavier.

Then she drifted toward Greg.

“I’ll offer you the same arrangement,” she said softly, glancing at the camera still in his hands. “But you’ll have to put that down.”

He didn’t need convincing. The camera was abandoned without protest, and his hands found her instantly—warm, eager, cupping her breasts with an almost reverent hunger.

Carol slipped her fingers beneath the waistband of his bikini. She found him rigid, straining, and gave a low, appreciative hum. It took both hands to free him fully, her palms wrapping around his thick length as she stroked upward.

“Oh… that’s beautiful,” she breathed, her voice rich with approval.

She toyed with him, slow and deliberate, then dragged one finger across the swollen tip, collecting the bead of moisture waiting there. Holding his gaze, she lifted that glistening finger to her lips. Her mouth closed around it, tongue swirling as she sucked, savoring him with exaggerated pleasure.

Greg’s breath hitched.

She withdrew, smiling faintly, and asked with a teasing lilt, “Any more outfits you’d like to see me in?”

He gave her a look that answered the question without words.

Carol bent gracefully, retrieving the fallen slingshot and placing it aside with the rest of her costumes. Then she reached for the micro bikini.

Inside the dressing room, she made a few careful adjustments—clipping delicate dangling jewelry back onto her nipples and the rings between her thighs, though she tucked them discreetly into the tiny suit so they wouldn’t show at first. Before closing the door, she signaled to Ted that she wanted something she could recline against.

When she returned, the micro bikini barely contained her. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, minimal and daring. Ted dimmed the lights slightly and started a soft, sultry instrumental track that hummed like a pulse beneath the room.

Carol didn’t rush this time.

She began to wander the set slowly, fingertips drifting over her own body as if she were alone, as if she had forgotten they were watching. Her hands slid up her waist, over the swell of her breasts, thumbs grazing the hidden jewelry beneath the fabric. She squeezed gently, head tipping back as if savoring the sensation.

She turned, presenting the round curve of her backside, and let her palms roam there too—spreading herself slightly, fingers tracing the crease between her cheeks in slow, intimate strokes. The tiny bikini shifted as she touched herself, barely holding its place.

Then she faced them again, legs parting just enough.

Her hands drifted lower, gliding over her stomach, slipping beneath the thin triangle of fabric between her thighs. She began to caress herself openly now, movements unhurried and absorbed, as though the pleasure was entirely her own. Her breathing deepened, lips parting softly while her fingers explored, teasing, circling.

She wasn’t just performing anymore.

She was indulging.

Then she began to speak, her voice low and husky, as if the heat inside her had finally found words.

“This has been… so fucking hot.” She let the silence stretch, her chest rising and falling as though she were reliving every second. “I love when men look at me like that… when I can see the hunger in their eyes.” A slow smile curved her lips. “And when they handed me their cocks—no hesitation, just hard and ready for me… God.” She shivered visibly. “And their hands on my tits…” Her fingers drifted over her breasts as if reenacting it. “It shot straight down to my clit. Like electricity.”

With deliberate slowness, she peeled the tiny bikini top away from her body.

Her breasts sprang free, heavy and flushed, the long chains dangling from her pierced nipples finally revealed. The delicate strands caught the light as she rolled her shoulders and gave her chest a teasing shake. The jewelry swayed and glittered, brushing her skin as her breasts bounced.

“I love my tits,” she murmured, cupping them possessively. “I love how they make men lose control.”

Her thumbs and forefingers closed around her nipples, pinching until her breath hitched. “Ohhh… that’s so sexy,” she moaned, tightening her grip, tugging gently on the rings. “When I squeeze them like this…” Her head fell back. “Fuck. It makes me want to be fucked so bad.”

She wandered slowly around the room, still twisting and pulling at her nipples, her body moving with restless need. Then she lifted one breast, bending to flick her tongue over the sensitive tip, licking around the jewelry before sucking lightly.

“Oh, yeah,” she breathed, dazed. “That’s almost too much.”

The bottom of the micro bikini followed, sliding down her hips and pooling at her feet. She stepped free of it and turned away from them, bending at the waist and bracing herself against the recliner Ted had placed there for her. Her bare ass lifted high, round and inviting, the small gleam of jewelry between her thighs barely visible.

From a pocket at the side of the recliner she drew out a slim vibrator. She parted her cheeks slowly, exposing herself completely, and teased the buzzing tip around her tight back entrance.

“Yes… yes… oh God, yes…” The words tumbled out of her as the vibration skimmed over sensitive skin. Her hips shifted back, chasing the sensation. After a moment of circling and taunting herself, she pressed inward, easing the toy inside with a low, throaty cry.

The sound that left her then was almost feral. “Baby… I need to fuck,” she growled, rocking against the vibration. “I seriously need to fuck. My pussy can’t stand being empty another second.”

She withdrew the toy and turned to face them, eyes dark and blazing. Setting the vibrator on the recliner, she let her hand slide between her thighs, fingers gliding through her slick folds.

“Gentlemen,” she said, her voice unsteady with urgency, “I’m going to come. You can keep standing there snapping pictures… or you can get naked and stroke with me.” Her gaze flicked between them, daring. “But I am way too overheated not to take care of myself.”

She sank back onto the recliner, spreading her legs wide without a trace of modesty. One hand moved to her clit, strumming it in quick, desperate strokes. The other slid inside her, fingers curling until she found that sensitive spot deep within. Her hips lifted to meet her own touch, chasing friction, chasing release.

Ted was already stripping off his thong, his cock thick and flushed in his hand as he began to pump himself, eyes locked on his wife. He adored watching her like this—wild, uninhibited, writhing in pleasure she gave herself.

Greg’s camera lowered slowly. Within seconds his bikini was gone too, his erection jutting proudly as he joined in, stroking in rhythm with the woman unraveling in front of them.

Carol felt it building—low in her belly at first, then tightening, coiling, climbing higher with every stroke of her fingers. The pleasure had weight now, pressure, like something alive inside her begging to break free. Her breath turned ragged. She reached blindly for the small vibrator, flicked it back to life, and without hesitation pushed it deep between her cheeks again.

She lifted one leg, bracing her heel against it to keep it seated inside her, the stretch making her gasp. The fullness there only sharpened everything else. With one hand she circled her clit in fast, desperate strokes, slick and relentless. With the other she slid two fingers back inside her soaked heat, curling them just right, pressing against that sensitive place that made her thighs tremble.

For a few suspended seconds the room seemed hushed—no teasing commentary, no movement—just the wet rhythm of her hand and the faint buzz buried inside her body. Her head fell back. Her mouth opened.

“It’s coming,” she warned, voice breaking. “Oh God—here it comes—”

The orgasm hit like a lightning strike. Her entire body seized, hips jerking, muscles clamping down hard around her fingers and the toy buried behind. A cry tore from her throat as wave after wave ripped through her. And then she exploded—liquid heat spilling from her in a sudden, uncontrollable gush that splattered across the couch and onto the floor beneath her. She kept convulsing, back arching, breasts trembling, jewelry flashing in the lights as she lost herself completely in the violent, ecstatic release.

The sight undid both men. Greg groaned as he came, and Ted followed a heartbeat later, each of them spilling at the raw, uninhibited vision of her surrender.

Ted barely caught his breath before murmuring to Greg, “Sorry, man. This part’s mine.” There was no apology in his tone—only possession.

He moved immediately, dropping to his knees between her still-spread thighs. Carol’s body was still twitching, oversensitive, flushed pink and gold. Ted leaned in and pressed his mouth to her, slow and reverent at first, licking up the evidence of her climax. His tongue slid through her folds, savoring her, cleaning her with deliberate strokes that made her whimper.

She was still coming down, nerves humming, when he flicked his tongue over her swollen clit. Her hips jolted.

“Oh—Ted—”

He didn’t stop. He licked, sucked, and teased until another tremor rolled through her, smaller but sharp, her fingers tangling in his hair. Then another, softer but no less real, rippling through her as she melted beneath him. He held her through each aftershock, coaxing pleasure from her oversensitized body with patient devotion.

When her breathing finally steadied, he rose and stretched out beside her on the recliner. He gathered her into his arms, turning her so she faced him. She was pliant now, glowing, eyes half-lidded and dreamy.

“Oh, baby,” he whispered, brushing damp curls from her forehead. “That was unreal. You are unreal.” His voice was thick with pride and adoration. “You’re beautiful all the time. But when you come like that? Jesus… I swear I’ve got the most sensual woman in the world.”

He kissed her slowly, tenderly—her mouth, her cheek, her throat. His hands roamed gently over her shoulders and breasts now, no urgency, just affection. He kept murmuring praise against her skin, telling her how stunning she was, how incredible, how much he loved her.

She softened completely in his embrace, limbs heavy, breath evening out. From where he stood, Greg couldn’t tell if she’d drifted off or simply retreated into that hazy, post-orgasmic space. Ted glanced up and pressed a finger to his lips, signaling him to stay quiet.

A few moments later Carol stirred. Her lashes fluttered, and she turned her head toward Greg with a slow, satisfied smile.

“Ooo… that was fun,” she said, her voice lazy and warm. “I didn’t exactly plan on that. But I definitely didn’t rule it out.” Her gaze sharpened playfully. “Did you get enough pictures?”

Greg let out a disbelieving laugh. “More than I ever imagined.”

“Good.” She pointed at him lightly, though her tone stayed teasing. “But those are for you. Only you. No one else sees them.”

He nodded solemnly. “They’ll be locked down tighter than anything. I promise.”

“Good boy.” She eased herself upright, wincing slightly at the sensitivity between her legs. “Hang out a minute. I need to clean up and throw something on.”

She reached for her micro miniskirt and the tube top draped nearby, then scooped up her high-heeled sandals from the floor. A shower could wait. For now she wiped herself down carefully, moving with slow, deliberate motions.

While she did, Ted began restoring the room—wiping down the furniture, powering off the lights that had bathed her in their glow. The monitors went dark, the computer-generated backdrops vanished, the sound system clicked off one piece at a time.

Soon the set looked ordinary again.

Ted and Greg pulled on their street clothes, the charged atmosphere settling into something quieter—but still humming faintly with the memory of what they’d just witnessed.

Carol still looked devastatingly sexy in the scrap of fabric she’d pulled on—a microscopic skirt that barely qualified as clothing and a tight tube top that hugged her curves as if it had been painted on. The hem of the skirt skimmed the tops of her thighs, revealing long, toned legs and the soft, enticing swell of her hips. Even after everything that had just happened, she radiated heat. Satisfaction glowed in her skin. Confidence rolled off her in waves.

They climbed the stairs toward the front door, Carol leading the way. She didn’t hurry. Each step was slow, deliberate, the sway of her hips unashamed. The skirt rode high, offering them an intoxicating glimpse of the lower curve of her ass as it shifted and flexed beneath the thin fabric. She knew exactly what she was doing. Knew they were watching.

And she let them.

Behind her, Greg walked in silence. Carol could almost feel the tension radiating from him—words building in his chest, courage gathering itself piece by fragile piece. She suspected he was working up to something. So she gave him time, moving with lazy sensuality, her heels clicking softly against the floor.

They reached the closet where his coat had been left earlier. The air felt different up here—quieter, charged in another way.

Greg cleared his throat.

“Do you remember at the restaurant,” he began carefully, “when you told me to call Bob? When you gave me his number?”

Carol glanced back over her shoulder and nodded. Of course she remembered.

“I did call him,” Greg continued, his voice steadier now, though still threaded with nerves. “We talked for a long time. And he told me I’d be making one of the biggest mistakes of my life if I didn’t accept your offer… to teach me.”

The word hung between them.

Carol turned slowly, giving him her full attention.

“He said I’d regret it forever if I let fear get in the way.” Greg let out a breath, almost a laugh at himself. “And I am scared. I’m not like Ted. I’m not… experienced. I’m a pretty shy guy. Even after Bob told me how incredible it was—how incredible you are—I still didn’t know if I had the nerve to bring it up.”

His gaze flickered downward briefly, then back to her face.

“But tonight…” His voice softened. “Watching you downstairs. Watching you let go like that. And then seeing the way Ted went to you afterward—how he held you, how he kissed you, how you just melted into each other… It wasn’t just sex.”

He swallowed.

“They don’t show that part in porn,” he said quietly. “They don’t show the way two people connect afterward. The tenderness. The way you both seemed to disappear into the same space.”

Carol felt the shift in him then—not just arousal, but longing. Curiosity. A deep, almost vulnerable hunger.

“That,” Greg said, his eyes steady now, “that’s what I think making love must really be about. Not just the physical part, but… all of it.”

He took a small step closer.

“I want to learn,” he admitted. “I don’t want to stumble through it blindly anymore. I want to understand how to touch a woman. How to make her feel the way you felt tonight. How to hold her the way Ted held you. Bob said you taught him things he’ll never forget.”

His voice dropped to a near whisper.

“I would be honored—grateful—if you’d teach me too. The way you’ve taught him. The way you’ve taught others.”

The hallway felt suddenly intimate, heavy with anticipation. Carol stood before him in her tiny skirt and heels, powerful and composed, while Greg waited—nervous, hopeful, utterly sincere.


Chapter 2

Carol hadn’t said a word that night in December when Greg showed up with his camera, when the air in the house had felt charged and intimate and just a little dangerous. She hadn’t needed to. The way her eyes had lingered, the faint curve of her mouth, had said enough. And Greg had carried that silent exchange with him ever since.

Of the three boys—Tommy, Andy, and Greg—Greg had always been the outlier. The thinker. The one more comfortable behind a screen than on a field. Sports had never called to him; he’d worn his “geek” label like a second skin. But something shifted the afternoon he stood in Tommy’s backyard and saw Carol stretched out under the sun, her body toned, unapologetically feminine, the kind of figure that made a man stare and then feel inadequate for staring.

Later, when he’d caught his own reflection—really looked at himself, awkward angles, narrow shoulders, that ridiculous thong framing a body that had never been pushed to be more—something inside him had burned. It wasn’t just embarrassment. It was hunger. A sharp, private need to transform.

So when he started at the local junior college, he did something no one expected. He walked into the athletic training facility and signed up. The first weeks were brutal—aching muscles, sweat-soaked shirts, the metallic taste of effort in his mouth. But he kept going. The gym became his laboratory, his obsession. And among the regulars—men with carved arms and confident strides—he found unexpected camaraderie. One of them, broad-shouldered and patient, took Greg under his wing, correcting his form, pushing him harder, teaching him how to eat, how to lift, how to breathe through the strain.

Greg responded with the same intensity he gave to circuitry and code. He studied his body like a project, methodical and relentless. By January, the change was undeniable. More than thirty pounds of hard-earned muscle reshaped the frame he’d once avoided in mirrors. His shoulders broadened. His chest thickened. His arms filled out sleeves that had once hung loose. When he flexed now, he didn’t flinch.

He had his reasons.

The first was Ted.

Greg had seen Ted in a thong too. Carol’s husband wore his confidence like a second skin, his body taut and powerful in a way that spoke of discipline and pride. If Carol’s curves were a masterpiece of feminine dedication, Ted was her equal in masculine symmetry. It was obvious—painfully obvious—that he worked to deserve her. To match her. And somewhere deep down, Greg understood that loving a woman like Carol meant rising to her level, not shrinking beside her.

The second reason lived inside a small notebook he kept hidden. Tucked between pages were two photographs of Carol in a micro bikini, her body arched in a playful flex. The images were electric. The swell of her breasts, the tight definition of her waist, the smooth strength in her thighs—she looked impossibly hot, the kind of woman who could undo a man with a glance. On nights when his motivation faltered, he would look at those pictures and feel that familiar surge of heat, a reminder of why he was changing.

The third reason was softer, almost tender. Sarah.

He had never told anyone how long he’d carried a quiet torch for her. He imagined walking up to her one day without that old self-consciousness clawing at him. Imagined asking her out with steady confidence. Imagined her smiling and saying yes. The thought alone was enough to drive him through another set, another rep, another early morning at the gym.

He still pursued electrical engineering with the same sharp focus—he loved it, after all—but he refused to let the stereotype define him anymore. He was determined to shed the scrawny, invisible image that had once clung to him. He wanted to feel powerful in his own skin. Desirable. Seen.

While Greg was reshaping himself, life was quietly shifting for Rose as well.

That fall, edging into winter, she met a woman in her early fifties who carried anxiety like a heavy coat. The woman was searching for her first real job, her voice trembling as she admitted she felt unprepared, unskilled, too late to start. Rejection had already bruised her confidence; several places had turned her away without hesitation.

Finally, someone suggested she try the manufacturing plant where Rose worked in the front office.

The COO there had a reputation—a whispered one—for giving women who’d stumbled a chance to stand again. He believed in second starts. And whenever a woman with a complicated past walked through those doors, it was Rose who heard the story first. Rose who saw the vulnerability in their eyes. Rose who decided, quietly and carefully, whether to help them take that next step forward.

Grace’s story spilled out in careful, halting pieces.

When she had been a high school junior, her mother began to stumble over simple things—losing balance, dropping dishes, forgetting words mid-sentence. The diagnosis came like a slow, merciless tide: multiple sclerosis. From that moment on, Grace’s adolescence quietly folded in on itself. While her classmates were whispering about prom dates and college applications, she was learning how to help her mother dress, how to steady her when her legs refused to cooperate, how to read the subtle signs of another exhausting flare.

The week Grace graduated, cap and gown still hanging over the back of her bedroom door, her father packed a suitcase and walked out. No dramatic goodbye. No forwarding address. Just absence. The kind that echoes.

After that, there was no question about what her life would be.

Her mother had been practical, thankfully. A steady job. Disability benefits once she could no longer work. The modest house—fully paid off—stood solid and unthreatened. They would not starve. They would not be homeless. But security did not soften the loneliness. Grace became nurse, housekeeper, chauffeur, companion. Year by year she watched the disease claim more of the woman who had once moved briskly through the kitchen, who had once laughed easily.

There were no parties. No dating. No late-night phone calls with girlfriends. While the world shifted into the sleek hum of computers and cell phones, Grace’s days were measured by medication schedules and doctor appointments. She never learned to flirt. Never learned to banter. She learned instead how to lift gently without hurting, how to clean with disinfectant strong enough to matter, how to sit beside a bed through the night when pain made sleep impossible.

And then, very recently, it ended.

Her mother’s long fight simply… stopped.

When Grace walked into the manufacturing plant asking for work, she carried the weight of all those years in her posture. She wore a shapeless, modest dress beneath a coat that might have been fashionable decades ago. The fabric hung on her like armor—protective, concealing. Her sensible shoes were polished but outdated. She looked less like a woman stepping into a new chapter and more like someone who had stepped out of time entirely.

In her purse she carried her high school diploma and the report card from her senior year, edges softened from being handled so often. Honor roll. College prep courses. Evidence of a bright mind that had never been given the chance to stretch. But the world she had studied for no longer existed. She had never touched a computer. The modern office might as well have been a foreign country.

Rose felt something twist low in her chest the moment she heard Grace’s story. She recognized that fragile mixture of intelligence and uncertainty, of quiet strength buried beneath layers of self-doubt. This was exactly the kind of woman the COO had always tried to give a second chance.

And sure enough, he did.

He found Grace a position handling basic janitorial work—steady hours, straightforward tasks. It wasn’t glamorous, but it was honest.

Afterward, he stepped into Rose’s office, lowering his voice. “I vouched for you,” he told her. “Actually, I pushed a little harder than usual. I’d like her to come to you. If she’s willing. You did something remarkable with yourself… and with Diane. If you could guide Grace the way you guided them, I think she could become so much more than she believes.” He paused, his expression softening. “I can’t make her open up. But if she does… be gentle. I think she needs a friend more than anything.”

Rose nodded slowly. “How did she get here?”

“No idea.”

“Where is she now?”

“I sent her to the head of housekeeping.”

Rose considered that for a moment. “I’ll see if she needs a ride home. If she’s taking the bus, I can offer to drive her—as long as our hours line up.”

As it turned out, Grace had driven herself. She’d earned her license back in high school, kept it current so she could manage groceries and doctor visits for her mother. The car she drove now was the same one she and her mother had purchased used, years ago, when outings were still possible. It rattled a little when it idled. The paint had dulled. It had stranded her more than once. Reliability was not its strength.

So when Rose casually offered to carpool—framing it as convenience, nothing more—Grace’s relief was almost palpable. Her gratitude shone in her eyes, bright and unguarded.

It didn’t take long for Rose to realize something else: Grace was starved for conversation. For simple companionship. Words poured out of her once she felt safe enough to speak. Small observations at first. Then memories. Then tentative laughter.

Fortunately, Rose knew how to listen. And sometimes, that was the most powerful gift of all.

Grace’s paycheck wasn’t large—just the modest wages of an entry-level position—but to her it felt like a small miracle. For the first time in years, the number printed at the bottom of the stub was higher than the disability deposits she and her mother had depended on. It wasn’t wealth. It wasn’t freedom. But it was movement. Forward.

On the evening she received her second check, she sat in the passenger seat of Rose’s car, fingers smoothing over the edge of her purse as if rehearsing courage. The winter light was fading, turning the windshield into a muted mirror. She caught her reflection there—plain coat, sensible dress, hair pinned back in the same obedient style she’d worn since high school.

“I’ve been watching everyone at work,” she said softly. “No one dresses like me.”

Rose glanced at her, waiting.

“I need new clothes.” Grace’s voice trembled just slightly, not with fear, but with something like awakening. “For fifteen years, my mom and I were about the same size. Same height. I bought things that would fit either of us. We just… shared. Whatever was easiest to get her in and out of. Stretchy fabrics. Loose cuts. Nothing fussy.” She let out a quiet breath. “It wasn’t pretty, but it worked. I couldn’t exactly take her shopping, so I made do. But that’s over now. And I can’t keep dressing like I’m still… there.”

There was grief in her words, but also a flicker of resolve. A woman standing at the edge of herself.

She turned toward Rose, eyes earnest, almost shy. “Would you take me shopping?”

The question lingered between them, vulnerable and intimate in a way that had nothing to do with skin and everything to do with transformation.

Rose’s mind drifted immediately to another night—Diane coming home flushed with excitement, modeling outfit after outfit she’d chosen with Carol’s help. Rose had watched her daughter blossom, watched her shed layers of self-doubt like an old skin. Carol had guided her with a wicked little smile and an unerring instinct for what would make heads turn.

Grace needed that kind of awakening.

“I can absolutely take you,” Rose replied slowly. “But I might be able to make it even more interesting. More fun.” She smiled, a conspiratorial curve of her lips. “Is there any time you wouldn’t be free?”

Grace gave a small, almost embarrassed laugh. “No. I don’t have any other obligations.”

The simplicity of that answer hit Rose harder than she expected. Fifteen years of devotion, and now—emptiness. Space waiting to be filled.

“Then let me talk to someone tonight,” Rose said. “I’ll let you know in the morning.”

After dropping Grace at her small, aging house—the porch light flickering weakly against the dusk—Rose headed home. But she didn’t stay there long. Instead, she slipped back outside and walked down the street to Carol’s place, anticipation humming faintly in her veins.

She never bothered to call ahead. Half the pleasure was in the surprise.

There had been afternoons in the summer when she’d found Carol and Ted lounging poolside in barely-there swimwear, skin bronzed and gleaming, laughter floating through the humid air. Even in winter, they had a way of turning their living room into something decadent—silk robes, low necklines, fabrics that clung and teased. Carol, especially, dressed like the world was her audience and she intended to give it a show.

Rose knocked once and stepped inside when she heard the familiar invitation.

She found Carol sprawled on the sofa, long legs tucked beneath her, wearing a fitted sweater that molded to every curve and leggings that left nothing to the imagination. Even at rest, she radiated confidence—a woman utterly at ease with being looked at.

Rose explained about Grace: the years of caregiving, the plain clothes, the tentative request for help. She described the way Grace had said I can’t keep living in the past, and ended with a hopeful smile.

“I thought of what you did for Diane,” Rose finished. “The way you helped her step into herself. I was wondering if you’d be willing to help me do that for Grace.”

Carol’s eyes sparkled. “That does sound deliciously fun.” She shifted, leaning forward, interest sharpening her features. “But you remember what I asked Diane, don’t you? Whether she wanted to blend in—or be noticed.”

Rose nodded.

“And she chose to be noticed.” Carol’s smile deepened, almost purring. “Ever since I met Ted, I’ve dressed to be noticed. I adore it. You do the same, even if you pretend you don’t. That body of yours? You could wear a paper sack and men would still stare. But when you dress for it…” She gave Rose a slow once-over. “You own every room you enter.”

Rose felt warmth climb her neck but didn’t deny it.

“So what about Grace?” Carol continued. “Is she ready for that? Or would it overwhelm her?”

Rose hesitated. She pictured Grace’s careful posture, the way she folded into herself. Then she remembered the quiet hunger in her voice.

“I don’t know yet,” Rose admitted. “I’ll have to ask her. But if she’s willing… what night would work for you?”

They chose Thursday night, as if setting a date for something deliciously wicked. And once the night was claimed, the question of what to wear became its own kind of foreplay.

Carol decided she would go in like a weapon—sleek, provocative, impossible to ignore. She slipped into high‑waisted, skin‑tight stretch jeans that hugged every curve of her hips and thighs, the dark denim molding to her like a second skin. The heels she selected were unapologetically high, the kind that forced her posture into a slow, confident sway. On top, she chose a fitted blouse of soft fabric that skimmed her waist and fell open to her navel, the buttons deliberately left undone. Beneath it, a black lace push‑up bra lifted her breasts into a lush, tempting swell, the scalloped edges visible every time she moved. Around her throat, a slim black choker emphasized the elegant line of her neck, and long earrings brushed her shoulders when she turned her head. She shrugged into a black leather jacket but left it unzipped, as though modesty had never even crossed her mind. Her hair was tucked neatly behind her ears before cascading down her back in a silken curtain.

Rose, not to be outdone, leaned fully into her own brand of bold femininity. She chose pink yoga pants that clung shamelessly to her body, the stretchy fabric molding to her hips and sliding between the curves of her backside, outlining her shape in a way that was both athletic and undeniably erotic. The front revealed every subtle contour, and she didn’t pretend not to notice. Over her torso she laced herself into a red satin bustier veiled in black lace, the structured cups lifting her breasts high and proud. A black leather jacket went over it, though like Carol’s, it would remain open. Her brunette hair flowed freely around her shoulders, softening the deliberate edge of her outfit. She fastened long earrings into place, clasped a black leather choker at her throat, and—after a moment of mischievous consideration—settled a black cowboy hat atop her head. When she caught her reflection, she smiled. They weren’t going shopping. They were making an entrance.

The plan was simple: Rose would collect Grace and bring her to Carol’s house before they headed out.

Thursday night arrived with a hum of anticipation. When Rose and Grace stepped inside Carol’s home, the air felt charged, as though something transformative was about to happen.

Carol greeted Grace warmly, her gaze assessing without being unkind. They settled into the living room and spoke again about what Grace hoped for—how she’d spent years dressing for practicality, for invisibility, for survival. Carol listened, then rose and retrieved a photograph from a drawer.

“This,” she said, handing it over, “is what I call the industrial‑sized me.”

The picture showed a younger Carol, heavier, hidden inside shapeless clothes, her sensuality buried beneath fabric and self‑consciousness. Grace studied it carefully.

Rose followed suit, pulling out an old photo of herself and her daughter from before Carol had worked her magic. The difference was startling—muted colors, loose silhouettes, nothing that hinted at the vibrant woman Rose had become.

The unspoken message hung in the room: transformation was possible.

After more discussion, Carol leaned back, crossing one long denim‑clad leg over the other. Her heel swung slowly in the air.

“You’ve got two paths,” she said gently, but with unmistakable conviction. “You can dress to blend in. Safe. Comfortable. Forgettable.” She tilted her head, earrings glinting. “Or you can dress like you mean to be seen. Like you’re a woman who knows she has a body and isn’t ashamed of it.”

Rose smiled faintly, fingers resting on the brim of her hat.

“We don’t blend,” Carol continued. “We enjoy the double takes. The whispers. The ‘wow’ when we walk into a room.” Her eyes softened as they returned to Grace. “You’ve been tucked away for a long time. I think you deserve to be noticed. But it has to be your choice. We won’t buy a single thread until we know what you want.”

Grace swallowed, emotion flickering across her face. “Do you really think I could look as good as Rose? Or as good as you? Just… in my own way?”

Carol didn’t answer immediately. She let her gaze travel slowly over Grace—her posture, her curves, the way she held herself. Not critically. Appraisingly.

“Honestly?” Carol asked.

“Yes,” Grace said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Carol stood, extending her hand. “If you want complete honesty—no filters, no sugarcoating—then let’s step into my bedroom. Strip down to your bra and panties. Then I can tell you exactly what you’re working with.”

The room fell quiet, thick with possibility.

That was exactly what they did.

In the privacy of Carol’s bedroom, Grace stood before them in nothing but her bra and panties, cheeks flushed but chin lifted. The air felt charged, intimate in a way that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with revelation. Carol and Rose circled her slowly, not like judges—but like artists studying a canvas.

The years of caring for her mother had not diminished her. If anything, they had refined her. There was strength in the curve of her thighs, subtle definition along her arms, a firmness beneath the softness of her hips. Housework had sculpted her more than she’d realized. And the careful meals she’d prepared—out of love and discipline—had shaped her waist into a gentle, feminine taper. She wasn’t fragile. She was ripe.

Carol stepped closer, fingers grazing lightly along Grace’s upper arm, testing the tone there. “You’ve got a beautiful foundation,” she murmured. “Strong. Feminine. Real.” Her gaze traveled slowly from Grace’s shoulders down to her calves, unapologetically thorough. “If you started a simple exercise routine—just enough to tighten and refine—you’d be unstoppable.”

Rose nodded, her eyes warm but appraising. “You’re already more than halfway there.”

Carol met Grace’s gaze in the mirror. “From head to toe? Yes. You could absolutely pull it off.” Her lips curved. “You could look devastatingly hot—if that’s what you want.”

Grace swallowed. The word hot seemed to echo in her chest, stirring something long dormant. She stared at her own reflection—really looked at herself—and for the first time she didn’t see obligation or exhaustion. She saw possibility.

“I’ll do it,” she said, breathless but certain. “I’ve spent my whole adult life taking care of my mother. I don’t regret that. Not for a second.” Her voice softened, then strengthened. “But now it’s my turn. I want to live for me. If you truly think I can be… that woman…” A slow, nervous smile curved her mouth. “Then I’m yours. Shape me. Help me become who I’ve always wanted to be.”

The energy in the room shifted—bright, electric. Rose let out a delighted laugh and pulled Grace into her arms. Carol joined them, the three of them tangled together in a tight embrace that felt like the sealing of a pact. There were high fives, squeals, and the kind of giddy excitement usually reserved for much younger women—except this felt deeper, richer. Hard-earned.

When Grace slipped back into her old clothes, they felt different somehow. Temporary. Already shedding.

“For the last time,” Carol said with a wicked little grin as Grace buttoned her blouse.

“For the last time,” Rose echoed.

Moments later they were heading for the door, laughter trailing behind them like perfume.

“Need a chauffeur?” Ted called as they prepared to leave.

Carol glanced at the others, then flashed him a dazzling smile. “Why not?”

They piled into Ted’s pickup, the leather seats warm beneath them. Grace sat between Rose and Carol, heart racing—not from nerves now, but anticipation. The mall lights glowed ahead like a promise.

Ted dropped them at the entrance they chose and leaned back in his seat. “Where should I circle back to?”

“Victoria’s Secret,” Rose replied sweetly.

Ted chuckled knowingly. “I’ll just park and wait.”

Inside, the store was a temple of lace and satin, silk and temptation. Grace hesitated only a second before Carol guided her deeper inside. They moved with purpose, fingers trailing over fabrics—sleek waist cinchers, delicate garter belts, structured bustiers that promised uplift and drama, corsets that whispered of control and surrender all at once.

Grace’s arms quickly filled with color and texture—midnight black, deep crimson, soft blush. Matching bras and panties in every imaginable cut. Lace that hinted. Satin that gleamed. Mesh that barely concealed.

“This,” Rose said, pressing a structured bustier against Grace’s torso, “is going to change the way you carry yourself.”

“And this,” Carol added, selecting a sinfully delicate thong, “is going to change the way you feel underneath it all.”

By the time they reached the register, the pile was decadent. While Carol and Rose waited to pay, Grace slipped into a fitting room with one carefully chosen set: a bra that lifted and framed her breasts beautifully, and a matching thong that hugged her hips like it had been designed for her alone.

She studied herself in the mirror.

The transformation wasn’t complete—not yet—but it had begun. The bra pushed her breasts up, creating a lush curve she’d never allowed herself to emphasize. The thong bared her hips and accentuated the subtle strength in her thighs. She looked… aware. Awake.

Slowly, deliberately, she removed her old bra and panties. She held them for a moment—symbols of practicality, invisibility, restraint.

Then she dropped them into the trash.

Her heart pounded as she did it—not from shame, but from liberation.

When she stepped out to join Carol and Rose, she wasn’t just carrying shopping bags.

She was carrying the first spark of her new life.

They drifted into the next boutique with the easy confidence of women on a mission. Racks of denim hugged the walls, dark indigo to pale washed blue, and Grace let herself be steered toward the dressing rooms with an armful of possibilities.

The first pair of jeans she tugged on felt stiff, unforgiving. The second skimmed her hips more kindly. But the third—soft, sculpting stretch denim—slid up her thighs like a lover’s hands. She wriggled them over her hips and sucked in a breath as the fabric snapped into place, molding to her curves, tracing the firm roundness of her ass, the gentle dip of her waist. When she stepped out to show Carol and Rose, their expressions said everything.

“Oh yes,” Carol murmured. “That’s the brand.”

They gathered more—different cuts, same supple fabric. Skinny. Bootcut. A daring low-rise that bared a whisper of skin at her hips. Each pair fit like it had been designed for her body alone, clinging, shaping, celebrating.

Tops came next. Sweaters with plunging necklines that dipped low enough to promise temptation. Blouses tailored close to the body, some sleeveless, some with sheer sleeves that hinted at skin beneath. And bodysuits—soft, stretchy, provocative. Grace ran her fingers over one in particular, a low-cut piece that would showcase the lift of her new bra.

While Carol and Rose queued at the register, Grace slipped back into a dressing room with a private thrill humming under her skin. She peeled off her old clothes and began dressing not as the woman she had been—but as the woman she was becoming.

First, the waist cincher. She wrapped it around herself and fastened it tight, exhaling as it drew her in, smoothing and shaping her midsection into a sleek, sensual line. Then the push-up bra, already familiar against her skin, cupping her breasts and lifting them high, creating a lush, inviting curve. The bodysuit followed—low-cut, daring. When she straightened, her cleavage was undeniable, the swell of her breasts framed like an offering. Finally, she slid into the low-rise jeans. They hugged her hips, the waistband dipping just enough to tease.

She turned slowly before the mirror.

Her waist looked smaller. Her breasts fuller. Her legs endless.

A slow smile curved her lips.

Now she was beginning to understand.

They headed next to the mall’s anchor store and the cosmetics counter. Janiqua wasn’t there, but the young woman she’d trained greeted them with professional warmth and sharp, knowing eyes. She assessed Grace with a quick, appreciative glance and set to work.

Foundation that evened her complexion without masking it. A sweep of bronzer that carved out her cheekbones. Blush that brought warmth to her cheeks. The girl showed her how to blend, how to stroke the brush upward, how to line her eyes so they looked larger, more inviting. When she applied mascara, Grace’s lashes fanned out, dark and lush. A final touch of lipstick—soft, glossy, kissable.

“Less is more,” the girl advised. “Let them wonder.”

Grace studied her reflection again. She still looked like herself. But heightened. Polished. Dangerous.

By the time they left the cosmetics counter, the mall lights had softened into evening glow. Still, Carol insisted on one more stop—the shoe store she swore never disappointed. Grace sank onto a bench and let herself be fitted.

The four-inch heels made her gasp when she first stood. They forced her posture upright, tilted her hips back, pushed her breasts forward. Every step felt deliberate, sensual. She caught her reflection in a mirror and barely recognized the confident sway in her walk.

The knee-high boots came next, sleek and fitted, the three-inch heel a promise of long autumn nights. When she zipped them up over her calves, she felt powerful. Commanding.

The mall announcements signaled closing time, lights dimming one section at a time. Reluctantly, they agreed to return Friday for yoga pants, skirts, a jacket, a dress. Jewelry. And before any of that, Carol would arrange an appointment at the cosmetology school to do something transformative with Grace’s hair.

Even so, they had done more in one afternoon than Grace had done for herself in decades.

Ted collected most of the shopping bags and went to retrieve the truck, leaving the three women to carry the rest toward the exit. On the way, Grace paused outside a restroom.

“Wait,” she said softly.

Inside, beneath unforgiving fluorescent lights, a full-length mirror stretched from floor to ceiling. Grace stepped in front of it, heart hammering.

She saw a woman with lifted breasts and defined curves. A nipped-in waist. Long legs encased in denim that clung like a secret. Makeup that made her eyes luminous. Lips that begged to be kissed.

Her breath caught.

Tears spilled down her cheeks before she could stop them.

“I can’t believe that’s me,” she whispered, voice trembling with awe.

Something shifted inside her then. Her shoulders rolled back instinctively. Her chin lifted. The old habit of shrinking into herself evaporated. When she walked out of the restroom, there was a new rhythm in her stride—unapologetic, proud.

As they passed a darkened storefront, their reflections shimmered in the glass. Grace grabbed Carol and Rose, pointing at the three figures staring back.

“Look at those three hot babes,” she laughed through lingering tears. “I can’t believe I’m one of them.”

And this time, when she said it, she believed it.

They dropped Grace off at her little house just after dusk, the sky bruised purple and gold behind her roofline. Rose and Carol sat there for a moment longer than necessary, watching her walk up the path. She didn’t shuffle anymore. She didn’t hunch. Her hips swayed with a subtle awareness that hadn’t been there the week before. She turned at the door and waved, her smile bright, almost girlish.

Once she disappeared inside, Rose exhaled. “I’ve never seen her like that.”

Neither had Carol. Grace had the effervescent glow of a woman who had just been reminded she was desirable. She practically vibrated with it—like a teenager floating home after her first real kiss, still tasting it on her lips.

The next morning, when Rose pulled into Grace’s driveway, she had to look twice.

Grace stepped out of her front door wearing another of the new outfits—a pair of those curve-hugging jeans and a soft, low-cut sweater that skimmed her waist and made the most of her newly defined silhouette. She’d done her makeup herself, carefully but confidently, and her hair was swept up into a high ponytail that bared her neck and lifted her whole face. The effect was startling. Not artificial. Not overdone. Just… renewed.

She looked fifteen years younger.

Rose couldn’t stop staring as Grace slid into the passenger seat, the faint scent of perfume following her in—something warm and feminine and entirely intentional.

At the plant, the transformation caused a quiet stir. The COO wasn’t there that day, but it hardly mattered. Heads turned. Conversations paused mid-sentence. It wasn’t just the clothes, though they certainly clung and curved in all the right places. It was the way she carried herself. Her shoulders were back. Her chin lifted. She met people’s eyes when she spoke.

And she did speak—laughing more, joining conversations she used to avoid. Her energy seemed to hum under her skin. She moved faster, more decisively. It was as if the woman who had been hiding inside her body had finally stepped forward and claimed it.

After work, Rose drove her straight to the cosmetology school.

Grace admitted, almost shyly, that she’d begun noticing strands of gray threading through her hair. She’d kept it long all these years—more out of habit than intention—but now that length became an asset. The cosmetologist ran her fingers through it appreciatively, discussing tones and warmth, before blending a rich auburn color that mirrored what Grace had worn in her youth.

When the color was rinsed and dried, the auburn shimmered like burnished copper under the lights. They trimmed only enough to keep it healthy, shaping it so it framed her face with softness and movement. The stylist showed her how to recreate the look at home—how to lift at the roots, how to coax volume and shine from it.

Grace watched herself in the mirror the entire time, her eyes wide, drinking in every change.

She’d had her ears pierced as a teenager, and now she chose a pair of elegant earrings—nothing flashy, just enough to catch the light when she turned her head. Little sparks of silver that framed her jaw and drew attention to her neck.

They finished the rest of the shopping they’d planned—yoga pants that sculpted her legs, a couple of skirts that flirted with her thighs, a tailored jacket, and finally a dress meant for clubbing. That one made even Grace blush.

It hugged her body like it had been sewn onto her skin. The neckline dipped just enough to tease, the hemline riding high enough to show off those legs in the four-inch heels. When she stepped out of the dressing room, Rose let out a low whistle.

Grace didn’t look away this time.

By the time they dropped her off again, night had settled fully around the neighborhood. But instead of darting inside shyly, she turned to them and said, “Come in. Please.”

They followed her into the kitchen, where she insisted on pouring them something to drink. The three of them sat around the small table, packages stacked neatly against the wall like evidence of a small, delicious rebellion.

Grace leaned back in her chair. There was no trace of the hunched, apologetic woman they’d known. Her posture was relaxed, confident. A woman aware of her worth.

“I know,” she began slowly, looking from one to the other, “that when we started this, you both said we weren’t doing it halfway.”

She let out a breath that was half laugh, half confession. “When we walked out of Victoria’s Secret and I saw the total already climbing… I realized I was way over what I could afford. But you two wouldn’t even let me panic. You just kept steering me into the next store.” She smiled at the memory. “‘Go put on a new outfit,’ you said. ‘We’ll stand in line and pay. We’ll sort it out later.’”

Her fingers traced the rim of her glass, thoughtful now.

“I did the math.” She met their eyes directly. “With yesterday and today, it comes to nine hundred seventy-two dollars and eighty cents.”

She didn’t flinch from the number.

“I don’t have that,” she admitted. “I have two hundred—that’s what I planned on spending. But I can pay you back. I get paid every two weeks. I can give you a hundred twenty-five each paycheck.”

She straightened slightly, determination in her voice. “Six paychecks. Three months. You’ll be fully paid back.”

There was no shame in her tone. Only resolve.

“Will that be good enough?”

Rose and Carol stared at Grace as if they were seeing her for the first time all over again. Not because of the new hair or the subtle shimmer on her lips—but because of the steel beneath her softness. She had done the math in her head. Every receipt. Every dollar. She’d built a repayment schedule as carefully as if she were balancing a corporate ledger.

Rose glanced at Carol, stunned, and Carol gave the faintest nod.

Rose reached across the kitchen table, her fingers brushing over Grace’s hand. “Sweetheart,” she began gently, her voice low and steady, “neither of us is wealthy. We clock in and out just like you do. But we’ve been fortunate. Our jobs pay well. I own my home outright. Carol and Ted are comfortable. We’re not scraping by.”

She squeezed Grace’s hand, her gaze warm and unwavering. “And after seeing what this has done for you? The way you’re holding yourself… the light in your eyes… the way you walk like you finally remember you’re a woman worth looking at?” Her lips curved. “That’s more than enough repayment.”

Carol leaned forward, her expression soft but firm. “You needed this. Maybe more than you realized. So the clothes, the shoes, the lingerie—all of it—it’s a gift. No installments. No deadlines.”

Grace’s throat worked as emotion flooded her face.

“When you’re in a place where money isn’t weighing on you,” Rose continued, “you’ll know what to do. You’ll see someone else who needs a hand, and you’ll remember this.”

Tears spilled freely then—happy, overwhelmed tears. The three women rose from their chairs almost at the same moment, folding into one another in a tight embrace. There was laughter tangled in the sniffles, promises whispered into shoulders, the unspoken certainty that something important had shifted between them.

None of them could have predicted how soon that shift would matter.

The holidays crept in, and with them came the annual plant party, held in the slightly dated but festively decorated VFW Hall. In the weeks leading up to it, Grace had quietly transformed even more. She borrowed exercise videos from Carol and committed to them with surprising discipline. Each morning she moved her body with purpose—stretching, tightening, reclaiming muscle she’d long neglected. She could feel the changes beneath her skin, subtle but intoxicating. Her waist drawing in. Her posture lengthening. Her hips firming beneath her palms when she dressed.

By the time the party arrived, the dress she’d bought for clubbing fit her like it had been made for her.

It was bold—hugging her curves, skimming her thighs, the neckline daring without being vulgar. The color deepened the auburn in her hair, which fell in glossy waves over her shoulders. When she turned sideways in the mirror, she caught her own reflection and felt heat bloom low in her belly.

She didn’t look like a woman fading into the background.

She looked like a woman stepping into something.

She arrived with Rose, staying close to her as they entered the hall buzzing with music, laughter, and the scent of cheap cologne and catered food. Rose wore a classic black dress—deceptively simple, cut low enough to celebrate her full, natural breasts without apology. She wore it like she wore everything: with confidence that bordered on dangerous.

Leaning close so only Grace could hear, Rose murmured, “You know… if Carol were wearing this dress, she wouldn’t be wearing any panties.”

Grace’s breath caught. A flush rushed up her chest into her cheeks, and she had to look away for a second, the thought alone enough to make her thighs press subtly together.

They declined the open bar, sticking to soda and water, clear-headed in a room that was steadily growing looser by the minute.

It didn’t take long.

Men noticed.

They always noticed Rose. A few brave souls approached her first, asking for dances. She refused some with a polite smile, accepted others—men she trusted, men who understood boundaries and didn’t mistake proximity for permission. When she moved on the dance floor, she was fluid but controlled, never giving more than she intended.

Many of the regulars didn’t bother trying anymore. Rose had a reputation for being selective.

Grace, however, was new.

And she was stunning.

One by one they approached her—coworkers she recognized, men she’d barely spoken to before. Compliments. Smiles. Invitations.

Each time, she smiled back, gracious but firm. “No, thank you.”

Not tonight.

She felt their eyes linger as she returned to Rose’s side, aware of the way the dress clung when she walked, aware of the quiet power in choosing not to give herself away simply because she was asked.

She wasn’t there to be claimed.

She was there to be seen.

On the drive home, the night air cool against the windows, Rose finally broke the silence.

“I saw how many men asked you to dance,” she said thoughtfully. “And you didn’t accept a single one.”

Grace stared out at the passing streetlights, their glow sliding over her reflection in the glass.

Rose glanced at her. “Did we make a mistake coming tonight?”

There was no accusation in her tone—only curiosity, and something softer beneath it.

“No,” Grace said softly, her fingers twisting in her lap as they drove. “I’m really glad I went.” 

Her gaze drifted out the windshield, but her thoughts were somewhere else entirely. “I got to thank the COO again—for taking a chance on me. She told me I looked like a completely different woman tonight. Said hiring me was one of the smartest decisions she’s made.” A shy smile touched her mouth, then faded. “That felt… incredible.”

She inhaled, slow and unsteady. “But I’m terrified of men, Rose. Ever since I started dressing better, since I’ve felt a little more confident, a couple of guys at work have asked me out. They seem kind. Normal. Not pushy.” She swallowed. “And I still said no.”

Rose kept her eyes on the road, listening.

“I don’t know how to do any of it,” Grace admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “In high school I was the awkward, bookish girl no one looked at twice. I studied. I kept my head down. And after that… life just kept happening. I’ve never really dated. I’ve never learned.” Her cheeks burned even in the dim light. “I wouldn’t know what to do if a man leaned in to kiss me. I don’t know how to move with someone on a dance floor. I don’t know how to touch or be touched without feeling foolish.”

Her confession hung in the car like a fragile thing.

Rose felt an old memory stir—of Carol’s laughter, of Ted’s patient, wicked instruction, of how they had once guided her and Diane into a world of pleasure she hadn’t known how to claim. She had no official right to offer what she was thinking. And yet, how could she stay silent?

“Would you like to learn?” Rose asked gently.

Grace blinked. “Learn?”

Rose’s mouth curved, slow and knowing. “I might know a couple who are very good teachers.”

---

That was how, on the third Thursday of January, Grace found herself stepping into the softly lit playroom of Ted and Carol’s home. Greg had been invited too—a handsome, broad-shouldered man in his twenties whose easy smile did little to mask his nervous anticipation. The air in the room carried a quiet charge, an undercurrent of intention.

Introductions were warm, casual. Wineglasses clinked for those who wanted them; Grace declined, her pulse racing enough without help.

Ted eventually cleared his throat, taking on the relaxed authority that came so naturally to him. “Tonight,” he began, “we start with dancing.” His gaze flicked toward Grace, reassuring. “Carol and I have taken lessons for years. We’re comfortable out there. But Rose—” He smiled at her. “Rose is the real talent. She’s had far more training and she moves like she was born to it. She’ll guide you.”

Rose felt a flicker of heat under their attention but stepped forward confidently.

“We’ll spend about an hour on basics,” Ted continued. “After that, we’ll take a short break. Then we’ll begin exploring intimacy more directly. Kissing first. Understanding how to read a body. How to awaken it.” His voice dipped, sensual but matter-of-fact. “Eventually, we’ll move into the art of making love well. But everything builds. And it begins with how you move together.”

Grace’s breath caught, equal parts fear and excitement coiling low in her belly.

Rose slipped off her shoes and positioned herself at the front of the room. “Watch first,” she instructed softly.

She demonstrated a simple step—hips swaying with subtle precision, shoulders relaxed, arms fluid. It wasn’t flashy. It was controlled, grounded, sensual in a way that felt attainable rather than intimidating.

“Now you.”

Grace lined up behind her, hyperaware of Greg a few feet away. She tried to mirror Rose’s movements, counting under her breath, feeling clumsy at first. Greg stumbled too, earning a quiet chuckle from Carol.

Rose corrected gently—adjusting a shoulder here, guiding a hip there. When she turned to face them, observing instead of leading, her gaze sharpened, assessing posture, rhythm, tension.

“Relax your knees, Grace,” she murmured, stepping close enough to lightly press her hand at Grace’s waist. “Let your hips respond to the music instead of fighting it.”

The touch sent a ripple through Grace’s body. She exhaled and tried again. This time, the movement felt less mechanical. More fluid. Something loosened inside her.

They repeated the steps until they felt natural. Then Rose layered in another variation. Time slipped, measured only by the steady pulse of music and the gradual softening of self-consciousness.

By the end of the hour, Grace’s skin glowed faintly with exertion. She was laughing—actually laughing—as Greg misstepped and nearly collided with a side table.

“This,” Rose said, turning down the music, “will continue for several weeks. When you walk into any club or party, you’ll feel at home in your body.”

Ted stepped closer, his expression thoughtful. “And once you’re comfortable moving together, dancing becomes something else.” His gaze lingered meaningfully. “It becomes foreplay. The first conversation your bodies have.”

A shiver ran down Grace’s spine.

When it came time to practice in pairs, Rose demonstrated with Ted. They moved into each other effortlessly, his hand firm at her lower back, her body responsive, attuned. The air between them thickened as their hips aligned, their steps intimate without being explicit. It was a lesson in proximity, in breath shared and tension built slowly.

Grace watched, captivated.

“Your turn,” Carol said warmly.

Ted offered his hand to Grace. “May I?”

Her palm slid into his. His grip was confident but not overpowering as he drew her closer, positioning her body with subtle adjustments—his fingers at her waist, guiding; his thigh brushing hers in deliberate rhythm.

Across the room, Greg paired with Carol, who murmured instructions as she settled into his arms.

Grace focused on the music, on the way Ted’s hand traced the small of her back to encourage her hips forward. The closeness made her pulse thunder. She could feel the heat of him, the steady rise and fall of his chest.

“Don’t think so much,” he said quietly near her ear. “Feel.”

And for the first time in her life, Grace began to understand what that meant.

The first hour of that inaugural night belonged entirely to dance. Under the warm glow of the recessed lights in Ted and Carol’s playroom, Grace lost herself in counting beats and learning how to move her hips without looking as though she were calculating a math problem in her head. By the time the music faded and the lesson paused, her cheeks were flushed, her body pleasantly warm from exertion and proximity.

The second hour carried a different kind of heat.

When Ted announced they would be moving on to kissing and the exploration of erogenous zones, Rose quietly excused herself. She offered a small, supportive smile to Grace, but she didn’t linger. Watching Ted’s mouth on another woman—even in the name of instruction—was not something she cared to witness.

Once Rose had gone, Ted and Carol shifted the atmosphere without saying a word. They stepped into each other’s space, bodies aligning with the ease of long practice. Carol slid her palms up Ted’s chest, her fingers threading into his hair as she tilted her face toward his. Before their lips even touched, Ted began to explain.

“Kissing,” he said softly, “isn’t an attack. It’s an invitation.”

Then he showed them.

Their mouths met slowly, deliberately. Ted angled his head slightly to the right, Carol to the left, demonstrating how a subtle turn prevented noses from bumping awkwardly. They broke apart briefly to discuss the mechanics—how to breathe through the nose, how to adjust if one partner wore glasses, how to let the lips brush first, barely there, before deepening.

When they came together again, it was less instructional and more sensual. Their mouths parted. Carol’s lower lip disappeared between Ted’s, drawn in and released with a teasing suction that made Grace’s stomach tighten unexpectedly. Ted explained, in a low murmur against Carol’s mouth, the difference between a closed-mouth kiss and one that invited the tongue.

“The tongue,” Carol added, glancing at Grace and Greg, her eyes bright, “is not a spear. It’s a dancer.”

She proved it by slipping hers past Ted’s lips in a slow, exploratory glide. They demonstrated how to trace the inside of the lower lip, how to circle lightly before deepening, how to alternate between softness and hunger. They showed how to pull back just enough to make the other follow.

Grace watched, transfixed and mortified and fascinated all at once.

Then it was time to practice.

Ted stepped toward her.

Grace’s heart pounded so loudly she was certain everyone could hear it. Up close, Ted smelled clean and warm, a hint of cologne mingling with skin. He didn’t rush her. Instead, he cupped her elbow gently.

“Relax,” he said. “This isn’t a performance.”

Their first attempt was awkward. Their noses brushed clumsily, and Grace’s lips felt stiff, uncertain. She didn’t know where to put her hands. On his chest? Around his neck? She settled for his upper arms, fingers barely gripping.

They tried again.

This time Ted adjusted his angle slightly, guiding her chin with two fingers. “Turn your head just a little,” he murmured.

Their lips met more cleanly. Softer.

Grace focused on sensation instead of fear—the warmth of his mouth, the subtle pressure. When his lips parted and she felt the faintest sweep of his tongue against her lower lip, she startled but didn’t pull away. He waited, giving her space to respond.

Tentatively, she parted her lips.

The first brush of tongue against tongue sent a surprising ripple down her spine. It was intimate in a way she hadn’t been prepared for—wet, warm, alive. Her grip on his arms tightened, then softened as she found a rhythm. In and out. Slow. Curious.

Across the room, Greg and Carol were engaged in similar exploration, Carol guiding him verbally between kisses. Laughter flickered now and then when someone misjudged a movement, but gradually the self-consciousness began to dissolve.

It took far longer than anyone anticipated.

At first every touch felt exaggerated, every sound amplified. But repetition bred familiarity. Familiarity bred comfort. Grace began to close her eyes. Her hands ventured higher, sliding to Ted’s shoulders. When he gently drew her closer, she didn’t resist. Instead, she leaned in, letting herself be held.

“Notice what feels good,” Ted whispered between kisses. “And say it.”

When his tongue traced the seam of her lips in a slow, deliberate stroke, a small, involuntary sound escaped her throat.

“There,” he said softly. “That.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. “That feels… really good.”

“Then I do more of that,” he replied.

They were instructed to listen—to moans, to changes in breathing, to the way a partner’s body leaned or arched. And just as importantly, they were urged to speak when something didn’t work. When Ted experimented with a firmer pressure that felt slightly overwhelming, Grace pulled back just enough.

“Too much,” she admitted.

He nodded immediately. “Good. Tell me.”

As the minutes slipped away, the kisses grew deeper, slower, more assured. What had begun as technical practice gradually shifted into something that made Grace’s knees feel unsteady. She understood now how a kiss could melt thought, could make her body soften and open without a single item of clothing removed.

Because so much time was spent simply learning to kiss without tension, their introduction to erogenous zones that evening remained modest. Ted and Carol spoke about the sensitivity of cheeks, the delicate curve of the earlobe, the vulnerable column of the neck.

Ted demonstrated by brushing his lips along the side of Grace’s jaw, barely grazing her skin before pressing a slow kiss just below her ear. A shiver tore through her.

“That’s an erogenous zone,” he murmured, his breath warm against her. “And everyone’s is a little different.”

Grace experimented in return, pressing tentative kisses to the side of his neck, surprised at the faint rumble in his chest when she found a spot that made him inhale sharply.

They were reminded—again and again—to communicate. To chase pleasure, not assumption.

“No two people are wired exactly the same,” Ted explained. “Our only goal is to give our partner the most pleasure possible. If something doesn’t do that, we adjust. But we can’t adjust without honesty.”

By the time the evening ended, Grace felt as though she had run an emotional marathon. Her lips were slightly swollen, her nerves humming. Kissing no longer seemed like an abstract mystery. It was a skill. A conversation.

The following week began again with dance, the now-familiar rhythm loosening bodies and inhibitions. After a short break, however, the lesson deepened.

This time, Ted and Carol stood before them and, without ceremony, removed their tops.

Grace’s breath caught.

There was nothing rushed or crude about it. The undressing was deliberate, almost reverent. Skin met air; lamplight traced curves and muscle. Carol’s breasts were full and unapologetic, her nipples tightening under the room’s coolness. Ted’s chest was broad, dusted lightly with hair, his stomach firm.

“We’re going to talk about the upper body,” Carol said calmly, as though they were discussing choreography.

They identified sensitive places—collarbones, the hollow at the base of the throat, the underside of breasts, the nipples themselves, the ribs, the small of the back. They demonstrated how fingertips could trace lightly before increasing pressure, how lips could alternate between open-mouthed kisses and teasing flicks of tongue.

Ted showed how to cup a breast with one hand while the other hand stroked down a side, explaining the importance of varying sensation. Carol demonstrated how a slow circle of her tongue around Ted’s nipple could make his muscles tense beneath her touch.

Grace felt heat pooling low in her abdomen as she watched, both embarrassed and intensely curious.

Then they divided into pairs.

Carol guided Greg’s hands over her skin, instructing him gently. “Softer there… yes, just like that. Use your thumb. Now your mouth.”

Across the room, Ted faced Grace.

“Your turn,” he said quietly.

Her fingers trembled as she reached for him. She began tentatively, tracing the line of his collarbone with the tip of one finger. His skin was warm, firm. Encouraged by his steady gaze, she leaned closer and pressed her lips just beneath his throat, tasting salt and soap.

“Good,” he murmured. “Now try my nipple.”

Her cheeks burned, but she obeyed. She brushed her thumb across the small, tight bud. Ted inhaled sharply.

“That’s sensitive,” he told her. “You can use your tongue.”

Grace swallowed, then bent her head. The first flick of her tongue felt shockingly intimate. His body responded instantly, chest rising. Emboldened, she circled slowly, then closed her lips around it and sucked gently.

The sound he made—low and approving—sent a pulse of liquid warmth between her thighs.

Toward the end of that first portion, they reversed roles.

Ted’s hands were confident but unhurried as they explored her shoulders, the upper curve of her breasts above her bra. He asked before touching, waited for her nod. When his fingers traced the outer swell and his thumb grazed the side of her nipple through fabric, her back arched instinctively.

“There?” he asked.

“Yes,” she breathed.

Across the room, Carol’s mouth was on Greg’s chest now, her hands roaming as she demonstrated with her body what words alone could not teach.

By the time the lesson concluded, Grace’s entire upper body felt sensitized, awakened. She understood now that pleasure wasn’t a single act but a map—one that required patience, curiosity, and the courage to speak.

And for the first time in her life, she didn’t feel clueless.

She felt like a woman discovering her own capacity to give—and receive—ecstasy.

After another short break, the atmosphere shifted again. The air felt heavier, charged with anticipation. One by one, the remaining layers of clothing were shed until nothing stood between skin and skin. Carol and Ted stood before their students without self-consciousness, their ease with their own bodies part of the lesson itself.

This time, they guided them through the lower half of the body—hips, inner thighs, the small of the back, the curve of the backside, the sensitive skin behind the knees. They deliberately stopped short of the most intimate places, lingering instead on the slow build, the art of awakening everything around the center before daring to touch it. Fingers traced the delicate inside of a thigh; lips brushed along a hipbone; hands demonstrated how a slow, circling caress could make someone tremble long before anything overtly sexual occurred.

Carol showed how a teasing glide of her fingertips over Ted’s lower abdomen made his breath change. Ted demonstrated how the soft press of his mouth against her inner thigh caused her knees to weaken. They narrated their own reactions—why something worked, how pressure altered sensation, how restraint could be just as powerful as indulgence.

Then they separated.

Greg stepped toward Carol, nervous but eager, and Grace moved to Ted’s side. Under gentle instruction, they explored. Greg’s hands were tentative at first as they followed the smooth line of Carol’s hip downward. She guided him with murmured encouragement, adjusting his touch, teaching him patience. Across the room, Ted coached Grace in slow, confident strokes along his thighs and lower stomach, reminding her to pay attention to how his muscles responded beneath her palms.

By the time the evening ended, both students were flushed, wide-eyed, and very aware of how much there still was to learn.

When they left that night, each carried homework. A video—carefully chosen—and a book marked with paper clips separating specific chapters. The subject was more intimate: the art of pleasuring with the mouth. Greg’s material addressed a man’s role; Grace’s focused on a woman’s. They were instructed to study before the next lesson.

The third week began as the others had, with dancing. The familiarity of steps and rhythm grounded them, even as something electric hummed beneath the surface. After the break, Ted announced the next phase.

They would shower.

Ted and Carol’s en suite could fit two comfortably; the larger shower off the playroom accommodated more. The women slipped into one, the men into the other. There was laughter at first, a little awkwardness, but also a new seriousness. They washed thoroughly, paying careful attention to every crease and curve, to the soft skin between their thighs. Cleanliness, they had been told, was part of respect.

When they reunited in the playroom, skin still damp and faintly scented with soap, the room felt intimate in a way it never had before.

Carol and Ted began the demonstration calmly, deliberately. They positioned themselves where Greg and Grace could see clearly, explaining posture, pace, the importance of hands as well as mouth. They spoke about sensitivity, about watching a partner’s body for cues—hips lifting, breath hitching, fingers tangling in hair. They showed how anticipation could be built with kisses that wandered slowly downward, how pauses could intensify desire.

Questions were invited and answered without embarrassment.

Then it was time for practice.

Greg knelt before Carol, his earlier confidence replaced by focused concentration. She guided him softly, her fingers threading through his hair when he found a rhythm she liked, her voice low and steady as she encouraged him. Ted reclined as Grace explored him, offering quiet suggestions, praising her when she adjusted her pressure or varied her pace in a way that sent a visible shudder through him.

Throughout it all, there was constant dialogue—whispers of “yes, like that,” or “a little slower,” or “don’t stop.” The emphasis on communication was unwavering. Pleasure was not accidental; it was created together.

Just when Greg and Grace began to feel a fragile mastery, when they thought they understood the pattern of the evening, Ted and Carol shifted the dynamic.

Without warning, the instructors changed positions.

The sudden reversal left both students breathless, hearts pounding—not from inexperience now, but from the intoxicating realization that they were about to feel, firsthand, everything they had just attempted to give.

Carol guided Greg down onto the sofa, her hands firm yet unhurried on his shoulders until he sank back against the cushions. Across the room, Ted eased Grace into the recliner, lowering her gently until her hair spilled over the headrest and her breathing turned shallow with anticipation. There was no rush, no frantic hunger—at least not at first. This was still instruction, still a lesson.

They began slowly, deliberately.

Carol’s mouth traced a careful path along Greg’s inner thigh, then drifted away at the last second, her fingers substituting where heat had promised to follow. He twitched, uncertain. When she shifted her rhythm into something faintly distracting—almost irritating—his brow furrowed.

“Talk to me,” she murmured against his skin.

Ted did the same with Grace, teasing her with pressure that was almost right, then not quite. She squirmed, biting her lip, unsure whether to endure or object.

“What would make it better?” Ted asked softly, his voice calm, coaxing.

The point became clear quickly. When Grace hesitated, he altered his touch again—enough to make her gasp in mild frustration.

“Slower,” she finally whispered. “And… a little higher.”

“That’s it,” he praised, adjusting immediately.

Carol, too, shifted the instant Greg gave direction, rewarding his honesty with a stroke of her tongue that made his hips jerk upward. Feedback wasn’t optional—it was essential. Pleasure, they were showing them, was a conversation.

But then the tone changed.

The last minutes of the session shed their academic restraint. Carol lifted her gaze to Ted, something unspoken passing between them, and then she returned to Greg with unmistakable intent. No more measured demonstrations. No more gentle corrections.

She took him fully into her mouth with a confidence that stole the air from his lungs.

Greg had thought he understood what she was capable of. He hadn’t. Her technique was flawless—warm, deliberate, devastating. She controlled depth and rhythm with exquisite precision, one hand bracing at his hip, the other stroking in perfect counterpoint. Within moments his breaths fractured into broken groans.

He didn’t last three minutes.

The release tore through him, sudden and overwhelming. Carol accepted him without hesitation, drawing every pulse from him with slow, savoring pulls until he sagged back against the cushions, stunned.

He barely had time to recover before she was coaxing him again—soft kisses, teasing strokes, a wicked smile curving her mouth. His body, still humming from the first climax, responded despite itself. When she resumed, slower but no less masterful, the second wave built faster than he thought possible. This one left him trembling, utterly undone.

Across the room, Grace was discovering something just as life-altering.

She had brought herself to orgasm before—many times. She knew the tightening coil, the gathering heat. But this… this was different.

Ted’s mouth was patient and relentless all at once. He listened to every shift in her breathing, every involuntary sound, adjusting with instinctive precision. When her fingers threaded into his hair, he didn’t pull away. He leaned in.

The sensation rose, familiar yet magnified beyond anything she had imagined. Her body arched, hips lifting from the recliner as if drawn upward by invisible strings. She recognized the brink—but there was no fear, only astonishment at its intensity.

When it broke, it shattered her.

A cry ripped from her throat—raw, uninhibited, edged with words she’d never dared to speak aloud. Her whole body convulsed, wave after wave crashing through her while Ted held her steady, unyielding, guiding her through each crest without letting her fall too soon. The pleasure didn’t spike and fade; it rolled and rolled, until she was trembling, drenched in the aftermath of it.

She lay there afterward, stunned, breathless, cheeks flushed a deep, radiant pink.

By the time they dressed, Grace insisted on another shower before heading home, needing the cool water to calm her overheated skin and steady her legs.

At the door, Carol handed them their next materials—books carefully marked, videos selected with the same deliberate progression as before. The focus would shift to intercourse now. They were to begin with the woman-on-top position—often called cowgirl—learning balance, control, rhythm. After that, the missionary position and its many variations.

“Come freshly showered next time,” Ted reminded them gently. “Thoroughly.”

Greg and Grace exchanged a glance—exhausted, exhilarated, changed.

Class was no longer theoretical. And they both knew the next lesson would demand even more of them.

It was only when Grace was gathering her things—still flushed, still walking a little carefully—that Ted and Carol realized how she’d been getting there. Rose had been driving her to each lesson, waiting, then taking her home again. Grace explained it shyly, as if embarrassed by the inconvenience.

Carol’s brows lifted. “You walked to her place after class tonight?”

Grace nodded. “It’s not far.”

“That’s enough of that,” Carol said gently but firmly. “I’ll take you home. Call Rose and let her know she’s off duty.”

Rose, apparently, didn’t argue much. She’d been ferrying Grace around for weeks, and a break suited her fine.

The night air was cool, the car warm and softly lit. Grace sat in the passenger seat, hands folded in her lap, her body still humming from everything that had happened. Carol drove with relaxed confidence, stealing the occasional glance at her.

“Do you drive?” Carol asked casually.

“I can,” Grace said. “I just… my car isn’t great. It runs, mostly. I’m saving for something better. Trying to get enough together for a decent down payment on something used but reliable.” She gave a small, self-conscious laugh. “Until then, I’m sort of limping along.”

“Bring it over Saturday,” Carol said without hesitation. “Ted can take a look.”

Grace blinked. “Really? You don’t have to—”

“We want to.”

And that was that.

Saturday found Ted under the hood while Grace hovered nearby, twisting her fingers together, apologizing every few minutes for “bothering” him. He waved her off, focused and methodical. It turned out the car’s issues weren’t catastrophic—just neglected. With a few inexpensive parts and a long afternoon of grease and patience, he had it running smoothly again.

“It’ll serve you,” he admitted, wiping his hands on a rag. “But it’s not getting younger. You’re smart to keep saving.”

Relief softened Grace’s entire body. After that, she still let Rose drive her to work, but she began arriving at lessons on her own. She drove herself to the grocery store, to errands, to small pockets of independence she hadn’t realized she’d been missing.

While Ted worked on the engine that Saturday, Carol had guided Grace inside. They sat at the kitchen table with coffee between them, the conversation unavoidably turning toward what would come next.

Carol didn’t dance around it.

“Grace,” she said evenly, meeting her eyes, “are you a virgin?”

Grace swallowed. “Yes. And no.”

Carol waited.

“I’ve never been with a man,” Grace clarified, her voice quiet but steady. “But years ago, my gynecologist recommended a minor procedure. She surgically opened my hymen. So… technically it’s not intact.” She paused, heat rising into her cheeks. “I just don’t know if it’s still going to hurt. When he—” She couldn’t quite finish the sentence. “When he penetrates me.”

Carol’s expression softened, though her gaze remained direct. “That’s exactly why we’ll start with you on top.”

Grace’s eyes flickered with a mix of curiosity and nerves.

“You’ll control everything,” Carol continued. “The angle. The depth. The pace. You decide how much, how fast. You can take him into you inch by inch if that’s what you need.” Her voice lowered slightly, not crass, but intimate. “We’ll use plenty of lubricant. There’s no reason for it to be painful.”

Grace’s breathing shifted, slower, more deliberate. The idea clearly frightened her—but it excited her too.

“If you’d feel more comfortable preparing your body first,” Carol added, “you could buy a couple of toys. Different sizes. Get used to the sensation of being filled. I’d even go with you if stepping into an adult store feels overwhelming. You wouldn’t have to do that alone.”

Grace let out a small, nervous laugh. “That’s… kind of you.”

“But,” Carol said gently, “I don’t think it’s necessary. Ted will be careful. He knows how to move slowly. How to listen. You won’t be rushed.”

Grace studied her face, searching for any hint of doubt. Finding none, she nodded.

That seemed to steady her. The fear didn’t vanish—but it softened into something else. Anticipation. A tremor of curiosity that shimmered just beneath her skin.

When Carol returned home after dropping Grace off that Thursday night, she found Ted waiting in the kitchen with a knowing look in his eyes. They poured themselves a late glass of wine and slipped easily into their familiar post‑lesson ritual—dissecting every detail.

She leaned back against the counter, arms folded loosely beneath her breasts, and smiled in a way that was half wicked anticipation, half curiosity. “Did you get a look at Greg tonight?” she asked. “I mean really look at him?”

Ted’s brow arched.

“That cock of his,” she went on, lowering her voice though they were alone. “The shaft is impressive enough, but the head… it flares out so wide. Thick and rounded, almost exaggerated. When he slides into me next week, I think I’m going to feel something I’ve never quite felt before.” Her tongue traced her lower lip. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Ted chuckled softly, the sound edged with heat. “Oh, I noticed. And I’ll admit, my first thought wasn’t even about you riding him.” His gaze drifted over her body, slow and possessive. “I imagined what that broad crown would feel like pushing into your ass. Stretching you. Filling you. The way it would catch on the way out.” He stepped closer, brushing his knuckles along her hip. “My guess? You’d come harder than you ever have.”

A shiver worked its way through her. “You might be right,” she murmured. “This is going to be… interesting.”

----

By the fourth week, the energy in the room had shifted. What had started as careful instruction now carried an undercurrent of expectation. They began with dancing again, but this time the focus was on couples. Rose demonstrated with Ted, her body fitting to his a touch more snugly than strictly necessary. Carol watched with an amused tilt of her head. Rose had always been expressive, but there was something almost indulgent in the way she lingered in Ted’s arms, her hands sliding across his shoulders as she explained each step.

Carol couldn’t help her quiet smile. She knew exactly what Rose was doing—and she didn’t entirely blame her.

After the dancing came a brief pause. Water was poured, breaths steadied. Then, without ceremony, Carol and Ted undressed. Fabric fell away until their skin caught the soft glow of lamplight. The music shifted to something low and rhythmic, a gentle pulse beneath the room’s hum.

They demonstrated the cowgirl position slowly, deliberately. Carol straddled Ted, guiding Grace’s attention to the subtle movements—the angle of hips, the control in her thighs, the way her spine rolled to adjust pressure and depth. It was about command, about sensation directed by the one on top.

When they finished, Carol rose gracefully and turned to Greg.

“Your turn.”

Greg undressed with a mixture of eagerness and nerves, his erection already thick and flushed by the time he was fully bare. Under the warm light, that prominent head looked even more pronounced—broad, almost velvety at the rim.

Carol stepped toward him, utterly unhurried. She knelt between his thighs and ran her palms up his legs before leaning in. Her mouth found him, lips soft and deliberate. She worked him with practiced skill, tongue circling, tracing the ridge beneath the crown, savoring the way his breath hitched and his hands flexed helplessly at his sides. She took her time, drawing him to a heightened, slick hardness before easing back.

Then she guided him down and shifted her own body over his. Greg’s hands hovered uncertainly at her hips as she settled astride him. She glanced briefly toward Grace, offering a reassuring smile, then focused on the task at hand.

Slowly—achingly slowly—she positioned him at her entrance. The first press made her inhale sharply. Even prepared, even wet, the breadth of him demanded attention. She lowered herself inch by inch, feeling the stretch, the fullness. When that thick crown finally slipped past her opening and seated fully inside, her lips parted in a soft, surprised sound.

“Oh,” she breathed.

It was different. The flare of his head grazed her inner walls with a distinct drag, the ridge catching in a way that sent sparks through her belly. She began to move—at first a gentle rise and fall, testing the sensation. The music wrapped around them, low and steady.

Her hips began to circle. She rocked forward, angling herself so that the ridge brushed firmly against her G‑spot. The effect was immediate. A tremor ran through her thighs. She altered the rhythm, sometimes lifting high enough that only the head remained inside before sinking back down, relishing the way it filled her anew each time.

Greg’s hands found her hips more confidently now. His breath came in broken bursts as she rode him, controlling pace and depth just as she’d described earlier to Grace. Every shift of her pelvis was intentional—sometimes slow and grinding, sometimes quick and teasing. She felt him swell even more, felt the telltale tension building.

It didn’t take long.

With a groan he arched beneath her, his climax overtaking him in hot, pulsing waves. She felt the release inside her, the warmth spreading as he emptied himself. But she didn’t stop. Instead, she softened her movements, maintaining contact, coaxing him rather than overwhelming him.

She rolled her hips in small, steady circles, her body humming with its own rising need. Within a minute or two, she felt him stir again—subtly at first, then with growing firmness. She smiled, pleased, and increased the rhythm.

This time she rode him harder, chasing her own pleasure. She leaned back slightly, hands braced on his thighs, giving herself the leverage to grind that thick ridge exactly where she wanted it. The friction built, tight and insistent, until her breath fractured and her movements lost their practiced precision.

When she came, it rippled through her in powerful contractions, her body clenching around him. The sensation pulled him over the edge once more, and he followed her with a second climax, his grip on her hips tightening as they both shuddered.

Throughout it all, the music drifted lazily in the background—soft enough to blur the intimate sounds of skin and breath. And just beyond the circle of lamplight, Ted stood close to Grace, speaking quietly in her ear. He pointed out each subtle shift in Carol’s posture, each deliberate roll of her hips, explaining how control, angle, and patience transformed simple penetration into shared ecstasy.

Grace watched, wide‑eyed and flushed, absorbing every detail.

When Carol and Greg finally disentangled themselves, flushed and glowing, they peeled away the damp sheets and replaced them with fresh ones, the quiet rustle of cotton underscoring the shift in energy. It was Grace and Ted’s turn now.

Grace didn’t hesitate. She let her clothes fall away piece by piece, her expression a mixture of nerves and anticipation. Ted’s voice stayed low and steady, guiding her, reassuring her. He drew her close and began exploring her with deliberate patience—his mouth tracing slow paths over her skin, his tongue teasing and circling until her breathing turned ragged. His fingers followed, learning her softness, coaxing her open. By the time he slid two fingers gently inside her, she was slick and aching, her hips tilting toward him in silent invitation.

He added a touch of lubricant at her entrance, careful and unhurried, never breaking the rhythm of his murmured encouragement. When he asked her to kneel between his thighs, she did, her gaze dark and curious. She bent forward and took him into her mouth, tentative at first, then more confident, her tongue and lips working until he was fully hard and glistening. The soft sounds she made against him sent a visible shiver through his body.

Ted eased onto his back, his erection standing proud against his abdomen. He slicked himself with more lube, then reached for her hips and guided her over him. Grace hovered there for a moment, poised above him, her breath catching as she felt the heat of him brush against her.

“Slowly,” he whispered.

She lowered herself inch by inch, her hands braced on his chest. The first stretch made her gasp. Ted’s hands steadied her hips, his voice calm, coaxing her to relax, to let her body open. She took him deeper, her expression shifting from concentration to astonishment as he filled her. When she finally settled fully against his pelvis, the realization dawned across her face like sunrise.

“I can feel all of you,” she breathed, then smiled—bright, almost disbelieving.

Curious, she gave a tentative wiggle of her hips, testing the sensation. A startled giggle slipped from her lips. The movement sent a ripple of pleasure through her, and she did it again, slower this time. The friction changed with every subtle shift—forward and back, side to side, lifting slightly before sinking down again. She experimented boldly now, discovering how different angles awakened different sparks inside her.

Soon she found a rhythm that made her eyes flutter. When she rolled her hips just right, he pressed against a place deep within her that sent heat radiating through her belly. She repeated the motion, chasing that pulse, building it. Her movements grew more urgent, breath coming in soft cries as she rode him with growing confidence.

Ted watched her unravel, his hands sliding up her thighs. He licked his fingers and reached between them, brushing lightly over her clit. The added sensation was electric.

Grace cried out, her body pitching forward as the orgasm tore through her. She collapsed against him, trembling, her lips crashing into his in a messy, breathless half-kiss.

“Oh God… that’s—” she gasped against his mouth. “I’ve never felt anything like that. It’s so intense. If this is what it’s supposed to be, I don’t ever want it to end… Don’t stop… please…”

Her words dissolved into another shudder as the aftershocks rolled through her. Then, just as suddenly, the tension drained from her limbs. She sagged against him, boneless and spent, her cheek resting on his shoulder while he wrapped his arms around her and held her steady.

A few seconds later, she stirred, blinking as if waking from a vivid dream.

“I think you’ve got the hang of that,” Ted said softly, amusement flickering in his eyes.

Her answering grin was sly and unapologetic. “That? That was beginner’s luck. I’m definitely going to need a lot more practice. Over and over again. Just to be sure.”

They lay tangled together for another quiet minute, catching their breath, savoring the warmth between them. Then, reluctantly, they separated and rose from the mattress, replacing the sheets once more—resetting the stage for whatever lesson would come next.

Time had slipped through their fingers faster than any of them expected. For a moment they actually paused, catching their breath, debating whether they should save the next lesson for another night. Sarah wouldn’t be back until late—an away game, a long bus ride—but still, the hour was creeping forward.

Grace and Greg exchanged a look that said everything. Neither of them wanted to stop.

Ted and Carol stepped in again, bodies loose and confident, and demonstrated the missionary position with an ease that made it look anything but basic. Carol lay back first, her hair fanned across the sheets, her thighs opening in invitation as Ted settled between them. They showed how deceptively versatile it could be—how a woman could surrender beneath her lover, soft and pliant, or how she could take control with subtle shifts of her hips and the angle of her legs.

“Watch,” Ted murmured, his voice low and instructive, as he adjusted his stance. He altered the tilt of his pelvis, rolling his hips in slow, deliberate circles once he was inside Carol. The change was visible in her expression—the way her lips parted, the way her fingers tightened on his shoulders. He demonstrated how shallow strokes teased, how deeper thrusts filled, how speed and rhythm could transform everything. Even the smallest rotation of his hips sent a ripple through her body.

Carol responded in kind, lifting one leg higher over his hip, then both, shifting her pelvis to meet him. Each variation changed the way they fit together, changed the way pleasure bloomed between them. It wasn’t frantic—it was controlled, intentional. A study in sensation.

When it was their turn, Carol was already flushed and slick with arousal. She turned her attention to Greg, kneeling before him with a wicked little smile. She wrapped her fingers around him first, slow and appreciative, then leaned in and took him into her mouth. Her lips were warm and knowing, her tongue deliberate as she worked him until he was fully hard and glistening. When she finally rose and guided him over her, he was breathing harder, eyes dark with anticipation.

She lay back and opened for him, adjusting herself until he slid inside with a long, smooth push that made them both groan. Carol immediately began experimenting—tilting her hips, angling her pelvis so that the broad ridge of his head dragged exquisitely along every sensitive place within her. She felt him everywhere. Every inch.

“Slow down,” she whispered at one point, her nails grazing his back. “Now deeper. Just like that… yes.”

Greg followed her cues, changing the angle of his thrusts, varying the depth, the pace. The intensity built quickly—so quickly she could sense the tension gathering in him, that tight edge before release.

She pressed her palm to his chest and stopped him mid‑stroke.

“There’s something I want to try,” she said, her voice husky but controlled. “Pull all the way out… then slide back in just a few inches. Then out again. Keep doing that. I want to feel just the head of you moving in and out of me.”

His brows lifted, intrigued, but he did as she asked. He withdrew slowly until only the swollen tip remained, then eased forward a few inches, retreating again in a steady rhythm. The sensation was maddening—focused, teasing. Every time he entered, even partially, the thick ridge brushed her most sensitive flesh before slipping free again.

Carol tightened her inner muscles deliberately, clenching and releasing in time with his shallow thrusts. The combination sent a visible shudder through Greg’s body. His breathing grew ragged; her own hips began to tremble as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter.

It didn’t take long. The tension snapped between them almost simultaneously—her back arching off the mattress, his body going rigid as he groaned her name. The orgasms hit hard and deep, rolling through them in powerful waves that left them clinging to each other, stunned and breathless.

When the tremors finally eased and they settled back into the sheets, Carol laughed softly, brushing her fingers down his abdomen.

“That gorgeous, thick head of yours,” she murmured with playful admiration, “is going to make you very popular if you know how to use it like that. Women won’t stand a chance.”

She shook her head, still flushed, still glowing.

“Wow,” she breathed. “That was intense.”

They stripped the bed and remade it with fresh sheets, the air in the room charged with anticipation. Then it was Ted and Grace’s turn.

Ted didn’t hesitate. He sank between Grace’s thighs, unapologetic, even though her arousal already slicked her skin and scented the air. He tasted her slowly, deliberately, his tongue parting her folds, savoring the salt and heat of her. Grace’s breath turned ragged as she reached for him in return, wrapping her fingers around his cock, guiding him to her mouth. She drew him in deep, hollowing her cheeks, her tongue stroking until he hardened fully, thick and ready. She made sure he was glistening before she released him with a soft, wet sound.

Then she lay back, watching him through heavy-lidded eyes.

Ted positioned her legs carefully, spreading her open to him, adjusting her hips with patient hands. He eased into her inch by inch, his expression controlled, almost clinical in its restraint.

He needn’t have bothered.

“Fuck me, Ted,” Grace breathed, her voice low but fierce, vibrating with need. “Don’t hold back. Fuck me hard.”

The shift in her tone lit something darker in his eyes.

He lifted one of her legs higher, bracing it against his shoulder, and thrust again—deeper this time. Her gasp turned into a broken moan. He adjusted her other leg, widening her further, changing the angle so she could feel how each subtle repositioning altered the way he filled her. Every tilt of her pelvis created a new friction, a new spark.

He varied everything—angle, rhythm, depth. Slow, grinding strokes that dragged against her inner walls. Then quick, sharp thrusts that made her breasts bounce beneath his roaming hands. He cupped and kneaded them, teased her nipples between his fingers until they tightened into peaks. One hand slid lower, slick fingers circling her clit while his cock drove steadily inside her.

Grace shattered.

Her orgasm tore through her with a cry she didn’t try to contain. Ted didn’t stop. He rode her through it, then shifted again, finding a different rhythm, a deeper place. When her body clenched around him the second time, liquid heat spilled from her, soaking him, the sheets beneath her.

He kept going.

Each climax rolled into the next. She trembled, her hands fisting in the bedding, her thighs shaking as he coaxed more from her than she knew she had. She was astonishing—multi-layered, responsive, her body answering every adjustment he made. Her slickness only increased, making each thrust glide and then catch deliciously.

When her cries began to fray at the edges, when her muscles fluttered with the first hints of fatigue, Ted shifted tactics. He slowed, searching with careful strokes until he found a tender, hypersensitive spot deep inside her. Grace arched violently when he pressed against it.

There.

He stayed there, grinding into that place while his fingers—coated in her own wetness—returned to her clit. He circled it firmly, relentlessly, his mouth close to her ear as her breath hitched.

She convulsed beneath him, a final, powerful orgasm ripping through her. Her back bowed off the mattress, another gush of slick warmth spilling between them. Then she collapsed, utterly spent.

Grace lay limp, boneless, her chest rising and falling in shallow pulls of air. Ted hovered above her for a moment, braced on his arms, watching the aftershocks ripple across her face. As his erection softened inside her, he withdrew carefully and rolled onto his side.

She turned toward him immediately, curling in close, her voice soft and hazy. “That was wonderful.”

They lay there until their breathing steadied, until the electric charge in the room softened into something warm and satisfied. Eventually they rose, changed the bedding again, and restored the room to order.

In the following weeks, new materials were handed out for study, to be explored later. The next session would be different—a review. After dancing, they would return as couples and move through the progression they had learned: lingering kisses, hands exploring erogenous zones, mouths following, building through oral pleasure until the night inevitably ended with bodies joined, moving together in bed.

They were encouraged to dress as though for a night out—clubbing, seduction, anticipation—so that the transition from public allure to private intimacy would feel natural, seamless.

That fifth week was a triumph. Orgasms came easily, repeatedly—for everyone except Ted.

But that was by design.

He had stamina and discipline in abundance. While Greg and Grace were still focused primarily on what their own bodies were receiving, Ted’s aim lay elsewhere. The true lesson, as far as he was concerned, was not how much pleasure one could take—but how deeply one could give it.

He watched Grace carefully in those weeks, noting every shift in her confidence, every moment she seemed less preoccupied with her own climax and more attuned to her partner’s response. He wanted her to reach a place where her desire to have him inside her was matched—no, surpassed—by her desire to drive him wild.

And when that day came, when he felt her intent focus entirely on his pleasure, he would finally let go. He would spill himself inside her and only afterward murmur the truth of what had happened, letting her savor not just her own ecstasy—but the knowledge that she had mastered his.

Over the next three weeks, the curriculum shifted in a way that felt deliberate—almost intimate in its design. Greg was given material devoted entirely to the art of pleasuring a woman: positions that opened her body in different ways, techniques meant to tease out every shiver, every gasp, every helpless cry. Grace, meanwhile, was immersed in lessons focused on the male body—how to read it, how to control it, how to draw out a man’s desire until he was trembling beneath her touch.

Each evening began the same way: music, dim lights, bodies moving together on the dance floor. The dancing wasn’t just ritual—it was foreplay in disguise. Hips brushed. Fingers skimmed over backs and waists. Eyes lingered longer than polite society allowed. By the time the music faded, everyone was already warm, already softened.

Ted and Carol would demonstrate first, their movements confident and unhurried, bringing the pages and videos to life. They showed how a slight shift of angle could change everything. How a hand placed just so could turn pleasure into urgency. Then, once the demonstration ended, the students practiced—tentatively at first, then with growing assurance—under the steady, watchful guidance of their instructors.

By the end of those three weeks—eight in total—Ted offered something new. A ninth session. An exploration of anal sex.

There would be no dancing that week, he explained. No slow seduction to ease into the evening. Just two focused hours devoted entirely to preparation, play, and penetration.

Greg and Grace agreed without hesitation.

Carol masked her excitement behind professionalism, but it shimmered beneath her skin. The thought of Greg’s thick, blunt head pressing against her most forbidden place, stretching her slowly, filling her completely—it made her thighs press together when no one was looking. She had never considered herself particularly devoted to anal play, but with him… curiosity burned hotter than reluctance.

To prepare, both students were given an assortment of butt plugs in graduated sizes, along with generous bottles of lubricant and detailed instructions. The goal for the week ahead was simple in theory, more challenging in practice: learn to relax. Learn to breathe through the instinctive tightening. Learn to welcome the stretch instead of resisting it. As always, books and videos accompanied the tools, turning anticipation into something deliciously educational.

When the ninth week arrived, the tone was unmistakably different.

The evening began with practical instruction—how to give oneself an enema, how to feel clean and confident before venturing somewhere so intimate. Afterward came long showers, steam curling around bare bodies, hands lingering a little too long under the guise of assistance. By the time they stepped into the playroom, skin was damp and flushed, nerves humming.

Lubrication became almost ceremonial. Thick, slick warmth coated fingers and toys, gliding over tight rings of muscle. The women knelt behind the men first, exploring gently with fingertips, circling, pressing, coaxing. Plugs were introduced one by one, each slightly larger than the last. Carol spoke softly as she guided Grace—reminding her to go slow, to watch Greg’s breathing, to listen when pleasure edged too close to discomfort. Both women kept their ears tuned to the men’s responses, careful not to push past what their bodies were ready to give.

Unlike the earlier sessions, the couples moved in tandem that night. The playroom’s wide mattress was joined by padded mats spread across the floor, creating separate but shared spaces. The air filled with low groans, quiet encouragement, the slick sounds of preparation.

When the men were finally relaxed enough—hips loose, muscles yielding—the women fastened strap-ons around their waists. The sight alone shifted the energy in the room. Grace felt a flicker of power as she adjusted the harness against her hips, aware of the new weight resting between her thighs.

Penetration was slow. Deliberate. The blunt tip pressed against Greg’s slick entrance, and Carol paused, letting him feel the promise of it before easing forward. Inch by careful inch, she entered him, guiding his body to open around her. Across the room, Grace mirrored the motion, her hands steady despite the thrill racing through her.

The purpose was clear: this was education through experience. Greg needed to understand what he would eventually ask of Carol—to feel the stretch, the vulnerability, the surrender required. And for Grace, it was initiation—learning the rhythm and restraint required to wield a strap-on with sensitivity rather than force.

There was no frantic thrusting. No rush to climax. Instead, there was concentration, breath, and the steady exploration of new sensations. A reversal of roles that deepened empathy as much as it stirred desire.

By the end of the night, the lesson had settled into their bodies in ways no book or video ever could.

Just as Carol had secretly hoped, the first slow press of Greg’s thick, flared head against her slicked, waiting body stole the air from her lungs. The stretch was intense—almost overwhelming for a heartbeat—then it melted into a deep, decadent pleasure that radiated through her hips and straight to her core. 

She braced herself on her hands and knees, back arched, presenting herself to him without reservation. “All the way out,” she murmured, breath trembling. She wanted to feel every inch, every ridge. He withdrew carefully until only the swollen crown remained, then eased back inside her.

It was different from taking him in her pussy. There, she could handle his urgency—fast, hard, relentless. But here… here she needed reverence. Control. 

“Slow,” she coached softly. “Three counts in… three counts out.” 

He obeyed, pushing forward in a measured glide—one, two, three—until he was fully seated inside her, buried deep. Then withdrawing just as deliberately—one, two, three—dragging that pronounced ridge along her inner walls in a way that made her gasp.

The pronounced flare of him had a wicked side effect. Each time he pulled back, it seemed to draw the slickness out with him, leaving her craving more. They paused often so she could reach back, guiding his hand, adding more lube to herself and to him, ensuring the glide stayed smooth and decadent instead of sharp.

When he finally found a steady rhythm—slow, deep, deliberate—Carol let one hand slip between her thighs. Her fingers circled her swollen clit, already aching from the fullness stretching her. The dual sensation—his thick cock filling her from behind while she teased herself in front—was almost too much.

She didn’t last long.

The orgasm rose fast and fierce, breaking over her in a hot rush. She cried out, her body shuddering, fluid pleasure gushing from her as her muscles clenched hard around him. 

Greg felt her convulse and instinctively slowed, worry flickering through him. “Are you—?”

“No!” she gasped, almost frantic, looking back at him with wild, flushed eyes. “Don’t you dare stop. Keep going. Fill me up. I want you to fuck my ass until you come inside me. Don’t hold back.”

Her words—raw, needy, shameless—shattered the last of his restraint.

He thrust again, still mindful of the slow rhythm she needed, but now with a deeper urgency. Her body kept spasming around him, each contraction milking him, squeezing him in a way that made his vision blur. The tight, pulsing heat of her anal canal gripping his cock was more than he could withstand. With a groan, he drove in fully and spilled himself inside her, trembling as he emptied into the woman who had demanded everything from him.

Across the room, on one of the mats, Ted moved inside Grace with far more restraint. She was positioned the same way—hands and knees—but her expression was thoughtful rather than wild. Ted leaned over her, his chest grazing her back. One hand slipped beneath her to cup her mound, fingers sliding easily through her soaked folds to find her clit. With his other hand he rolled her nipple between thumb and forefinger, tugging gently, coaxing sensation from multiple directions at once.

She came, but softly—a quiet shiver rather than a tidal wave. Her body fluttered around him without that desperate tightening Carol had displayed.

Ted slowed, then withdrew, easing her down onto her side before stretching out beside her on the mat.

Grace gave him a small, sheepish smile. “I’m sorry. I think… maybe this just isn’t my thing. Maybe it’s something people grow into, and I haven’t.”

He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek. “There’s nothing to apologize for. It’s not everyone’s favorite. Honestly? It’s not mine either.”

She blinked at him. “Really?”

He shrugged lightly. “It’s fine for variety. But if I’m choosing? I’ll take good, old-fashioned vaginal sex every time. Everything else—oral, anal—it’s nice once in a while. I just don’t need it as the main course.”

“Not even oral?” she teased, raising a brow.

He chuckled. “I love giving it. But if my cock’s going somewhere, I’d pick pussy over mouth or ass any day.”

Grace’s expression softened, heat returning to her eyes. “I love it when you’re inside me,” she said quietly. “I still think about that first time I rode you… how hard I came.” She leaned in, kissing him slowly. “You can have my pussy anytime you want.”

And the way she said it left no doubt that she meant it.

By the time Greg and Carol finally untangled themselves, their bodies were slick with sweat and satisfaction. The air in the room felt heavy, saturated with sex and whispered commands and the kind of intimacy that leaves your skin humming. Eventually, reality called them back. The men disappeared into one shower room, the women into another.

Steam curled around Carol as the water cascaded over her overheated skin. Her body still throbbed—pleasantly, deeply—between her thighs and in that tender place she had just learned to surrender. When they reemerged, freshly scrubbed and dressed, there was an almost ceremonial quality to the way they gathered again in the playroom.

Ted cleared his throat, though the glint in his eye suggested he was far from solemn.

“Well,” he began, glancing between Greg and Carol, “that concludes your instruction. But understand something—graduation doesn’t mean we disappear. If you ever have questions, we’re here. If you want to revisit any of the books or videos we used—or explore others we didn’t get to—our library is open to you.”

He gestured toward the tall bookcase along the wall, its shelves lined with well-worn spines and discreetly labeled cases. It wasn’t just a collection; it was an invitation.

“Of course,” Ted continued, folding his arms casually, “every class needs a final.”

Grace smiled faintly, already guessing where this was headed.

“We’re proposing next Friday night,” he said. “Sarah works until eight. Greg, you’ll arrive here around seven—dressed well, ready to take Carol out for dinner and dancing. I’ll be picking up Grace at about the same time. We’ll be dressed to turn heads.”

Carol felt a slow, anticipatory heat bloom in her belly. A real date. A test. A performance.

“I’ll make reservations for the four of us,” Ted went on, “but we’ll sit separately. Two tables. You’ll handle Carol as though you’ve been seeing her for a while—like the two of you have reached that delicious point where the next step is inevitable. Grace and I will mirror that dynamic.”

He looked directly at Greg now.

“You two are encouraged to take initiative. As much as you feel confident doing. Grace and Carol will be a little more… receptive than usual. Consider it space to demonstrate what you’ve learned.”

Grace arched a brow at that, amused.

“After dinner, we’ll head to a nightclub. There’s dancing. It’s intimate—close. You’ll be able to touch, to guide, to explore… within reason. If another man asks to cut in, we’ll politely decline. We’re exclusive for the evening.”

Carol felt her pulse quicken at the word.

“The club allows some liberties,” Ted added smoothly, “but keep it discreet. No exposure. We don’t want the bouncers intervening.”

Greg’s jaw tightened slightly, already imagining his hands sliding over Carol’s hips beneath dim lights and pulsing music.

“Later,” Ted continued, “we’ll go to a motel. I’ve reserved two rooms. You’ll each spend the night with your date.”

The room seemed to go very still at that.

“In the morning, we’ll meet for breakfast there. We’ll talk about the evening—what worked, what surprised you, what you felt. Then I’ll drive Grace and Carol home. Greg, you’ll head out to whatever Saturday holds for you.”

He paused, letting the weight—and promise—of it settle over them.

“And with that,” he finished, a slow smile curving his mouth, “our classes will officially be complete.”

Silence lingered for a breath, charged and electric.

“How does that sound?”

They all agreed almost too easily, as if the anticipation had already taken hold and none of them wanted to break the spell by hesitating. The restaurant Ted chose struck the perfect balance—elegant without being intimidating. Crisp white tablecloths, low amber lighting, attentive waiters in pressed black vests. The kind of place Greg could one day take a woman he was serious about without feeling out of place. It wasn’t ostentatious. It was seductive in a quieter, more confident way.

The club, on the other hand, pulsed with a different kind of promise. Ted and Carol knew it well—knew the rhythm of the DJs, the way the lights skimmed over moving bodies, the way the security staff kept things wild but controlled. It was a playground for adults who wanted to test limits without crossing dangerous lines. Close dancing was expected. Wandering hands were tolerated. Public indecency was not.

The motel Ted reserved was discreet but upscale—clean lines, mirrored headboards, thick carpeting that swallowed sound. No neon grime. No suspicion. Just enough polish to make the night feel intentional rather than reckless.

They all planned ahead. A change of clothes tucked into overnight bags so that morning light wouldn’t expose the previous night’s indulgences. No smudged eyeliner, no wrinkled club wear to invite questions. Sarah would be the hardest to fool, but they decided honesty—at least a curated version of it—would work best. They’d tell her they were celebrating. That they might stay out late. That a motel was safer than driving back exhausted. It was close enough to the truth to pass.

Midweek, Greg called Ted, nerves crackling faintly beneath his otherwise steady voice.

“So… what are you wearing?”

Ted chuckled, clearly enjoying the question. “Black stretch faux-leather jeans. The kind that leave very little to the imagination. At dinner I’ll play it respectable—white dress shirt, tie, sport coat. Clean-cut. Controlled.” A pause, then his tone dipped lower. “At the club, the tie comes off. Shirt unbuttoned to the waist. Jacket probably abandoned somewhere before the second set. It’s about progression, Greg. Start polished. End dangerous.”

Greg swallowed. He could picture it too clearly.

“If you’ve got a pair of fitted jeans that show your shape, wear them. A sharp shirt, tie, blazer. You want Carol to look at you across that table and see a man who’s about to claim what he wants.”

The word claim lingered long after the call ended.

Meanwhile, Grace reached out to Carol, anxiety and excitement braided together in her chest.

“What are you wearing?” Grace asked, already half-afraid of the answer.

Carol didn’t hesitate. “Navy micro mini. So short it barely behaves. Deep plunge in the front—enough to show generous cleavage. The fabric’s cut away in strategic places. Sides, hips… a tease of skin everywhere you look.” She sounded almost dreamy describing it. “No panties. No bra. Just the dress.”

Grace’s breath hitched.

“I’ll wear long earrings that brush my neck. A black leather choker. My navel ring will be visible through one of the cutouts.” She paused deliberately. “And my labia jewelry.”

Heat rushed up Grace’s spine.

“Six-inch black patent platforms,” Carol continued, unfazed. “The kind that make my calves flex and my hips sway without even trying.”

“I can’t dress like that,” Grace blurted, equal parts scandalized and aroused by the image forming in her mind.

Carol laughed softly, not mocking—understanding. “You don’t have to copy me. But you do have to feel irresistible. This isn’t about hiding. It’s about stepping into the woman you’ve been practicing becoming.”

The words settled deep.

Because this wasn’t just dinner. It wasn’t just dancing.

It was a final exam in confidence. In seduction. In daring to be seen—and daring to take what you wanted once you were.

“You don’t have to copy me,” Carol had purred over the phone, amusement and warmth threading through her voice. “Just wear something that makes you feel irresistible. Something that makes you walk differently. Tell you what—call Rose. Let her take you shopping. My treat. I’ll make sure she has a budget.”

The idea alone made Grace’s pulse flutter.

Over the past few weeks she had followed every workout Carol had loaned her, sweating through the routines until her muscles trembled and her skin glowed. She hadn’t been out of shape to begin with, but now there was a new firmness to her thighs, a subtle definition at her waist, a lift to her hips that made her linger in front of mirrors a little longer than usual.

Shopping with Rose turned into a revelation.

Dress after dress slid over her skin—silks, jerseys, lace. Skirts paired with daring blouses. She studied herself from every angle, turning slowly beneath the boutique lights. Finally, she stepped into a sapphire-blue satin bustier that molded to her torso like a lover’s hands. The cups pushed her breasts up and together, transforming what she’d always dismissed as her “slightly saggy C’s”—the result, she’d insisted, of years in flimsy bargain bras—into something lush and unapologetic. In that bustier, they were high, rounded, impossible to ignore.

She stared at her reflection, breath catching.

Yes. This.

They chose sheer black suspender stockings that whispered against her thighs and clipped into place with decadent precision. Over them, a black spandex micro-miniskirt hugged her hips, riding high enough to promise trouble with every step. Rose, eyes sparkling with mischief, added a matching thong to the pile.

“Wear it when you start the night,” she’d advised softly. “Then excuse yourself at some point. Slip it off. And give it to Ted.”

Grace had blushed so hard her skin burned, but the thought sent a wicked thrill straight through her belly.

The final stop was a boutique that catered to dancers—mirrored walls, chrome racks, heels that looked like weapons. Grace chose thigh-high black patent leather boots with a two-inch platform and towering six-inch heels. When she laced them up and stood, the world shifted. Her legs looked endless. Her walk became a slow, deliberate sway.

By Thursday she’d booked an appointment at the cosmetology school. She asked for something bold, something that would make Ted look twice. The stylist frosted her hair heavily, weaving pale streaks through her auburn so that her natural warmth flickered beneath the cool shimmer. The effect was dramatic, almost dangerous. She added long silver earrings that brushed her neck and caught the light when she moved.

At the department store cosmetics counter, she requested Janiqua by name. She’d heard the woman could transform anyone. Under Janiqua’s skilled hands, Grace’s cheekbones sharpened, her lips deepened into a soft berry stain, and her eyes—smoky, elongated, sultry—looked as though they held secrets. When she finally faced the mirror, she barely recognized herself.

She bought a wide black leather belt with a gleaming silver buckle and cinched it tight around her waist, emphasizing the curve of her hips and the lift of her breasts. The finishing touch.

By six o’clock Friday evening, she was dressed, zipped, laced, painted, polished.

And radiant.

She couldn’t keep the excitement contained. She called Rose, asking shyly if she could come by for a quick reveal. Rose’s enthusiastic yes had her grabbing her keys immediately.

When Grace stepped into Rose’s house, the reaction was everything she’d hoped for. Rose’s eyes widened, then softened with pride.

“Look at you,” she breathed.

Grace turned slowly, letting the boots gleam, the stockings flash, the satin catch the light. Rose snapped photos from every angle, laughing, praising, urging her to own it. Grace felt powerful—no longer tentative or unsure, but bold, sensual, alive in her own skin.

Before Grace left, Rose sent one of the pictures off with a teasing caption: Recognize this girl?

The reply came quickly. You’ve worked your magic again.

Grace went home floating.

Ted arrived to pick her up, and somewhere across town Greg was collecting Carol. When Carol opened her door, she was devastating in that navy micro-mini, the plunging neckline daring and obscene in the best way, cutouts teasing glimpses of skin and jewelry. Greg’s jaw visibly tightened as he helped her into her leather jacket.

They drove to the restaurant, anticipation humming beneath polite conversation. Greg gave his name to the hostess and was shown to their reserved table, the evening stretching before them like a promise.

The moment Ted saw her, every careful warning Carol had given him evaporated.

Carol had tried to manage his expectations—told him gently that Grace might not be ready to step out looking as provocatively polished as she and Rose did on their nights out. But the woman standing in front of him now was nothing short of breathtaking.

The blue satin molded to her breasts, lifting them high and proud, the sheen of the fabric catching the light like it had been poured over her curves. The black micro skirt hugged her hips obscenely well, revealing endless stretches of thigh above those sinful patent leather boots. And her hair—frosted and shimmering with hints of auburn—framed a face that was suddenly sultry, confident, almost daring.

For a second, he just stared.

“Wow,” he finally breathed, his voice lower than usual.

He helped her into her fitted leather jacket, his fingers brushing over the curve of her waist as he guided it up her arms. Even through the jacket he could feel the heat of her body. She smelled incredible—something soft and feminine with an undercurrent of spice.

The drive to the restaurant felt charged, every glance he stole from her more intoxicating than the last.

When they walked in and the hostess led them toward the reserved booth, Carol spotted them immediately. Ted shrugged off Grace’s jacket once they reached the table, sliding it slowly down her arms.

Carol’s reaction was instantaneous. Her mouth actually fell open.

This was the same woman who’d nervously insisted she wouldn’t be able to pull off something sexy?

Grace stood there in that booth for a heartbeat—hips curved, breasts lifted, legs showcased like weapons—and she owned it. Carol discreetly lifted her phone and snapped a picture just before Grace slid into the seat. Within seconds she’d sent it to Rose with a triumphant message: Way to go, girl!!

Dinner began with a subtle electricity running beneath the tablecloth.

Carol leaned toward Greg, her voice dipping, her laughter lingering just a little too long. He caught the rhythm quickly, responding with his own teasing charm, his hand drifting to the small of her back as he murmured something in her ear that made her smile.

Ted watched the exchange, then turned his full attention to Grace.

He let his gaze travel slowly—from her lips, glossy and inviting, down the elegant line of her throat, to the swell of her breasts straining against the satin. When his eyes lifted again, he didn’t hide the appreciation.

“You look incredible,” he said quietly, leaning closer. “I’m having a hard time focusing on anything else.”

A flush crept across her cheeks, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she tilted her head slightly, her eyes glinting with something playful—something newly discovered.

“Oh?” she murmured. “That’s distracting you?”

Her foot brushed his under the table. Not accidentally.

Ted nearly choked on his drink.

Where had this woman been hiding?

As the courses arrived, her confidence grew. She leaned in when she spoke, giving him an intoxicating view down the curve of her bustier. She held his gaze just a second too long before glancing at his mouth. Her fingers toyed with the stem of her wineglass in a way that felt deliberate.

Ted found himself wondering what she’d been doing all those years at home caring for her mother. Because this wasn’t innocent awkwardness. This was controlled. Intentional. Seductive.

Maybe she’d devoured stacks of romance novels. Maybe she’d fantasized more than he’d ever guessed.

Whatever the reason, she knew exactly how to make a man feel chosen.

By the time they finished their main course, Ted was completely enthralled.

He told her so.

“I love what you’ve done,” he said, his tone sincere but thick with admiration. “The hair—it’s stunning. And your makeup…” He shook his head slightly. “Your eyes look dangerous tonight.”

She laughed softly, but there was a flicker of uncertainty beneath it.

They were waiting for dessert—a single hot fudge sundae they’d agreed to share—when she suddenly grew quiet. Her fingers smoothed down the edge of her skirt, then pressed against her thigh as if testing her own nerve.

“I’m glad you like it,” she began, her voice lower now. “Really. That means a lot.”

He leaned closer, sensing the shift.

“But I don’t think I can do it,” she whispered.

“Do what?”

“Stay dressed like this.” She exhaled shakily. “I feel… exposed. I don’t know if I can dance for hours in this outfit. I thought I could, but now that we’re here…” She gave a small, apologetic smile. “I need to change. I’m sorry.”

Before he could respond, she slid out of the booth. She reached for her oversized shoulder bag—the one he’d barely noticed before—and slung it over her shoulder.

Her heels clicked sharply against the floor as she headed toward the ladies’ room.

Ted watched her go, a mixture of admiration and disappointment tightening in his chest.

He assumed she’d packed something safer in that large purse—a longer skirt, maybe something looser and more modest. He pictured her coming back with fabric that fell to her knees, her leather jacket zipped high over the bustier. Still beautiful. Still desirable.

But not like this.

Not like the dangerously confident woman who had just set his entire body on fire.

When Grace returned from the restroom, Ted’s expectations shattered in the most delicious way.

She hadn’t changed into something safer. If anything, she looked more daring. The skirt was still clinging to her hips, but now it rode higher—just enough that when she walked, he caught a teasing glimpse of stocking tops hugging her thighs. Each step carried a subtle sway, a buoyant, sensual confidence that hadn’t been there before. It was as if she’d shed more than fabric in that restroom—she’d shed hesitation.

She slid back into the booth and leaned forward, deliberately, her cleavage spilling into his line of sight. The neckline of her bustier dipped just enough to make his mouth go dry.

“There,” she said with a satisfied little breath, her lips curving. “I feel so much better.”

He stared at her, completely thrown. “Better?” he echoed, baffled.

“Give me your hand.”

He obeyed without thinking. She placed something soft and crumpled into his palm—warm from her body.

For a second he didn’t understand. He slowly unfolded the small scrap of blue silk, confusion giving way to realization just as the waitress arrived balancing their dessert. He schooled his expression, but there was no hiding the heat that surged through him.

The scrap was delicate. Lacy. Intimate.

Grace sat back, watching him with luminous eyes, her expression a blend of innocence and wicked triumph.

He smoothed the silk against the table with exaggerated care while the waitress set down the hot fudge sundae. Once she stepped away, he lifted the lace to his face and inhaled deeply, the scent faint but unmistakably hers. A low, satisfied sound escaped him.

Then, with deliberate ceremony, he tucked the blue scrap into his coat pocket, letting a corner peek out like a rakish pocket square.

“You little vixen,” he murmured, his voice rougher now. “And to think this night is just getting started.”

Her smile turned slow and knowing as she dipped her spoon into the sundae.

When he’d made the reservations earlier, he’d requested two separate tables but insisted on the same server for both—and told the restaurant he’d be covering both checks. So when he signaled for the bill for their table and Greg and Carol’s, the waitress merely nodded, almost relieved that he’d handled it so smoothly.

Ted had been tracking the other couple from the corner of his eye. Greg and Carol were finishing up as well, their body language already charged with anticipation.

Within minutes, coats were shrugged on, chairs pushed back, and the four of them stepped out into the night air—dessert sweet on their tongues, promise thick between them—as they headed for the nightclub where the real heat of the evening would begin.

Greg took his cue from Ted the moment they stepped into the pulsing darkness of the nightclub. Before the bass could fully wrap around them, he tugged off his tie and slipped it into his pocket, then loosened the top buttons of his shirt. The cotton parted to reveal the firm planes of his chest—hard-earned muscle from seven months of relentless workouts. The soft, studious edge he’d once carried was gone. There was nothing awkward about him now. Under the shifting lights, with his shoulders back and his jaw set in quiet confidence, he looked undeniably sexy.

And walking in beside Carol only amplified that confidence.

She was magnetic—curves wrapped in sleek fabric, hips that promised sin, lips curved with knowing experience. Some might have labeled her a young cougar, hungry and predatory. Others would’ve simply muttered “MILF” under their breath as they watched her glide past. A few might have assumed she was just a slightly older girlfriend. None of them knew the truth—that she was the one in control, and that Greg adored every second of it.

They ordered soft drinks and nothing more. Tonight wasn’t about alcohol. It was about awareness. Control. Heat.

The music throbbed through the floor, and they didn’t waste time. They moved together, slipping easily into the rhythm, practicing what Rose had shown them—but with a boldness that hadn’t been possible in a private basement.

Greg noticed the other men on the floor, grinding shamelessly against women in tiny dresses, hands wandering without apology. Something hot and competitive flared inside him. He didn’t want to just imitate what he’d been taught—he wanted to claim it.

His hands slid to Carol’s hips, firmer this time. He pulled her back against him, their bodies aligning with deliberate intent. When he rolled his hips forward, he didn’t hold back. He let her feel him.

Carol recognized the shift instantly. A slow, approving smile touched her lips. They’d told him to take initiative. To own it.

So when he pressed himself against her more boldly, she answered without hesitation. She ground back into him, slow and deliberate, her ass circling against the growing hardness beneath his pants.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured over her shoulder, her voice thick with approval. “That’s why we came here.”

The praise went straight to his bloodstream. Greg tightened his grip, moving with her, sliding his bulge into the curve of her ass, then angling so the hard length of him brushed against her lower stomach when she turned to face him. The friction was intoxicating. She met every thrust with one of her own, her body fluent in this language of tease and promise.

During slower songs, they drifted toward darker corners, scanning instinctively for the bouncers. When they found a pocket of shadow, Carol’s hand would slip down between them. Her fingers cupped him through his trousers first—testing, squeezing—before slipping inside to stroke the rigid heat of him. She teased his cock and rolled his balls gently in her palm, smiling when his breath hitched.

Greg wasn’t passive. His hands roamed greedily over her curves, squeezing one full, heavy breast through the fabric of her dress, thumb circling her nipple until it tightened beneath his touch. Sometimes his fingers dipped lower, sliding between her thighs, pressing against the damp heat he found there. When he dared to push a finger inside her, she bit back a moan, her nails digging into his shoulder as her hips rocked subtly against his hand.

When they couldn’t escape watchful eyes, they adapted. They held each other close—too close for it to be innocent. His hands rested possessively on her ass, fingers spreading wide, kneading through the fabric. Hers clung just as tightly, gripping his backside, keeping him pressed against her as they swayed.

Midway through the evening, flushed and breathless, they retreated to a small table. Carol shifted in her seat, reaching discreetly beneath her skirt. Greg watched, puzzled and intrigued, as she fumbled for a moment before drawing her hand out.

Resting in her palm were the two delicate pieces of jewelry that had earlier adorned her most intimate place.

She placed them carefully into her clutch, the gesture intimate and deliberate. Then she looked at him, her eyes dark with intent.

“Now,” she said softly, leaning close enough for her lips to brush his ear, “when we dance again, I’m going to try to come while I’m riding your leg.”

The promise alone made him throb.

When they returned to the floor, they drew attention. More than one man approached, clearly eager for a turn with Carol. Each time, Greg didn’t hesitate.

“Sorry, friend,” he said smoothly, an edge of possession in his tone. “We’re exclusive tonight. Just the two of us.”

A couple of overconfident guys smirked and turned to Carol instead. “What does the lady say?”

She didn’t even glance their way.

“Like he said,” she replied coolly, slipping her arm around Greg’s waist. “We’re only dancing with each other tonight.”

The message was unmistakable.

The men walked away disappointed but without argument. And Greg pulled Carol closer, pride swelling in his chest as she melted back against him—his for the night, and very much enjoying it.

Greg was so hard it bordered on painful.

Every grind of Carol’s hips against him, every slow circle she traced with her ass as the bass throbbed through the club, wound him tighter. For her, this kind of dancing was delicious torture—foreplay drawn out to a near-unbearable edge. She and Ted would sometimes stretch it for hours, letting the friction build, stealing heated kisses in shadowed booths, letting anticipation become its own aphrodisiac.

But Greg wasn’t built for patience tonight.

He was young, flushed, vibrating with need. Carol could feel it in the way his hands gripped her hips, in the hungry press of his erection nudging insistently between her thighs whenever the rhythm slowed. He was barely containing himself, and instead of tempering him, she let his urgency spark her own. There was something intoxicating about being wanted so desperately by a man in his prime.

By 10:30, they were out the door.

The cool night air hit their overheated skin as they hurried toward the motel. Carol held the key cards in her clutch—Ted had arranged everything earlier, the room waiting like a silent accomplice. Greg’s hand never left the small of her back, as if afraid she might disappear before he had her naked.

The moment the door shut behind them, restraint evaporated.

They were kissing before the lights were fully on—hungry, open-mouthed, teeth grazing, tongues tangling. Greg tried to remember everything he’d been taught: slow down, explore, tease. He kissed her throat, her collarbone, traced his lips along the swell of her breasts once her dress hit the floor. He touched her the way he’d practiced—fingers stroking, palms cupping, mouth learning the taste and texture of her skin.

But he was already so worked up.

When he slid to his knees and pushed her thighs apart, the scent of her arousal hit him like a drug. She was wet—slick and ready—and the knowledge that he’d helped put her there nearly undid him. He licked her slowly at first, trying to be methodical, circling her clit with careful strokes of his tongue, dipping lower to taste her fully. Carol’s fingers threaded through his hair, guiding but not controlling, soft moans spilling from her lips.

She knew how to take pleasure. Knew how to let it show.

When she pulled him up and sank to her knees in front of him, Greg’s breath caught. Her hands wrapped around his cock with confident familiarity. She stroked him, slow and firm, before taking him into her mouth. Warm, wet heat engulfed him, and his knees nearly buckled.

He tried to last. He truly did.

They tumbled onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, skin sliding against skin. He entered her with a groan, burying himself deep inside her tight, welcoming heat. She arched beneath him, legs wrapping around his hips, urging him closer.

He remembered to move his hips slowly at first. To vary the rhythm. To watch her face.

But Carol was experienced—passionate, insatiable in a way that both thrilled and intimidated him. She met every thrust, matched every movement, her body strong and responsive. She rode him when he rolled onto his back, breasts swaying, head tipped back as she took control. She turned him onto his knees and pressed her hands into the mattress, looking over her shoulder with a smile that promised ruin.

She could outlast him. Easily.

By 12:30, Greg lay beside her, chest heaving, utterly spent. Every muscle felt wrung out, his body humming from release after release. Carol, though flushed and satisfied, still looked capable of more.

In the middle of the night, he woke hard again, desire rekindled. They moved together in the darkness, slower this time, more languid—but once more, she endured beyond him, drawing pleasure from him until he collapsed against her with a half-laugh, half-groan of disbelief.

Morning light crept through the curtains.

Greg, stubborn and determined, was ready again. They tried different positions—him standing at the edge of the bed while she lay back, then her straddling him, then side by side. He wanted to give her everything. But exhaustion clung to him. Though he was hard, though he thrust and strained, he couldn’t quite reach the edge.

Carol brushed sweat-damp hair from his forehead.

“Pull all the way out,” she murmured. “Then slide back in. Slow… then deep.”

He had forgotten that technique.

He drew out until only the tip of him remained inside her, the cool air teasing his sensitive skin, then plunged back in fully. The contrast—empty to full, teasing to complete—sent a shock of sensation through him. He did it again. And again. Each time it was sharper, more electric. Carol’s breath hitched; her nails dug lightly into his hips.

“That’s it,” she whispered.

His rhythm faltered as he neared climax, pleasure cresting fast and hard. And then, just as he tipped over the brink, Carol shifted.

She slicked the middle finger of her right hand with the wetness pooling between her thighs—her nail trimmed short, deliberate. Without hesitation, she pressed it against him and pushed inside his ass, firm and sure.

The sensation detonated through him.

Greg cried out, body convulsing as orgasm tore through him with startling intensity—deeper, fuller than before. Every muscle locked, pleasure radiating from that unexpected pressure. He shuddered against her, completely undone.

When it was over, he collapsed forward, trembling.

He knew, in that dazed aftermath, that he was beyond drained. There was nothing left in him to give.

They showered together afterward, warm water cascading over their tired bodies. Carol washed him slowly, thoughtfully, as if tending to something precious.

“Remember,” she said gently, meeting his eyes through the steam, “your first goal is always her pleasure. When you focus on that, yours becomes better too.”

He nodded, listening.

“And patience,” she added. “Take your time. Kiss her everywhere. Explore. Work those sensitive spots. Give oral like you mean it. Let her build. Let yourself build.”

Greg felt the truth of it settle deep inside him. He’d rushed, driven by his own hunger. He’d tasted incredible pleasure—but he could have given more. Been more.

How he wished he could rewind the night and stretch it out, savoring every second with the knowledge he had now.

He knew he’d never relive it.

But the lesson, and the memory—the scent of her skin, the sound of her voice, the way she’d taken him apart and built him back up—were etched permanently into his mind.

The purpose of making love is to give your partner the greatest pleasure.

He would never forget that.

And despite his mistakes, despite the delicious humiliation of being utterly spent by a woman who could outlast him in every way, he had experienced sex so intense it left him gloriously, completely exhausted.

Ted and Grace’s night unfolded on an entirely different rhythm—slower, deeper, charged with a kind of confidence that came from knowing exactly how to savor anticipation.

They claimed a shadowed table at the back of the club, half-hidden from the crowd but close enough to feel the pulse of the music. Ted’s gaze swept over her in a way that made her skin prickle. He told her she looked stunning—no, devastating—and the low sincerity in his voice made heat bloom beneath her carefully chosen outfit. She leaned toward him, drawn by that heat, and his mouth met hers in a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened.

He tugged her gently from her chair and guided her onto his lap. The world around them blurred into bass and colored lights while his hands explored the curves of her waist and hips. Their mouths moved together lazily at first, then hungrily, his fingers tracing patterns that promised much more than they could take in public.

When they stepped onto the dance floor, the energy shifted. The crowd moved with unapologetic sensuality, bodies grinding, hands wandering. Grace felt it immediately—that provocative sway, that invitation—and she answered it. She pressed back against Ted, rolling her hips in time with the beat, letting him feel exactly how much she wanted him. His hands settled at her hips, guiding, encouraging. During the slower songs, they melted into each other, chests aligned, thighs brushing, his palms roaming as discreetly as possible over her backside, her fingers sliding beneath his jacket to skim the hard lines of his torso.

They drifted back to their table for breathers that were anything but innocent. Kisses turned heated, hands slipped under fabric. A few hopeful men trailed behind them, eyeing Grace with open interest, clearly intending to ask for a dance. But when they reached the table and saw the way Ted had her pinned gently against the booth, her mouth open beneath his, her fingers knotted in his hair, they thought better of it and retreated.

By midnight, Grace was trembling from the delicious torment of it all. On the dance floor, Ted’s hand had found its way beneath her skirt more than once, his fingers expertly coaxing her until her knees weakened and she clung to him to stay upright. Twice she shattered like that, silently, breath hitching against his shoulder. Back at the table, hidden in the shadows, he brought her undone again and again with slow, deliberate strokes that left her flushed and desperate.

When they finally slipped out into the night air and made their way to the motel, the tension between them felt almost unbearable.

The door had barely clicked shut before they were on each other again. Ted guided her to the bed, easing her down while he remained standing, his eyes dark with focus. He began not with urgency, but with reverence—his mouth tracing the line of her neck, grazing over her shoulders, lingering at the swell above her bustier. His lips were warm, unhurried, his tongue teasing delicate paths that made her arch and gasp.

The restraint became torture. She reached down, tugging the top of her bustier aside, freeing her breasts so he could finally take her nipples into his mouth. He did, sucking gently, then more firmly, his fingers rolling and pinching until pleasure spiked straight through her core.

He stripped her slowly—belt sliding free, skirt pooling at her feet, the bustier discarded. She stood before him in nothing but the last scraps of fabric, her breathing uneven, her body humming. Then he lowered himself to his knees.

The sight alone made her shiver.

His hands skimmed her hips as his mouth descended. He kissed her stomach, circled her navel with his tongue, and continued downward, each inch deliberate. When he reached the slick heat between her thighs, he parted her gently with his fingers, opening her to him. His tongue slipped inside, probing, tasting, exploring her depths with practiced patience.

She moaned his name, fingers tangling in his hair as he worked her slowly, expertly.

He rose just long enough to shrug off his shirt, then guided her back onto the bed. Once she lay stretched out before him, he knelt at her feet and began again—removing her boots, peeling off her stockings inch by inch. He kissed her toes, sucking lightly, then traced the arches of her feet with his lips. He traveled upward, over her calves, to her knees, lifting her legs to kiss the tender skin behind them.

Every inch of her body received attention. Every inch burned.

When his mouth reached her inner thighs, he lingered, kissing higher and higher, stopping just short of where she ached most. She writhed beneath him, frustration and desire tangling together.

“Stop teasing me,” she pleaded breathlessly. “Just fuck me.”

But Ted only smiled faintly and spread her legs wider.

He bent between them and devoured her properly this time, his mouth sealing over her, tongue circling and pressing with intent. One hand claimed her breast again, kneading and tugging at her nipple, while the other slid between her folds, fingers slipping inside, searching until they found that sensitive place that made her cry out.

He focused there, stroking, pressing, his lips moving to her clit, drawing it gently between his teeth before soothing it with his tongue.

“Ted,” she gasped, hips lifting helplessly. “I need you so bad. Please—fuck me. Fuck me now.”

Only then did he rise, shedding his pants, thong, and boots, his body finally bare and ready above hers, while she lay open and trembling, desperate for him to fill her.

He stretched out on his back, his body taut with anticipation, his erection rising proudly from his hips. A wicked smile curved his mouth as he looked up at her.

“No,” he murmured, voice rough with heat. “You take me.”

Grace didn’t hesitate. Desire had burned away any trace of shyness. In one fluid motion she swung her leg over him and lowered herself onto his waiting body. He was slick and ready for her, and she was more than prepared—her skin still damp from his mouth, her center swollen and wet from everything he’d done to her. When she sank down, inch by inch, they both groaned at the slow, decadent stretch.

She remembered what she’d learned about her own body—how to control it, how to savor it. She rolled her hips, tightening the muscles deep inside as she seated him fully within her. The sensation was exquisite, electric. She began to ride him, lifting and lowering herself, circling her pelvis so that he brushed every sensitive place inside her. Ted’s hands came up immediately, cupping her breasts, thumbs stroking over her nipples before one hand drifted lower to tease her clit in time with her movements.

The rhythm built quickly. Her breath shortened. Her head tipped back, hair cascading down her shoulders as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her belly.

“I’m coming,” she cried out, uncaring who might hear through the thin motel walls.

Her body seized around him, pulsing hard, gripping him in waves as release tore through her. The intensity made her gasp, her inner muscles fluttering uncontrollably as she climaxed, liquid heat spilling from her in a rush that left her trembling above him.

Ted’s eyes darkened with awe and hunger. He sat up abruptly, hands firm on her hips. “Up,” he commanded softly.

Before she could fully register what he intended, he had risen, lifting her effortlessly. The world tilted as he flipped her upside down, her back braced against his chest, her legs draped over his shoulders. Blood rushed to her head, and she let out a startled laugh that melted into a moan when she realized where she was—her sex inches from his mouth, his erection hanging thick and inviting before her lips.

Instinct took over. She wrapped her arms tightly around his waist, steadying herself as he bent his head and devoured her. His tongue slid deep, deliberate and hungry, while she turned her face toward his cock and took him into her mouth. She tasted herself on him, tasted him on her, the intimacy of it dizzying. She sucked slowly at first, then deeper, drawing him in as far as she could, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head before gliding down his length.

He walked with her like that, step by slow step, their breaths mingling in heated gasps. When he stopped, she realized they were facing the long mirror across the room.

“Look at us,” he said, his voice thick.

She lifted her head slightly and met her own gaze in the glass. The sight stole her breath—her body inverted and flushed, his hands gripping her thighs, his mouth buried between her legs while she pleasured him in return. It was raw. Uninhibited. Beautifully obscene.

“That’s so fucking hot,” she whispered, eyes blazing. “Baby… I need you inside me.”

He lowered her carefully onto the bed. “On all fours,” he urged.

She obeyed, turning and bracing herself on her hands and knees, her back arching naturally. The position left her deliciously exposed. She felt him move behind her, his hands sliding over her hips, steadying her. Then he pressed forward, the broad head of him nudging at her entrance before pushing in with a single, deep thrust.

They both groaned as he filled her completely.

“Hard and fast,” she begged, glancing back at him over her shoulder, eyes bright with want. “As hard and fast as you can.”

He didn’t hold back. His hands tightened on her hips as he began to drive into her, powerful strokes that snapped her forward each time. The sound of skin meeting skin echoed in the room. Her breasts swayed heavily beneath her, bouncing with every thrust, and the new angle of him inside her made her gasp.

The sensation was different—deeper, more primal. She looked down at her body, watching the movement, feeling deliciously exposed.

“You’re making me lose control,” she breathed, voice shaking with pleasure. “Don’t stop.”

One of his hands slid around her waist to her breast, fingers closing over her nipple. He tugged gently at first.

“Harder,” she urged, craving the sharper edge to the pleasure.

He pinched more firmly, and she cried out, her inner muscles clenching around him in response. He pulled her nipple outward, stretching it just enough to send a shiver racing down her spine.

“Like that,” she moaned, her voice low and needy. “I love when you take me like this.”

But even in his passion, there was restraint in him—a tenderness that wouldn’t let him push too far. She felt it in the way his grip softened, in the care behind every movement.

Suddenly she shifted, pulling free of him and rolling onto her back beneath him in one swift motion. He hovered above her, breath ragged, eyes searching hers.

She reached up, cupping his face, drawing him down until their foreheads touched.

“I love you, Teddy,” she whispered, the words raw and unguarded. Her hands slid down his back, guiding him between her thighs again. “Now come here. Be with me. I want all of you.”

He kissed her then—deep, possessive, tender—and pressed back inside her, their bodies joining once more as the night stretched on around them.

Ted was fully aware that Grace knew the truth about him—that there would never be any babies. The promise she’d just begged for was nothing but heated fantasy, a delicious lie whispered between thrusts. But the way she said it, the way her eyes burned when she looked at him, made it feel real. It tightened something deep in his chest.

She wrapped her hand around his erection, guiding him back inside her slick heat with a slow, deliberate push that made them both groan. He lifted her legs, draping them over his shoulders, opening her wide to him. The angle was intimate, claiming.

“I’m giving myself to you, Teddy,” she breathed, her voice trembling with lust and something more vulnerable. “All of me. I’m yours. Your dirty girl. Your wicked little slut.” Her hands slid over her own body as if presenting it to him. “These tits? They belong to you. Make them bounce. Grab them. Suck them. Do whatever you want.”

He didn’t hesitate. His palms closed around her soft flesh, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they tightened beneath his touch.

She glanced down between them, watching where their bodies joined. “See how I’m wrapped around you? This pussy is yours. Whenever you want it.” Her hips lifted, urging him deeper. “It belongs to you.”

Her fingers traced her mouth. “These lips? They’re yours too. I’ll kiss you anywhere you want. I’ll worship every inch of you.”

The words were filthy, possessive, intoxicating. He thrust slowly, deliberately, watching the pleasure ripple across her face.

Suddenly she slipped off him and rose from the bed in one fluid motion. Her body gleamed with sweat and arousal as she began to move—hips rolling, breasts swaying. She turned her back to him and bent forward, shaking her ass in a teasing rhythm that made his mouth go dry.

“You see this?” she teased over her shoulder, palms spreading her cheeks just enough to tempt him. “It’s yours too. You said you’re not big on taking a woman from behind like that… but if you ever want to? It’s yours. All of me is yours. Take me, Teddy.”

His eyes darkened. “Reverse cowgirl,” he said, voice low and rough. “If you’re offering me that view, I want to see you ride me. I want to watch every bounce.”

She climbed back over him, turning so her back faced his chest. Slowly she lowered herself onto him, inch by exquisite inch, until he was buried inside her again. From where he lay, the sight was breathtaking—her ass rising and falling, the curve of her spine, the way her hips rolled as she began to ride him.

He gripped her thighs, guiding her rhythm, loving the way her body responded. After a few minutes, he asked her to lift just slightly and hold there. She hovered, muscles trembling, and he began thrusting up into her from below. The new angle made her gasp.

Her hand slipped between her legs, fingers circling her clit as he drove upward. Each thrust hit a sensitive place deep inside her, and her breath grew ragged. He wet his finger and slowly traced it down between her cheeks, pressing gently against the tight ring there, teasing without forcing. The added sensation tipped her over. Her body clenched around him, shuddering as she cried out, coming hard.

She collapsed forward, then rolled onto her back again, legs open and inviting. He turned her onto her side, sliding one thigh between his legs and lifting her top leg up against his chest. The position opened her beautifully to him, intimate and exposed.

He pushed inside her once more, watching their bodies join from this new angle. He could see himself moving in and out of her, could see the way her breasts swayed with every thrust. His free hand roamed over them, squeezing, pinching, tugging gently on one nipple until her breath hitched.

The small, sharp pleasure made her moan softly as another quick orgasm fluttered through her.

He didn’t stop. His fingers drifted lower, circling her clit with practiced pressure while he continued to thrust steadily inside her. Her hips bucked, chasing the sensation, and another wave crested—smaller than the others but just as sweet—leaving her trembling beneath him, completely undone.

“I want you on top of me,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Lie over me and take me while you kiss me.”

He moved above her, bracing himself on his forearms so he wouldn’t crush her, though their chests were pressed flush together, skin sliding against skin. The heat between them was immediate, electric. She reached down, guided him inside her with slow, deliberate pressure, and sighed when he filled her completely. Her fingers lingered between her thighs, circling her swollen clit as if she couldn’t help herself.

“Now kiss me,” she breathed.

But it wasn’t a simple kiss. It was hunger. Their mouths opened, tongues tangling and stroking in a rhythm that matched the glide of his hips. It felt almost indecent, the way they devoured each other—mouth to mouth, body to body. He felt surrounded by her: her legs wrapped around him, her nails grazing his back, her soft sounds spilling into his mouth. It was as if they were claiming each other from both ends, her warmth gripping him below while her tongue teased and dueled with his above.

He felt her urgency, the way her hips rose to meet him, urging him deeper, faster. His control began to fray. The tension coiled tight in his belly, his thrusts growing sharper, more desperate. He was so close.

Then—unexpected and wicked—her slick finger slid between his cheeks and pressed inside him.

The sensation detonated through him.

He groaned into her mouth as pleasure exploded outward, his body jerking as he spilled deep inside her, pulse after pulse, each release wrung from him by the intimate shock of her touch. He felt himself emptying into her, felt the way she clenched around him as if she wanted every last drop.

The moment she felt him release, her own climax surged up to meet it. Her cry broke against his lips, her body tightening and trembling beneath him as she came hard, milking him through the aftershocks.

When his strength finally gave out and he tried to roll away, she held him there, arms locked around his shoulders, legs crossed at his back. She kept him inside her, breathing in his ear, as though she needed to feel him softening within her. They lay like that for long minutes, sweat cooling on their skin, hearts pounding in unison.

The sheets beneath them were soaked, damp with the evidence of everything they’d poured into each other. Laughing softly, they abandoned the ruined bed for a quick shower—hands wandering lazily over slick skin beneath the spray—before climbing into the other bed in the room.

It was nearly three in the morning when they finally settled. She curled into him, her back pressed to his chest, his arm draped possessively over her waist. Her ass nestled against him, and even spent as he was, his body stirred at the contact. They fell asleep tangled together like that.

Morning light filtered through the curtains.

“Make love to me, Teddy,” she murmured, still drowsy, still warm.

She rolled onto her back and hooked one leg over his hip, drawing him close. The other she lifted slightly, opening herself to him. He entered her gently this time, from the side, his movements slow and unhurried. Their eyes stayed locked. There was no frantic edge now—only intimacy, a deep, steady rhythm that felt almost reverent.

He told her how incredible she was, how she felt, how she looked in the morning light. His hand roamed over her breast, thumb teasing her nipple before drifting down to stroke her clit in lazy circles. He felt her body responding, tightening, her breath growing shallow.

She was close. He could see it in her eyes.

“I know it sounded like pillow talk,” she said softly, her voice trembling as pleasure crept higher. “But I meant every word. I’m yours, Teddy. All of me. However you want me.”

The confession pushed her over the edge. She came with a sharp inhale, her body clenching around him, pulling him into her climax. The sensation dragged him with her, and he let go, releasing inside her with a low groan, their foreheads pressed together.

Afterward, they lay quietly, catching their breath, knowing the night—and morning—had changed something between them.

Eventually, reality intruded. It was time for breakfast.

Grace took her time getting ready. He could hear the faint sounds of the bathroom door opening and closing, water running, drawers sliding. When she finally emerged, she was wearing the same outfit from the night before.

He arched a brow.

She smiled, smoothing her hands down her hips. “There’s no one waiting at home to interrogate me about why I’m dressed like this—or where I’ve been all night.” Her expression softened. “And I love this outfit now. I’ll always associate it with the best night of my life. So I’m wearing it until I have to change for chores later.”

She looked radiant—rumpled, satisfied, unapologetic.

And completely unforgettable.

Breakfast the next morning was surprisingly subdued.

There were no long, awkward postmortems. No dissecting every moan or confession from the night before. The essentials had already been covered—under the hot spray of the shower, hands sliding over slick skin, voices low and thoughtful between kisses. Greg had absorbed what he needed to learn. Grace had discovered something powerful within herself—how to surrender, how to guide, how to open her body and claim pleasure without apology.

Now it was simply time to return to real life.

Ted and Carol drove Grace home. The air in the car was calm, almost tender, the kind of quiet that follows an experience too intimate to cheapen with chatter. When they pulled into her driveway, Grace didn’t lean across the console or reach for Ted. She didn’t expect a farewell kiss with his wife sitting inches away. She simply met his eyes, let a soft, knowing smile curve her mouth, and slipped out of the car.

Carol wouldn’t have minded, truth be told. She was unshakably secure in her marriage—secure enough to watch, to share, to orchestrate without jealousy. But Grace’s restraint carried its own kind of elegance. The door closed gently. She walked up to her house without looking back.

For the first few days after his disappointing date with Carol, Greg wrestled with frustration. He’d replayed the night in his mind more than once, wincing at how quickly his control had slipped away, how much potential pleasure had been left unexplored. The memory of her body—strong, insatiable, glowing with sexual confidence—only made the sting sharper.

Then Carol called.

Her voice over the phone was warm, amused, and utterly unapologetic.

“I have extraordinary stamina,” she told him matter-of-factly. “I can outlast just about any man.”

He could hear the smile in her voice.

“That’s why,” she continued, “every now and then Ted and I invite someone to join us. We take turns. Tag team. We keep going until I’m completely wrung out.”

Greg swallowed hard.

There was a brief pause, deliberate and electric.

“How would you feel,” she asked, “about joining us Saturday night? Sarah will be gone until Sunday around noon. That gives us… plenty of time.”

He didn’t hesitate.

“I’d be happy to,” he replied, breath already thick. “That’s putting it mildly.”

“Good,” she said softly. “But before that, I think we should work on your control.”

Control.

The word alone sent heat through him.

“Come over Thursday night,” she added. “We’ll practice delayed gratification.”

He arrived at six-thirty sharp, nerves buzzing under his skin.

Carol led him downstairs to the playroom—dim lights, soft surfaces, the air faintly scented with something warm and musky. She turned to him, eyes steady.

“Here’s how this works,” she explained. “We’ll start slow. Kissing. Touching. We’ll build until we’re naked, stroking ourselves in front of each other. We’ll talk. We’ll taste. But you do not come.”

His pulse kicked hard at that.

“If you can last until nine,” she continued, stepping closer, fingertips grazing his chest, “I’ll let you have me. Any position you want. And if you can keep fucking me for more than fifteen minutes without losing control… when you finally do come, I’ll try to come with you.”

The challenge ignited something primal in him.

What followed was exquisite torture.

They kissed slowly at first, Carol setting the pace, her mouth patient and demanding all at once. Clothes disappeared piece by piece. Skin met skin. She straddled his lap and rocked just enough to make him ache. Later, they lay side by side, hands wrapped around their own bodies, watching each other unravel inch by inch.

She whispered filthy encouragements in his ear while taking him into her mouth, only to stop just when his hips began to tense. She climbed over him, let him feel the heat and slickness of her without giving him the final friction he craved. Every minute stretched, heavy and intoxicating.

He had never known foreplay could feel like this—like an endurance sport, like meditation, like worship.

When the clock finally struck nine, she didn’t remind him of the time.

She simply looked at him and said, “All right.”

He took her hard and deep, claiming the reward he’d fought for. They shifted positions more than once—her on her back, then bent over, then riding him with slow, punishing control. He focused on breathing, on pacing, on the feel of her muscles gripping him.

Fifteen minutes passed.

Then a few more.

At some point they both stopped caring about the clock.

Around eighteen minutes in, their bodies betrayed them in perfect unison. She clenched around him, gasping his name as he surged inside her, release crashing through them together in a hot, blinding wave.

After that, Saturday felt inevitable.

Greg joined Ted and Carol not only that weekend but several times afterward. He learned the rhythm of their dynamic—how to read Ted’s cues, when to step in, when to let Carol dictate the tempo. There were nights when the three of them moved like a well-rehearsed symphony, Carol at the center, insatiable and radiant.

Once, he even found himself part of a larger arrangement—Carol surrounded by Ted, Jayson—her imposing, dark-skinned bodybuilder lover—and Greg himself. The energy in the room was raw, charged, intoxicating. In those moments, Carol seemed limitless, a woman determined to experience every possible sensation her body could hold.

She especially summoned Greg when she wanted her boundaries pushed further—when she was already filled and craving more, when she wanted to be stretched, taken, overwhelmed from every angle. He discovered a new confidence there, a sense of belonging inside the carefully orchestrated chaos of her desire.

But nothing that intense lasts forever.

After about two years, the invitations became less frequent. The evenings spaced farther apart. Ted and Carol were careful people beneath their adventurous exterior. They understood the danger of emotional entanglement, of allowing pleasure to grow roots too deep to sever cleanly.

So they let the connection taper gently, deliberately.

What they had shared remained unforgettable—but contained.

One last note to close this chapter of Greg’s life.

Four years passed in a blur of lectures, late-night studying, and the lingering memories of lessons learned in far more intimate classrooms. Greg graduated with his degree in electrical engineering and stepped smoothly into a position at a respected local firm. He was ambitious, focused—and thriving. By early December, he had proven himself enough that his company’s annual holiday party felt less like an obligation and more like a celebration. Employees were encouraged to bring dates.

There was only one woman he wanted on his arm.

Sarah.

He had wanted her for years—quietly, almost painfully. She had always seemed just beyond his reach: warm but self-contained, beautiful in a way that made him feel clumsy and young. Because he was close to her brother, he knew she wasn’t seeing anyone. No ring. No fiancé. Still living at home while working long shifts at the hospital after earning her nursing degree. Independent. Compassionate. Untouchable—or so he’d always thought.

On his first attempt to call, her mother answered. Carol recognized his voice instantly, and there was a knowing note in her tone when she told him what time Sarah would be home. Greg couldn’t quite decipher it, but it made his pulse jump.

When Sarah answered later that evening, his confidence wavered only slightly. He invited her to the party, trying to sound casual, as though his heart wasn’t pounding. She agreed.

Then she asked, “What should I wear?”

The question caught him off guard. His mind flickered with images he probably shouldn’t entertain. He cleared his throat and promised to find out. The next day, one of the secretaries laughed when he asked. “Best suit you’ve got,” she told him. Then she held out her hand for Sarah’s number. “The rest is girl talk. Trust me—you don’t need details about bras and panties.”

He handed it over, trying not to imagine.

Sarah, it turned out, knew exactly how to make an entrance.

When Greg arrived to pick her up, he had to steady himself before ringing the bell. She opened the door, and for a moment he forgot every practiced word.

The dress was red—not loud, but deep and rich, clinging in all the right places. The square neckline dipped low enough to frame the soft swell of her breasts, offering just enough temptation to make his mouth go dry. The fabric hugged her waist and skimmed over her hips before ending several inches above her knees, revealing long, elegant legs sheathed in sheer stockings that disappeared high beneath the hem. The faint line where silk met skin was invisible to anyone else—but Greg knew it was there. The thought alone made his pulse throb.

Her heels matched the dress, lifting her posture and accentuating the slow, confident sway of her hips. Her blonde hair, usually cascading down her back, was swept up into an elegant arrangement that exposed the graceful curve of her neck. Long earrings brushed her skin when she turned her head, catching the light. A delicate necklace rested just above the inviting line of her cleavage.

She wasn’t merely pretty.

She was devastating.

The compliments started the moment they walked into the party. Colleagues shook his hand, their gazes drifting to Sarah with open admiration. More than one man made an appreciative remark about how lucky Greg was. And for the first time in his life, he didn’t feel unworthy. He felt chosen.

He hadn’t come unprepared.

A week earlier, he’d swallowed his pride and asked Rose for a quick refresher in dancing. When the live band struck up its first song, he guided Sarah onto the floor with quiet confidence. Her initial surprise melted into delight as he moved with assurance, leading her smoothly through turns and dips.

“You can dance,” she murmured, eyes bright with surprise.

He smiled, drawing her a little closer than strictly necessary. “I’ve been known to learn a few things.”

They moved together easily, her body warm and supple beneath his hand. Each brush of her thigh against his, each subtle press of her hips when the rhythm slowed, stirred something deep in him. Not the reckless hunger of youth—but something steadier. Intent.

By the end of the evening, the air between them had shifted. There was laughter, lingering touches, the kind of eye contact that held a promise without speaking it aloud.

He walked her to the door and hesitated only a fraction of a second before leaning in. Her lips met his softly at first—testing. Then she pressed closer, her hand sliding up his chest as though claiming territory. The kiss deepened, unhurried but unmistakably charged.

That was the beginning.

He asked her out again. And again. Dates turned into weekends together, shared confidences, slow-burning kisses that stretched longer each time. Eight months later, he slipped a ring onto her finger. A year after that, he watched her walk toward him in white, radiant and certain.

Greg had learned many things over the years—about patience, about pleasure, about timing.

But choosing Sarah was the lesson that changed his life.

Sometime after the wedding—after the thank‑you notes had been written, the gifts put away, and the rhythm of married life had settled into something warm and deliciously intimate—Sarah found herself alone in the kitchen with her mother.

Late afternoon light streamed through the window over the sink, gilding the countertops in honeyed gold. The house was quiet, the kind of quiet that invited confidences.

Sarah leaned back against the counter, arms loosely folded, a slow, knowing smile curving her mouth. There was a glow about her these days—contentment, satisfaction, something deeper than simple happiness.

“Mom,” she began, her voice casual but edged with mischief, “did you and Dad teach Greg how to fuck?”

The word hung in the air—bold, unapologetic, intimate.

Carol didn’t flinch. She set down the dish towel in her hands with deliberate calm and regarded her daughter thoughtfully. For a brief moment, her lips twitched as if she were suppressing a smile of her own.

She considered the question carefully, as though weighing not just the words but the history behind them.

“Even if we had,” she replied at last, her tone smooth and measured, “I don’t think that would be something I should discuss. That sort of thing…” She paused delicately. “Well. I believe the identities of anyone we’ve helped should remain confidential.”

Sarah’s smile deepened. A faint blush rose along her cheekbones—not embarrassment, but memory. Private, heated memory. The way Greg touched her now—confident, attentive, knowing exactly how to move his mouth, his hands, his body. The way he could make her tremble with slow patience or unravel her completely with a single thrust.

There had been a difference after a certain point. A transformation. From eager and uncertain… to devastatingly skilled.

“Well then,” Sarah said softly, pushing off the counter. “I suppose it wouldn’t be appropriate to say ‘thank you.’”

She hesitated, glancing back over her shoulder, eyes bright with meaning.

“But… thank you.”

Their gazes held—woman to woman now, not just mother and daughter. An understanding passed silently between them, layered and complex and strangely tender.

As Sarah turned to leave the kitchen, Carol’s voice followed her, low and almost amused.

“You’re welcome.”


The Awakening


Chapter 1

Verity King closed the front door behind her with a decisive click and shrugged out of her coat, letting it slide carelessly over the back of a hallway chair. For a moment she lingered before the mirror, tilting her chin, studying the reflection that gazed back with cool, appraising eyes.

Her blonde hair fell in a flawless sweep around her shoulders, every strand precisely where it should be. She smoothed a hand over it anyway, lips curving in quiet satisfaction. The woman in the mirror looked polished, composed… desirable. Her gaze drifted lower, to the soft swell of her breasts beneath silk and lace. Eighteen years after carrying her daughter, they were still high and defiantly firm, the kind of breasts that made men look twice—and sometimes forget themselves altogether.

She knew the effect she had. She saw it in the lingering stares of waiters, in the barely concealed curiosity of her daughter’s university-aged friends. It amused her. It fed something warm and secret inside her. She worked hard for this body—early mornings at the gym, disciplined routines—and the result showed in the sleek strength of her thighs, even if they were currently disguised beneath a tailored Gucci skirt suit.

Satisfied, she turned away from the mirror and moved into the kitchen, heels clicking softly against the tiled floor. Perching on a stool at the breakfast bar, she released a long, indulgent sigh. It was only two in the afternoon, and already she felt as though she’d lived an entire day.

She had kissed Peter goodbye at dawn, dropping him at the airport with the appropriate smile of a dutiful wife. Then came tea at the golf club with friends—polite laughter, careful gossip—followed by a leisurely lunch that had stretched on deliciously, lubricated by three generous glasses of Chardonnay.

Now, alone in the stillness of her immaculate kitchen, she felt the pleasant haze of wine lingering in her veins. At forty-five, Verity was firmly embedded in the Surrey social circuit. She wore the role effortlessly: the elegant wife of a successful City venture capitalist. Peter’s career funded the five-bedroom house, the sleek Porsche Boxster in the drive, the three sun-soaked holidays a year, and the endless parade of designer dresses that filled her wardrobe.

In return, she offered tolerance.

She tolerated the whispered rumors about secretaries. The lipstick traces that weren’t hers. The extended “business trips.” Peter had never been discreet, merely entitled. But the truth was, his absences suited her perfectly. The less she had to endure his perfunctory touch, his distracted presence in her bed, the better. Their marriage functioned on a quiet, mutually beneficial detachment.

A slow smile curved her mouth.

A week. She had an entire week to herself.

She rose, retrieved a bottle from the fridge, and poured one more glass of Chardonnay despite the faint warning in her head. The pale liquid shimmered in the crystal as she swirled it thoughtfully, watching it cling to the sides. The house felt different already—lighter, charged with possibility.

It was then that the thought slipped into her mind, wicked and delicious.

The internet.

She had discovered it only recently, coaxed into curiosity by a friend during one particularly tipsy lunch. There was a site, her friend had confided in a conspiratorial whisper, filled with stories—explicit, unapologetic stories. Verity had laughed at the time, scandalized and intrigued in equal measure.

But later, alone in the glow of her study, she had clicked.

The memory sent a subtle tremor through her. Reading those stories had awakened something restless within her. It wasn’t simply the graphic detail—though that had certainly made her breath catch. It was the permission. The unfiltered hunger. The way desire was laid bare without apology.

Whether it was the wine warming her blood now or the simple fact that it had been far too long since anyone had touched her with genuine want, she didn’t care. Those stories had begun to stir feelings she had carefully folded away years ago. Fantasies she had denied. Needs she had dismissed as inconvenient.

Alone in her pristine kitchen, glass in hand, Verity felt that heat again—low and insistent. 

For the first time in a very long while, she allowed herself to wonder what it might feel like to truly indulge it.

A little unsteady from the wine—and from anticipation—she drifted down the hallway to the small office at the back of the house. The door clicked shut behind her with a softness that felt conspiratorial. She pressed the power button on the computer and waited, pulse fluttering wildly in her throat as the screen glowed to life.

It was outrageously improper. Deliciously so.

Forty-five years old. Married. Respected. The sort of woman who chaired charity luncheons and remembered everyone’s birthday. And here she was, alone in the middle of the afternoon, about to indulge in something far more decadent than Chardonnay.

The thought alone sent heat rushing between her thighs.

Her body responded with humiliating eagerness—her lace panties dampening, her nipples tightening into hard, sensitive peaks that strained against the silk of her blouse. She inhaled slowly, savoring the prickle of arousal skating over her skin. With deliberate calm, she slipped off her jacket and draped it over the back of the chair. The air felt cooler against her flushed flesh. If she needed to, she could easily slide her hand beneath her blouse and soothe the aching buds pressing against the fabric.

The idea made her shiver.

She smoothed her skirt up over her thighs, exposing the tops of her stockings, the pale stretch of skin above them creamy and warm. Then, after the briefest hesitation—heart pounding like a guilty drum—she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her black lace panties and eased them down her legs. The fabric whispered against her stockings before she set them neatly on the desk beside the mouse. Practical, even now. She didn’t want to forget them later, once she’d unraveled completely.

The screen filled with the familiar website, and a flush of pleasure stole over her. She despised how much she craved this ritual—and yet the craving thrilled her. The stories had become a secret vice, a private addiction she nurtured in stolen hours. The climaxes they wrung from her were fierce and overwhelming, nothing like the dutiful, mechanical encounters she’d endured in her marriage. These were storms that tore through her body, leaving her trembling and breathless, her skin marked by her own desperate fingers.

Lately, she’d found herself drawn to darker fantasies—stories laced with power and surrender, with commanding men and women who yielded in intoxicating ways. Not true harm, not real violation—she would never want that—but the dangerous illusion of it. The fantasy of being desired so intensely it stripped her of choice. Of being wanted beyond reason. Of relinquishing control in a world where she controlled everything.

She couldn’t quite explain why it ignited her so fiercely.

Perhaps because in her real life she was always composed, always polished, always in command. The thought of surrendering—even in imagination—made her blood sing. In truth, she knew she was far too strong, too self-possessed, to allow anyone to truly dominate her. But in the privacy of her mind? She could flirt with the edge. She could taste the reckless thrill without consequence.

What was the point of fantasy, after all, if it wasn’t outrageous?

She selected a story, the cursor trembling faintly beneath her fingers, and began to read. One hand guided the mouse, scrolling slowly as the words unfolded. The other drifted upward, almost absentmindedly, to cup her left breast.

Her palm molded the soft weight, thumb brushing over the tight bud of her nipple through the thin silk. She exhaled shakily. The sensation was exquisite—gentle at first, exploratory. She kneaded lightly, savoring the ache building beneath her touch. The more the story drew her in, the less restrained her caress became. Her fingers pressed harder, rolling the sensitive peak between thumb and forefinger until a gasp slipped from her lips.

Later, she knew, she would lose herself entirely. There had been times she’d climaxed so violently she’d discovered crescent marks from her own nails etched into the tender skin around her nipples. But not yet. Not yet.

For now, she teased herself, letting the pleasure simmer and swell, her thighs parting instinctively as warmth pooled between them. Her bare sex throbbed in the cool air of the room, slick and needy, utterly exposed.

The world beyond the glow of the monitor ceased to exist. The house was silent. The afternoon sun filtered through the blinds, striping her skin in bands of gold.

And so absorbed was she in her rising tide of desire that she had no idea she was not alone.

No idea that unseen eyes were fixed upon her.

Had she known, the shock might have stopped her cold.

Or perhaps—though she would never confess it—even to herself—it might have made everything burn that much hotter.

Graham Richards—Samantha’s boyfriend, earnest architecture student, permanently rumpled fringe—had only meant to be efficient. He’d swung by with a stack of reference books they’d been using for a joint project, thinking he’d drop them off and head back to campus.

He knocked. Once. Twice.

No answer.

Yet Mrs. King’s sleek silver Porsche gleamed in the driveway, unmistakable. Verity King did not walk anywhere if she could glide there in German engineering. Public transport, as far as Graham knew, existed in a different universe to hers.

Frowning, he moved along the side of the house, telling himself he was simply checking that everything was all right. The downstairs office window wasn’t fully screened; the afternoon light spilled through, illuminating the interior.

And her.

For a moment, his brain refused to process what he was seeing.

Mrs. King sat at her desk, jacket open, blouse parted just enough to reveal the swell of her breasts straining against lace. Her skirt was rucked high on her thighs, stockings clinging to toned legs he’d tried very hard not to notice in the past. One hand cupped her breast, fingers kneading slowly. The other—Christ—slid between her bare thighs.

She wasn’t tentative. She wasn’t shy.

She was lost in it.

Her head tipped back, exposing the long line of her throat. Her mouth parted on a breath he couldn’t hear but could almost feel. Her hips rolled forward against her own hand, fingers thrusting with an urgency that made his stomach drop. It was raw. Intimate. Obscene in the most hypnotic way.

Graham stood frozen, pulse hammering in his ears. He had fantasized about her before—of course he had. The first time he’d met her, cool and immaculate in some silk blouse that clung to curves far too lush for a woman her age, he’d felt that inappropriate flicker of desire. She’d looked at him like something Sam had dragged in on her shoe. Polite, distant, faintly disdainful.

Not good enough.

He’d seen it in her eyes every single time.

And now here she was, in the middle of the afternoon, legs open, fingers buried deep, pleasure written all over that composed, superior face.

The irony made him dizzy.

Her movements grew faster, more desperate. Her breasts rose and fell sharply; her fingers worked herself with an intensity that bordered on violent. He could see the slick shine of her arousal on her inner thighs. She looked nothing like the controlled, immaculate woman who served canapés at charity events. She looked hungry. Wanton.

Human.

A wicked thought began to form, uncoiling in his mind.

Slowly, carefully, he slid his backpack from his shoulder and unzipped it. The digital camera nestled inside—an essential tool for capturing architectural details—suddenly had a very different purpose. His hands trembled, but he lifted it, zooming just enough.

Click.

The soft mechanical sound was swallowed by the glass and distance. She didn’t stir.

Click.

He captured her at the precipice—eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, fingers driving into herself as her entire body arched. A third shot caught the exact moment her face shattered into ecstasy, every line of smug composure replaced by naked, unguarded pleasure.

He swallowed hard.

This… this was leverage. Power. A way to wipe that cool, dismissive expression from her face.

But he couldn’t linger. If she climaxed fully, she might sink back in her chair for long, delicious minutes. He needed her alert—flustered.

He backed away from the window, heart racing, then hurried around to the front door. Once there, he pounded on it, jabbing at the bell with frantic insistence.

Inside, Verity’s eyes flew open.

For a split second she didn’t understand what had intruded on her haze of pleasure. Then the sound registered—the doorbell. Knocking. Persistent. Demanding.

Her heart stuttered violently before slamming into a panicked rhythm.

“Oh God…”

She tore her hand from between her thighs, breath coming fast, the edge of her orgasm dissolving into a frustrating ache. Whoever it was had chosen the worst possible moment. Irritation flared hot and sharp as her arousal ebbed, leaving her flushed and trembling.

“I’ll deal with them quickly,” she muttered to herself, as if bargaining with her own body.

Her fingers, slick with her own wetness, hovered for a second before she brought them to her mouth. She licked them clean—slowly, instinctively—shuddering at the indecency of the act. The taste of herself only deepened the pulse between her legs.

Focus.

She smoothed her skirt down over her thighs, adjusted her blouse, fastened her jacket with fingers that still felt unsteady. A glance around the office—panties on the desk. She snatched them up and shoved them into a drawer, cheeks burning at her own recklessness.

The knocking continued.

With a final steadying breath, she stepped into the hallway, willing the heat in her skin to fade. It didn’t. She could feel it in her face, a rosy glow she couldn’t quite banish.

She opened the door.

And felt her stomach drop.

“Graham.”

Of all people.

Her daughter’s boyfriend stood on the step, hair slightly windswept, backpack slung over one shoulder. His eyes met hers—and held for just a fraction too long.

“Sorry,” she said briskly, summoning her usual cool authority. “Sam isn’t here at the moment. You’ll have to come back later.”

“I know she’s not,” he replied smoothly. “We were working on a project. I just brought some books for her. Do you mind if I leave them inside?”

There was something in his tone she couldn’t quite place. Confidence? Amusement?

Reluctantly, she stepped back, opening the door wider. “Fine. Make it quick.”

He walked past her, and she became acutely aware of the faint scent of her own arousal still clinging to her skin. Heat pooled low in her belly again, treacherous and unwanted.

“Are you all right, Mrs. King?” he asked, turning to face her.

His gaze swept over her—lingering. Assessing.

“You look a little flushed.”

Graham’s mouth twitched, and she could see how hard he was fighting a smile. He was enjoying this—her flushed skin, her breath that refused to steady, the way her composure had slipped just enough to expose the woman beneath the immaculate façade.

“I’m perfectly fine, thank you, Graham,” she replied, lifting her chin, willing her voice not to tremble. “Just a little overheated. Can I make you some tea?”

The offer tumbled out before she could stop it. Habit. Politeness ingrained too deeply. Even with her pulse still throbbing between her thighs, she couldn’t quite abandon her role as the impeccable hostess.

“I’d love that, Mrs. King.”

Of course he would.

“You know the way to the sitting room. Make yourself comfortable. I’ll bring it through.”

She turned on her heel, praying he wouldn’t notice the slight unsteadiness in her stride. Her legs felt weak, deliciously overused. Every step made her aware of the slick warmth still coating her inner thighs, a slow, treacherous reminder of what she’d been doing only moments before. She could still feel the echo of her fingers inside herself, the ghost of that almost-orgasm humming low in her belly.

She would get rid of him quickly. Smile. Small talk. Tea. Out the door. Then she would return to her office, close the door properly this time, and finish what she had so deliciously started.

Oh God.

The office.

Her breath caught so sharply it hurt. The screen. The story. And her panties—abandoned in a careless, lust-drunk haze—lying in plain sight beside the keyboard.

The office door was still open.

And he would have to walk straight past it.

Verity moved faster than she had in years, heels skidding slightly against the polished oak as she rushed down the corridor. Her heart hammered against her ribs, panic replacing arousal in a dizzying rush. Maybe he hadn’t noticed. Maybe he’d gone straight into the sitting room like a good boy.

She reached the doorway.

Too late.

“Mrs. King,” Graham drawled, his voice low and almost amused, “I have to say… I’m surprised. What an intriguing choice of reading.”

The world seemed to tilt.

He stood beside her desk, tall and infuriatingly self-assured. In one hand, he held her lace panties—delicate, black, and unmistakably damp—pinched between his fingers. He lifted them slowly to his face, inhaling with deliberate exaggeration. His eyes closed for a fraction of a second as though savoring the scent.

Her scent.

With his other hand, he scrolled lazily down the screen, the explicit words glowing brightly in the afternoon light. The very words that had driven her to spread her legs in her desk chair and lose herself.

She couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. It felt as though she had stepped into some twisted dream where all her secrets were laid bare under fluorescent light.

“What’s wrong?” he asked lightly, glancing at her over his shoulder. “Cat got your tongue?”

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she managed, though even to her own ears the denial sounded brittle. “I was just browsing an interior design site.”

Interior design.

She wanted to laugh hysterically at how pathetic that sounded.

He turned fully to face her now, her panties still dangling from his fingers. “Interior design?” His gaze dropped pointedly to the damp lace. “You’re telling me these are soaked because you were comparing throw cushions?”

Heat flooded her face. There was no dignified way out of this.

“I don’t believe you, Verity.” He said her name slowly, tasting it. “The evidence is right here. You were reading porn.” His eyes flicked to the screen and back to her. “Not just any porn either.”

Her stomach clenched.

“The kind where control gets… taken,” he continued softly. “Where someone’s pushed into doing things they pretend not to want.”

Her breath hitched. The way he said it—calm, almost analytical—made it worse. Made it intimate.

She dropped her gaze, humiliation and a lingering pulse of desire tangling together in her chest. There was no point denying it now. The story was explicit, graphic, undeniably filthy.

“Honestly, Graham,” she said, attempting a careless shrug she didn’t feel. “Everyone reads things like that now and then. It doesn’t mean anything. It’s just fantasy. Harmless.”

“Mmm.” He stepped closer. Not touching. Just closing the distance enough that she could feel his body heat. “I never would’ve guessed you had a wild streak, Verity. I thought you were all rules and raised eyebrows.”

She looked up at him then, stung—and something else. Something that tightened low in her belly.

“Perhaps I misjudged you,” he murmured.

The air between them thickened, heavy with something unspoken and dangerously alive.

“What exactly are you implying?”

Verity heard the tremor in her own voice and despised it. She was used to commanding rooms, to steady conversations, to being the composed adult. Yet somehow the air had shifted, thick and electric, and she felt as though the ground beneath her had tilted. Graham was barely eighteen, all long limbs and cocky confidence, but in this moment he stood with an ease that unsettled her. The balance of power had slipped, and they both knew it.

He leaned back against the desk, her lace panties still dangling from his fingers, his gaze unapologetically slow as it traced her flushed face. “I read what was on the screen, Verity. I know what was making you breathe like that. You like the idea of being taken out of control, don’t you? Of being pushed… overwhelmed.”

Her spine snapped straight. “Don’t be ridiculous. And don’t you dare speak to me like that. I am an adult, and if you forget it for one second I will happily remind you—and your parents, and Samantha—exactly how you behaved today.”

Her attempt at authority sounded brittle even to her own ears.

A slow smile curved his mouth. “You’re fierce when you’re cornered. I didn’t expect that.” His tone softened, but the heat in it deepened. “Relax. I’m not trying to ruin your life. I’m saying we both know what was happening in here before I walked in.”

Her pulse thundered. Images flashed—her hand between her thighs, her breath catching, the humiliating evidence of her arousal. She wanted to deny it, to laugh it off, but the scent of her own desire still lingered in the room, unmistakable.

“This conversation has gone far enough,” she said tightly.

“Has it?” He stepped closer, not touching her, just close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. “No one else needs to know what you read. What you were doing. It can stay right here. Between us.”

The implication hung heavy.

Her throat felt dry. “And what exactly would that require?”

His eyes darkened, losing their teasing edge. “Nothing you don’t want. I’m not forcing anything. But you can’t tell me there wasn’t something in that story that stirred you. You’re still flushed.” His gaze dipped, unashamed. “Still shaking.”

She hated that he was right. Hated that beneath the indignation, beneath the fear of being exposed, there was something else—an illicit spark licking at her nerves.

“This is absurd,” she whispered. “I’m old enough to be your mother. You’re dating my daughter.”

“I know,” he said softly, and there was something wicked in the way he said it. “That’s what makes it complicated.”

Complicated. Dangerous. Reckless.

Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her fingertips. She should throw him out. She should slap him. Instead, she stood frozen, caught between outrage and a dark, treacherous curiosity.

“You’re playing a very dangerous game,” she warned.

“Only if you want it to be,” he replied. “I’m just offering a secret. One afternoon where you don’t have to pretend you’re not curious. After that… we walk away. No drama. No confessions. Just two adults who shared something they weren’t supposed to.”

The room seemed to shrink around them.

For a split second—just a split second—she imagined surrendering to that offer. Imagined what it would feel like to stop being the sensible wife, the responsible mother, the woman who always did the right thing.

Then she saw it clearly: the light at the end of the tunnel wasn’t safety. It was a collision waiting to happen.

“Don’t be insane,” she said, though her voice had lost its certainty. “This is wrong on every possible level.”

He tilted his head, studying her as if she were the one laid bare. “Maybe,” he murmured. “But you’re still thinking about it.”

He delivered it with that infuriating, crooked smile—half boyish charm, half calculated cruelty. There was no softness in him now, no room for negotiation. Verity’s mind raced in frantic circles. Exposure. Scandal. Her marriage in ruins. Her daughter’s devastation. Or… one reckless, forbidden afternoon with a man far too young, far too entwined in her family’s life.

The choice should have been simple.

Yet her traitorous body pulsed with heat at the very thought.

She despised him in that moment—despised the arrogance in his eyes, the way he stood there so sure of himself. But she wasn’t blind. Graham was young, athletic, all lean muscle and careless confidence. She’d seen the way women looked at him. She’d noticed, even if she’d never allowed herself to linger on the observation.

God, listen to yourself, she scolded inwardly. You sound like one of those desperate women in those filthy stories you hide on your tablet.

And that was the ugly truth pressing against her ribs. She could cloak this in outrage, in threats, in the language of coercion. She could tell herself she was cornered, forced, left without choice.

But somewhere deep inside—the secret, restless part of her that woke her in the middle of the night, damp with sweat and aching with half-remembered fantasies—something stirred with dark curiosity.

That part wasn’t protesting.

“W-what would you want me to do?” she asked at last, the words barely more than breath. Her chin dipped toward her chest, surrender etched into every line of her posture.

His smile sharpened. “That’s my good girl. One afternoon. No one finds out. Then it’s finished. Clean slate.”

Her throat tightened. “After that… it’s done. You promise me.”

“One afternoon,” he repeated smoothly. “But you follow my instructions. Exactly.”

A humorless laugh escaped her. “As if I have any choice.”

“Good.” His gaze dropped, slow and deliberate. “First things first. Lift your skirt.”

Her pulse thundered so loudly she could hear it in her ears. Heat coiled low in her abdomen, spreading in slow, molten waves. This couldn’t be happening. If Peter had touched her more often, if he’d looked at her the way he once did, maybe she wouldn’t be standing here—on the brink of something so reckless.

With trembling fingers, she gathered the soft wool of her skirt and dragged it upward until it bunched around her hips. Cool air kissed her bare skin. She hadn’t shaved. She hadn’t expected to be exposed like this. A flush scorched her cheeks, but beneath the humiliation was a shameful thrill at revealing herself so openly.

His eyes traveled over her, unhurried. Over her thighs sheathed in sheer stockings. Over the curve of her hips. The appreciative twitch at the corner of his mouth made her stomach dip.

“Not bad,” he murmured. “For an older woman.”

The backhanded compliment stung—and yet she hated how fiercely she wanted him to find her desirable.

“Now,” he continued, voice dropping. “Show me what you were doing before I interrupted.”

She froze.

“Don’t make me wait,” he added softly. “You naughty girl.”

The words hit her like a spark to dry tinder. Naughty girl. She hadn’t been called that since childhood, and hearing it from a man twenty-five years younger sent a confusing shiver down her spine. It was wrong. Ridiculous.

It was devastatingly arousing.

Slowly, as though moving underwater, she slid her hand between her thighs. Her fingers brushed damp curls, then traced lower, finding the slick heat already gathered there. The first gentle stroke made her inhale sharply. Her eyelids fluttered closed as her body answered with humiliating eagerness, moisture coating her fingertips.

A soft, involuntary moan slipped from her lips.

For a moment, she forgot everything—her husband, her daughter, the photographs. There was only the delicious friction of her touch and the heavy awareness of his gaze fixed on her.

Then his voice cut through the haze.

“Hi, Sam. It’s me.”

Her eyes flew open, heart slamming violently against her ribs as the fragile cocoon of arousal shattered into sharp, icy panic.

The sound of his voice—smooth, casual—hit her like ice water.

He was calling Sam.

Verity’s fingers froze inside the heat of her own body as he lifted his phone to his ear. He looked at her while it rang, one brow arched in silent command, and with his free hand he made a slow circling motion between her thighs.

Don’t stop.

“Hey, baby,” he said brightly. “Yeah, I’m at your place dropping off those books. What time are you getting back?”

Her pulse roared so loudly she barely heard Sam’s reply, but Graham did. He smiled, lazy and satisfied.

“Perfect. I’ll wait. Maybe later you can come back to mine.”

Verity’s stomach twisted.

“Yeah, she’s here,” he added lightly. “Want to say hi?”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. He held the phone out to her, covering the mouthpiece as he leaned in close enough for her to smell his aftershave.

“Keep touching yourself, Verity,” he murmured. “Say hello to your baby.”

Her hand trembled, but she obeyed. Her fingers slid back into the slick heat between her legs. She felt swollen, aching, shamefully ready.

“H‑hi, Sam,” she stammered, bringing the phone to her ear. “It’s Mum.”

“Hi, Mum! You okay? You sound… out of breath.”

Graham’s eyes never left her hand as it moved slowly against her. He watched the way her lips parted, the way her chest rose and fell.

“I’m fine, sweetheart,” she managed. “When will you be home?”

“About twenty minutes. See you soon, okay?”

“Yes. Yes, darling. See you soon.”

She handed the phone back, her face burning. The call ended. The house felt too quiet.

And she kept touching herself.

God help her, she didn’t stop.

The idea formed before she could crush it—if she hurried, if he allowed it, she could climax before Sam walked through the door. She could erase the tension coiling inside her. Just once. Just relief.

Allowed.

The word echoed in her mind and made her stomach flip. She was forty‑five years old. She didn’t need anyone’s permission to reach for her own pleasure.

And yet… the way he watched her. The way he controlled the pace of everything. Something inside her was shifting, bending, responding in ways she didn’t understand. The fantasies that had once lived safely in her imagination were bleeding into reality, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to stop them.

“Hear that, Mummy?” Graham drawled. “Baby girl will be home in twenty minutes. Not much time.”

“No,” she whispered.

“I bet you’d love to come before she gets here.”

Her jaw tightened. She refused to give him the satisfaction.

He stepped closer, voice dropping. “Don’t go shy on me now. Remember our agreement—one afternoon. You play nice, and no one sees those pictures.”

Her hand stilled again.

“Or,” he added softly, “things get messy.”

She closed her eyes. The pressure inside her was unbearable, her body throbbing, desperate.

“I need to come,” she choked out at last. “There. I said it. Are you happy?”

A slow smile curved his mouth. “Very.”

Her fingers moved faster, slick and needy, her breath hitching as pleasure climbed.

“But,” he continued, almost lazily, “I think you misunderstood something. I said an afternoon of fun. That doesn’t stop when Sammy gets home.”

Her eyes flew open.

“In fact,” he went on, voice turning dark and intimate, “that’s when it really begins.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. She was so close—achingly close—and yet dread pooled in her chest. She couldn’t let Sam see her like this. Disheveled. Flushed. Broken open with need.

She couldn’t.

“Now,” he said briskly, stepping back as if discussing something entirely ordinary, “before she gets here, we’d better move you upstairs. Wouldn’t want any awkward entrances.”

Her breath shuddered.

“Into your bedroom,” he added, gaze sliding over her body. “You can get comfortable there.”

A cold knot formed in her stomach.

“Then,” he said, his voice thick with promise, “you can watch me take care of your beautiful daughter.”

The words sliced through her.

“You two are more alike than you realize,” he murmured, leaning in close enough that his lips nearly brushed her ear. “But don’t worry. You’ll learn all about that soon enough.”

Verity’s body still pulsed with unfinished pleasure, her thighs slick, her mind spinning between horror and a dark, treacherous heat she could no longer pretend wasn’t there.

Without another word, he turned and strode toward the staircase as if he owned the house. Verity watched him go, a shiver racing down her spine when she realized he didn’t hesitate once—he knew exactly where the master bedroom was. Of course he did. The thought unsettled her… and excited her in equal measure.

She followed.

Her heels sank softly into the carpeted steps, her skirt still hitched high enough that the cool air kissed the damp heat between her thighs. Each step made her legs brush together, the friction delicious and distracting. Halfway up, a startling awareness struck her—she hadn’t questioned him. Not once. She was simply… obeying.

When had that happened? When had her will begun to curve so easily toward his?

By the time she crossed the threshold into her bedroom, her pulse was thundering. The room looked the same as it always had—neat, tasteful, marital. Yet now it felt charged, transformed. Her gaze drifted to the bed, and without permission her mind conjured the image of him there—young, strong, ruthless—driving into her, claiming her on the very mattress she’d shared with her husband for decades. The fantasy was so vivid she almost staggered.

She imagined his bare body. The firm planes of youth. The contrast between his smooth strength and her softer, experienced curves. Heat flooded her cheeks.

God, if she’d never discovered those late-night stories, those whispered fantasies online… would she still be this woman? Or had something dormant always been waiting to be awakened?

Graham turned suddenly, pulling her from her spiraling thoughts. He was already opening wardrobe doors, rifling through drawers with careless confidence. Fabric slid from hangers. Shoes thudded to the floor. He tossed items down in a haphazard pile at her feet.

“Before your precious baby arrives,” he said lightly, not looking at her, “you’re going to change into what I’ve picked out. Strip, Verity. Quickly. We’re on borrowed time.”

Her breath caught. Naked. In front of him.

She hadn’t stood unclothed before another man since she’d met her husband twenty-five years ago. Not once. The idea felt both shameful and intoxicating. Words of protest rose to her lips—but died there.

He looked at her.

It wasn’t a shout. It wasn’t even a threat spoken aloud. Just a look—cool, commanding, edged with something dark enough to make her stomach flip.

And she folded.

Slowly, with trembling fingers, she unbuttoned her blouse. The soft whisper of fabric sliding from her shoulders sounded thunderous in the quiet room. She avoided his eyes, aware of him settling into the armchair by the window—the chair her husband occupied every morning with his newspaper, barely glancing up while she dressed for the day.

Graham was not glancing away.

She felt his gaze like hands. It traveled over the curve of her back as she unhooked her bra. Over the gentle sway of her breasts as the garment fell. Down her waist. Her hips. When she pushed her skirt down and stepped out of it, the air kissed her bare skin, and she swore she could feel his attention tightening.

Despite herself, she flicked her eyes toward his lap.

The denim of his jeans strained subtly. A distinct ridge pressed against the fabric.

Her breath hitched.

So she could still do that. At forty-five. To a man half her age.

The realization sent a rush of wicked pride through her even as humiliation burned her cheeks.

When she finally stood completely naked before him, she instinctively covered herself, hands clasped between her thighs, shoulders curling inward. The pose felt girlish, defensive.

He didn’t approve.

“Verity,” he said softly, almost conversationally, “I want you to touch yourself. Cup your breasts for me. And pinch those pretty nipples. Slowly.”

Her throat went dry.

“And enjoy it,” he added. “Because this might be the last time you get to.”

The implication sliced through her.

Almost against her will, her hands rose. She cradled the familiar weight of her breasts, surprised at how warm they felt beneath her palms. A soft, needy sound escaped her before she could stop it. Her thumbs brushed across her nipples, already taut from the cool air and his stare.

She squeezed gently.

A sharp spark shot straight between her legs.

Her eyes fluttered closed as she rolled the sensitive tips between her fingers, heat pooling low in her belly. The room faded. There was only sensation—her own hands, his silent scrutiny, the intoxicating wrongness of it all.

She heard him moving, the faint rustle of his bag, but she barely registered it. What did it matter anymore? She was naked in her marital bedroom, performing for her daughter’s boyfriend—and the most shocking truth of all was that the degradation was turning her on.

Her nipples throbbed beneath her touch. Her breathing grew shallow.

“That’s enough.”

The command cut cleanly through the haze.

Her hands stilled mid-caress.

“I don’t want you too worked up before baby girl walks through that door,” he continued calmly. “You’ll only make it harder on yourself later.”

Frustration and need twisted together inside her.

“Now,” he said, nodding toward the pile of clothes on the floor, “put those on. Then come here.”

And once again, without protest, she obeyed.

Verity bent to gather the lingerie he had selected for her, her fingers trembling as they closed around the scraps of silk and lace. The bra was delicate, far more daring than anything she would have chosen for herself, and the panties—God—they were barely there. She stepped into them anyway, drawing the fabric slowly up her thighs, feeling absurdly exposed even as she dressed. The bra followed, cupping her breasts, lifting them higher than usual, making her achingly aware of her own body.

When she straightened and moved to stand before him, she felt appraised—catalogued. Like something displayed in a shop window. Her pulse fluttered wildly in her throat. Any minute now her daughter would walk through the door. That thought should have grounded her. Instead, it only sharpened the strange, electric dread pooling low in her stomach.

Graham leaned back in the chair—her husband’s chair—studying her with lazy satisfaction.

“Now, Verity,” he said softly, almost conversationally, “I want you to behave for me while I show you exactly what kind of filthy little secret your daughter keeps. More importantly, I’ll show you what you’re denying yourself.”

His gaze hardened.

“I’m going to tie your hands behind your back. Your ankles too. Then I’ll gag you and tuck you into that closet.” He gestured casually toward it. “You’ll have a perfect view while I take her apart on your bed. Would you enjoy that?”

The words struck her like a slap. For a heartbeat she could only stare at him, horror blazing through her. Watch him with her daughter? The very idea was obscene—unthinkable. A sickness curled in her chest.

And yet… beneath the outrage, something darker coiled. Jealousy. Sharp and humiliating.

She had assumed—hadn’t she?—that at some point his attention would turn fully to her. That all this simmering humiliation would culminate in his hands on her body, his mouth on her skin. The realization that he might choose someone else—her own daughter—made her stomach twist in a way she couldn’t name.

Why did she care? He had threatened her, demeaned her, stripped her pride away piece by piece. Why did she crave the smallest sign that he found her desirable? Why did she want to be the one he lost control over?

She couldn’t form the questions, much less speak them. Shame pressed down on her shoulders. Slowly, her head dipped.

And she nodded.

Not because she wanted to. Not because she agreed. But because he had commanded—and she obeyed.

Her arms lifted without further prompting, wrists crossing behind her back in silent offering. He took his time binding them with the cord from her husband’s dressing gown, pulling it snug, securing the knot with practiced ease. The restraint bit lightly into her skin. Her ankles were next, tied together until she could barely shift her weight.

“There,” he murmured, surveying his work. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

Her breath came shallow and uneven.

“And now the gag.” His eyes flicked downward. “I think we’ll use these.”

He bent and slid his fingers along the edge of her panties, then tugged them down just enough to remove them entirely. The air kissed the damp heat between her thighs, and she flushed scarlet, mortified at how easily he would discover the truth of her arousal.

He lifted the soft fabric to his nose, inhaled slowly, and smiled.

“Still warm,” he said. “You might grow fond of the taste.”

Revulsion flooded her. The very thought of it—of being silenced by something so intimate, so indecent—clashed violently with everything she had once believed about herself. A respectable woman. A devoted wife. A mother.

And yet she parted her lips.

The cotton was faintly salty, musky with her own desire as he pressed it into her mouth and secured it in place. She tasted herself, undeniable and raw, and a helpless sound caught in her throat.

“There,” he said again, satisfaction threading through his voice. “That’s much better.”

His gaze swept over her bound, exposed body.

“Though,” he added thoughtfully, “there’s still one thing missing.”

He stepped in close again, his presence filling the small space, and slipped his hand between her damp thighs. Even through the thin cotton of her panties she felt how soaked she was, heat pooling there, betraying every confused, aching need inside her. His fingers slid beneath the elastic, brushing through slick curls before tracing the swollen outline of her sex with deliberate cruelty. 

Her breath hitched behind the gag as he explored her, teasing the sensitive folds, drawing a shudder from deep in her belly. Then she felt it—cool, smooth, unfamiliar. He pressed something inside her, easing it past her tight entrance until it nestled against her most tender spot. 

A strangled moan vibrated in her throat as realization dawned. A vibrator. 

He clicked it on. 

The faint hum was almost polite, barely audible in the room, but inside her it was a different story. A low, relentless buzzing bloomed against her clit and inner walls, subtle yet insistent. Her knees weakened. The sensation wasn’t strong enough to push her over the edge, not nearly. It was maddeningly restrained—just enough to keep her nerves lit, her body alert and desperate. 

She knew immediately what he was doing. Keeping her suspended. Held on a simmer with no promise of boiling over. Without deeper thrusting or stronger vibration, it would never tip her into release. It would only keep her aching, throbbing, needy. 

She wasn’t sure how much more she could endure. Her body felt like a live wire, every pulse of the toy feeding the tension coiling tighter and tighter in her core. She needed—God, she needed—to come. But there was no mercy in him, no intention of granting it. 

Her bound feet shuffled awkwardly as he guided her toward the wardrobe. He opened the door and steered her inside, pressing her down until she knelt on the floorboards, hands tied behind her back, thighs trembling. The vibrator continued its quiet torment, a steady reminder of her helpless arousal. 

Through the narrow slats of the door she could see the bedroom beyond. The bed. The space where— 

Her stomach twisted. 

In less than an hour her life had tilted into something unrecognizable. She tried to imagine telling her husband. The image that came to her was so painfully indifferent—him barely glancing up from his newspaper—that a hollow laugh almost bubbled in her chest. Would he even notice? Would he care? 

The thought unsettled her more than it should have. 

Maybe that was the root of this shameful, burning truth. Maybe some hidden part of her had craved this loss of control. Craved being seen as a woman again instead of a fixture in the background of her own life. She should have been horrified. She was horrified. And yet— 

Her pulse hammered in her ears. 

She hadn’t felt this alive in years. Every nerve sang. Her skin prickled. The toy inside her kept vibrating, subtle and merciless, feeding the fire without extinguishing it. The denial made everything sharper, sweeter, more unbearable. 

When he seemed satisfied with her position, he crouched in front of her and grabbed her breasts roughly through her bra. She cried out into the gag as he kneaded them hard, thumbs rolling over her tight nipples before pinching them with bruising force. Pain lanced through her, bright and electric, shooting straight down to the place where she was already throbbing. 

She bucked helplessly, a muffled sob vibrating against the panties stuffed in her mouth. 

As if to brand the moment into her memory, he hauled her forward by the shoulders and shoved her face against the bulge in his jeans. The heat and hardness of him were unmistakable, thick and pulsing beneath the denim. 

Instinct took over. She rubbed her cheek against him, nuzzling shamelessly, desperate for more friction, more contact. The vibrator hummed inside her, her nipples still stinging, and the scent of him filled her lungs. 

When he abruptly pushed her back, the loss felt like a physical blow. 

Shame flooded her. How eagerly she had leaned into him. How hungrily. 

The wardrobe door swung closed, cutting off most of the light. Darkness wrapped around her, broken only by the thin stripes of visibility through the slats. Her breath came fast through her nose. The toy continued its relentless buzz. 

Then she heard it. 

The unmistakable sound of a key turning in the front door. 

Her heart nearly stopped. 

Footsteps downstairs. 

His voice rang out, smooth and playful, carrying easily up the stairs. 

“I’m up here, baby. Hurry up—I’m feeling a little naughty today. It’s fine, your mum had to pop out. Said she needed some fresh air or something. She won’t be back for ages. She seemed a bit flustered, to be honest.” 

Trapped in the dark, vibrating and bound, Verity closed her eyes. 

Sam was home.

From her cramped position inside the wardrobe, Verity heard the rapid thud of footsteps taking the stairs two at a time. The eager rhythm sent a fresh jolt through her already trembling body. Was Samantha truly that impatient? A sick, sinking dread curled in her stomach, tangled with a reluctant curiosity. She had always believed her daughter sensible, self‑possessed. In the next few moments, that belief felt dangerously fragile.

Through the narrow slats, she watched the bedroom door swing open and there she was—Samantha King in all her youthful radiance. The resemblance stole Verity’s breath. Same tall, elegant frame. Same cascade of blonde hair. The same cool, faintly distant beauty that kept most men at arm’s length. Only Samantha wore it with the effortless glow of youth—skin taut, limbs sleek, breasts high and defiantly firm beneath her top. Verity felt an unexpected stab of envy at the sight of that perfect, untouched body, then immediately chastised herself. Pride warred with jealousy in equal measure.

Graham didn’t waste a second. He caught Sam around the waist and pulled her flush against him. Their mouths met hungrily, hands already roaming with shameless familiarity. Verity’s pulse thundered in her ears as she watched them clutch at each other—fingers sliding over hips, squeezing the soft curve of her daughter’s backside, skimming up slender thighs. A soft, breathy sound drifted across the room as Graham’s hand slipped between Sam’s legs. The sound was unmistakable. Willing. Wanting.

Verity’s thighs clenched helplessly around the quiet hum still vibrating inside her. She couldn’t look away. She didn’t want to.

Graham bent to murmur something into Sam’s ear. Whatever he said made her eyes darken, her lips parting in anticipation. And then—without hesitation—she lowered herself to her knees before him.

The sight made Verity’s stomach flip.

Sam’s gaze never left his as she reached for the button of his jeans. Her fingers trembled slightly, whether from excitement or restraint Verity couldn’t tell. The zipper slid down with a deliberate rasp. She slipped her hand inside and drew him free.

Verity’s breath hitched violently behind her gag.

He was thick and fully erect, the weight of him obvious in Sam’s careful grip. She handled him with almost reverent caution, mindful of his hardness, mindful of his size. It was an effort to free him completely, and when she did, the sheer magnitude of him seemed to command the space between them.

Heat flooded Verity’s body. She imagined that heavy length in her own hand, against her own lips. The yearning was so sharp it bordered on pain.

Sam leaned forward, her hair spilling over her shoulders as she pressed a tentative kiss to the flushed tip. Her tongue flicked out, tasting him with a slow, exploratory glide that made Graham’s head fall back in a low groan. Encouraged, she opened her mouth and took him in, inch by careful inch, until her lips stretched around him.

Verity’s entire body went rigid.

Graham’s eyes lifted then, finding the thin gap in the wardrobe door. He knew she was watching. A wicked smile tugged at his mouth as he gave the smallest, deliberate wink. His hand drifted down to Sam’s head, stroking her hair before settling with possessive weight at the back of her skull. The gesture was infuriatingly patronizing—an indulgent pat, as if rewarding obedience.

Verity’s heart lurched painfully.

Sam, astonishingly, seemed to bask in it. A faint smile curved her lips even as she worked her mouth over him, hollowing her cheeks, taking him deeper with each slow, determined motion.

“Suck it all down, Sammy,” Graham coaxed softly, his voice thick with approval. “That’s my good girl.”

The words struck Verity like a slap.

What had he done to her? Was he molding her, bending her into something compliant and eager? Yet even as outrage flared, it withered under brutal honesty. Sam wasn’t resisting. She was choosing this. Leaning into it. Thriving on it.

And so was she.

The realization hollowed Verity out. She pressed her forehead against the cool wood, tears stinging her eyes. Shame washed over her in suffocating waves. She had never imagined herself aroused by another woman, let alone by her own daughter’s surrender. It twisted her insides into knots she didn’t know how to untangle.

But the truth pulsed mercilessly through her.

Her gaze kept returning to the thick length disappearing between Sam’s lips. The slow, wet glide. The way Graham’s fingers tightened in her daughter’s hair. The power in the scene—raw and intoxicating.

Desire surged, drowning everything else.

She wanted him. In her mouth. Inside her body. Anywhere he chose to put himself. The need was primal, urgent, impossible to deny. The toy inside her buzzed uselessly, a faint tease compared to the desperate ache building in her core.

She didn’t care about dignity anymore. Didn’t care about the morality unraveling around her.

She needed release.

Needed his hands on her. Needed to be taken, thoroughly and completely.

There was no other truth left.

“Sammy… I’m close. You remember what to do, don’t you?”

His voice was thick, strained with pleasure.

Sam lifted her gaze to him, her expression soft and adoring, lips parted and damp. There wasn’t a flicker of hesitation in her. “Please… may I taste you, Sir? I want it.”

A slow smile curved his mouth. “That’s my girl. Every drop.”

He didn’t give her time to brace. His hands tightened in her hair and he thrust forward, burying himself deep in her throat. The movement forced a choked sound from her, her fingers gripping his thighs as his release surged. Verity saw the powerful flex of his body, the way Sam’s throat worked frantically as he spilled into her mouth. It was obscene. Intimate. Raw.

And Verity couldn’t look away.

Her daughter swallowed around him, tears glistening at the corners of her eyes, determined not to waste a single drop. The sight twisted something savage and needy inside Verity. Revulsion clawed at her conscience, yet heat flooded her veins, pooling low and insistent between her thighs. Shame, desire, fury, longing—it was all tangled together, impossible to separate.

When he finally withdrew, Sam rocked back on her heels, breathless. A pale trace escaped the corner of her mouth, streaking her flushed cheek. She didn’t wipe it away immediately. She looked radiant—almost proud—as though she’d accomplished something extraordinary. Only after a moment did she sweep her fingers across her skin and bring them to her lips, savoring the taste with a slow, deliberate lick.

Graham stroked her hair indulgently, fingers threading through the silky blonde strands. “You’re getting very good at that, Sammy. Practice really does make perfect.” His tone was warm, approving. “Why don’t you pack a bag? You can stay over tonight. I’ll leave your mum a note so she knows where you are.”

Her smile widened, eager and unquestioning. “Give me five minutes.”

He smacked her playfully on the backside as she rose. She disappeared from the room with a sway of her hips, still licking her fingers clean.

Only then did he turn toward the wardrobe.

The door swung open.

Verity tumbled forward, unceremoniously spilling out at his feet. He caught her arm before she could collapse completely and hauled her upright. The air felt thin in her lungs, her pulse hammering wildly. He studied her with open amusement—and then his gaze dropped.

Her panties were soaked.

A smug chuckle vibrated in his chest. “Well, well. Looks like Mummy enjoyed the show.”

He tugged the fabric from her mouth, freeing her. “Tell me,” he murmured, leaning close enough that she could still smell the salt of his release on his skin. “Are you dripping because you watched your baby girl on her knees for me?”

Verity lifted her eyes to his. They burned—anger and something far more dangerous battling within her. She hated him. She hated herself more. Tears slipped down her cheeks as she fought for control, for dignity, for something to cling to.

This was the edge. She felt it. Admit it, and something inside her would shatter—some final defense she’d always relied on.

She dropped her gaze.

“Fuck you,” she whispered hoarsely.

He laughed softly. “Such fire. Didn’t you get what you wanted?”

His hand slid between her thighs, fingers brushing the hidden device nestled against her most sensitive flesh. Without breaking eye contact, he adjusted it—turning the vibration higher.

The effect was immediate.

A gasp tore from her throat as a violent wave of pleasure surged through her body. Her knees buckled, hips jerking helplessly. The sensation was relentless now, buzzing deep and unyielding, sending hot pulses radiating outward. She tried to clamp down on it, tried to silence the moan building in her chest, but her body betrayed her, trembling under his control.

He watched her unravel with open fascination.

“I’ll ask again,” he said softly, almost tenderly. “Is Mummy all worked up after that display?”

Verity shook her head as though she could deny it, but her breath came in ragged pulls, thighs quivering. She clenched her jaw, fighting the rising crest threatening to consume her. The orgasm gathered strength, spiraling tighter and tighter, ready to rip through her.

He leaned closer, voice a silken promise against her ear.

“Say it… and I’ll let you come.”

That was the breaking point. Verity felt it in her bones—the thin, fraying thread of resistance snapping under the weight of need. She didn’t care about pride, fury, or the twisted game he was playing anymore. Her body ached with it, throbbed with it. One release. That was all she wanted. Just one shattering, merciful orgasm to end this torment.

His earlier promise echoed in her mind—one afternoon of fun. The finish line was right there. So close she could taste it.

Her voice trembled, splintering as she forced the words past her stubborn pride.

“Y… yes. I’m horny after that display. God, yes. Now let me go, you bastard.”

The confession burned on her tongue, but the moment it left her lips, her knees gave out. She sagged to the floor, drained, humiliated, desperate. Her pulse pounded between her thighs, every muscle braced for the orgasm she’d been cruelly denied. She clenched her jaw, praying she could swallow the scream that would rip free when it finally came.

Graham’s smile was slow and satisfied.

“Good girl. That wasn’t so difficult, was it?”

He crouched in front of her again, and her eyes followed his hand helplessly as it slid beneath the delicate lace of her panties. The sight alone—his strong fingers disappearing into the damp heat she could no longer deny—sent a violent shudder through her. She bit her lower lip hard enough to hurt, stifling the needy sound rising in her throat.

Then—

Silence.

The vibration ceased.

The sudden absence of sensation was like being dropped from a height. Her body, wound tight as a spring, cried out in protest. Before she could form the words, his fingers pinched her nose, forcing her mouth open. The damp scrap of lace was shoved back between her lips, stealing her voice, muffling the sharp, wounded sound that burst from her chest.

Her eyes flooded instantly. Tears blurred her vision as confusion and betrayal crashed over her.

He had promised.

She had given him what he wanted. She had humiliated herself, admitted her arousal, stripped bare every ounce of defiance.

Wasn’t that enough? Wasn’t he pleased?

Why was he doing this to her?

His voice hardened, losing its playful edge.

“I think,” he said coolly, “you need some time to reconsider your priorities.”

He rose to his full height, looking down at her trembling form. “You need to be honest about what you really want out of life. I’m willing to take you on. I’m willing to train you into the slut you’re so desperate to become.”

The word should have repulsed her.

Instead, heat flared low in her belly.

“But I require total obedience.” His tone brooked no argument. “Look at your lovely daughter. She understands what pleases me. If you can learn to be more like her, we could have a great deal of fun.”

Verity’s breath hitched behind the lace gag. Humiliation and desire twisted together so tightly she could no longer separate them.

“Think about it tonight,” he continued, almost casually. “I’ll be back in the morning. While you’re here alone, imagine all the cock your baby girl will be enjoying. I’ve invited some friends over. They do so love playing with my toys.”

The image sliced through her—horrifying, intoxicating. Her body clenched despite herself.

Without another word, he seized her arm and shoved her back into the dark confines of the wardrobe. She stumbled, catching herself just before she fell, the door slamming shut and sealing her inside.

At least he hadn’t turned the vibrator back on.

That small mercy was all she had.

Curled in the darkness, the lace still damp against her tongue, Verity let the tears fall freely. They soaked her cheeks, dripped onto her collarbone as she tried to quiet the relentless pulse between her thighs.

Sleep eventually claimed her in fractured waves. But it offered no escape.

Her dreams were thick with heat and shame—visions of degradation, of surrender, of herself kneeling willingly, eagerly. In every dream, she wasn’t fighting.

She was begging.


Chapter 2

Verity jerked awake at the sharp click of the front door closing somewhere below her bedroom. The sound sliced cleanly through sleep, dragging her up from heavy dreams into a reality that felt far more disorienting. She was a woman who preferred gentle mornings—slow blinks, lazy stretches beneath silk sheets, a few indulgent minutes to remember who and where she was before facing the day.

Today, there was no softness. No mercy.

Memory crashed over her in one brutal wave.

The wardrobe. The ropes. The humiliating, intimate confinement.

She was bound—wrists secured, ankles restrained, her body awkwardly positioned among hanging clothes and polished shoes. The air was thick with the scent of fabric and her own trapped heat. Between her thighs, the dildo remained lodged deep inside her, an unrelenting presence she could neither escape nor ignore. Her panties, soaked beyond saving, clung to her like a second skin, holding the toy snugly in place. She could only imagine what her face looked like—mascara streaked from tears, foundation ruined, lips swollen from biting back sobs.

And yet none of that consumed her the way the hunger did.

It was monstrous. Insistent.

Verity King needed release with a desperation that frightened her. Her body ached for it, throbbed for it. If someone had offered her freedom in exchange for everything she owned—the five-bedroom house, the gleaming Porsche in the driveway, her husband’s wealth and status—she would have signed it all away without hesitation for one long, shattering orgasm. Just one. Something to ease the unbearable tension coiling tight in her belly.

Heat flooded her cheeks despite the darkness. What was happening to her? She had been composed, controlled. Now she was reduced to this—panting softly into the shadows of her own wardrobe, thighs trembling around a toy she hadn’t even chosen for herself.

She had orchestrated the beginning of this nightmare, hadn’t she? Opened a door she didn’t know how to close. And now she was powerless inside it.

Downstairs, she knew he was there.

In her home.

The thought made her shiver, though whether from fear or anticipation she couldn’t quite say. Graham. Moving through her kitchen, touching her things, making himself comfortable as though he owned the place. As though he owned them.

Her breath caught when she thought of her daughter.

Sammy.

Verity’s heart twisted painfully. She didn’t know what Graham had done to her fully—how deep his influence had sunk—but the girl she had raised to be confident and strong had shifted into something else entirely under his touch. Sammy looked at him differently now. Reacted differently. As if she existed for his pleasure.

And last night…

Verity squeezed her eyes shut, but the images came anyway, vivid and merciless.

She had been forced to watch. Forced to witness Graham use her daughter with slow, deliberate dominance. The way he had made Sammy beg—actually beg—to taste him. To swallow him. The humiliation of it. The degradation.

Verity’s pulse hammered wildly as shame and arousal tangled together in her chest. She had been horrified.

And she had been unable to look away.

The truth was uglier still. Beneath her maternal outrage, beneath the protective instinct she clung to like a shield, there had been something else—something darker and far more selfish. A spark of envy.

She had imagined herself in Sammy’s place. Told herself it was strategy, that she could intervene, redirect him, save her daughter from sinking further. But deep down she knew better.

She had wanted that commanding focus turned on her. Wanted to be the one trembling under his control. The one being made to ask.

The thought made her hips shift involuntarily. The dildo nudged against her most sensitive place, and her cunt clenched around it with a needy pulse. A soft, broken sound slipped from her throat before she could stop it.

Then—

Footsteps on the stairs.

Measured. Unhurried.

Each one echoed through her like a drumbeat. Her body reacted instantly, treacherously. The muscles inside her tightened, squeezing the toy deep within her. Wetness seeped even more insistently into the fabric of her panties, the scent of her arousal thickening the already cramped air. It was undeniable now—raw, musky, feminine need saturating the small space.

If anyone opened that wardrobe door, they wouldn’t need an explanation.

They would smell exactly how desperate she was.

The wardrobe door creaked open by inches, a blade of pale morning light cutting through the darkness to expose her where she lay—on her side, wrists bound, thighs parted by necessity rather than choice. Mrs. Verity King. Polished hostess. Immaculate Surrey socialite. The woman who curated charity luncheons and wore silk like armor.

Now reduced to this.

“Well, well… what have we got here?” Graham’s voice was lazy, amused. He inhaled theatrically. “And that scent… Jesus. Someone’s in desperate need of a bath.”

Heat flooded her cheeks beneath the smeared remnants of yesterday’s makeup. The wadded panties still stuffed in her mouth kept her silent, her protests dissolving into muffled breaths. She lifted her eyes to him—pleading, humiliated, aching for some scrap of mercy. A loosening of the ropes. A gentle word. Anything.

He gave her none of it.

Instead, he crouched, the morning light gilding the sharp planes of his face as his fingers drifted down, brushing over the damp cotton stretched tight between her thighs. He traced the base of the dildo buried inside her, pressing just enough to make it shift against her oversensitive flesh.

A broken whimper tore from her throat.

She was balanced so precariously on the edge that even that small touch sent lightning through her. After hours trussed up and left alone with nothing but the relentless fullness between her legs, her body had become a live wire. Her cunt clenched convulsively around the silicone intrusion, slick and swollen, ready to shatter at the faintest encouragement.

Graham’s mouth curved slowly, savoring her reaction. She looked wrecked—hair tangled, mascara smudged, thighs gleaming with her own need. So vulnerable on the wardrobe floor, gaze wide and begging.

He knew exactly what state she was in. He’d left her that way deliberately.

But he wasn’t finished.

His fingers toyed with her for another excruciating moment before withdrawing entirely. The sudden absence made her body jolt. A needy sound vibrated against the fabric in her mouth—raw disappointment, pure craving.

“Poor thing,” he murmured, though there was no pity in it.

He reached down and hooked his fingers into the soaked panties gagging her. With a sharp tug he pulled them free. Verity dragged in air greedily, chest heaving, lungs burning as she tasted something other than her own humid shame. She barely had time to recover before his hand slid lower.

Without warning, he wrapped his fingers around the dildo and pulled.

It slipped from her with a slick, obscene sound, her body resisting the loss as if it had come to depend on the stretch. She cried out—half relief, half devastation—her cunt clenching uselessly around emptiness, fluttering and exposed.

The cool air against her drenched skin made her shiver.

“On your knees,” he ordered quietly.

He didn’t untie her. He didn’t need to.

He guided her forward, and she crawled from the wardrobe on hands and knees, the ropes biting into her wrists, her movements awkward yet instinctive. Somewhere deep inside, horror should have anchored her in place. Instead, she moved without hesitation, her mind fogged by exhaustion and relentless arousal. The polished floor felt cold beneath her palms as she followed him into the center of the bedroom.

She was aware—dimly—that she should hate this. That she should fight.

But her will felt worn thin, rubbed raw by the night. Sleep deprivation and denied release had hollowed her out, leaving only sensation. Only need.

Graham turned to face her.

The sound of his zipper lowering seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room. He reached into his jeans and drew himself out slowly, deliberately, as if unveiling something sacred.

Her breath caught.

He was already hard. Thick. Veins standing proud beneath taut skin, the head flushed and glistening. It bobbed slightly as he freed it fully, heavy and insistent.

Less than twelve hours ago, that same cock had been buried deep in her daughter’s throat.

The memory slammed into her, sharp and electric. She had watched it disappear between Sammy’s lips. Watched her daughter kneel, worship, obey.

And God help her, she couldn’t look away now.

Her gaze locked onto him, mesmerized. This was the shape that had haunted her fractured sleep. The weight she had imagined pressing inside her. The relentless thrust she’d fantasized about filling her instead—stretching her, claiming her, forcing those helpless sounds from her mouth.

Jealousy curled hot and ugly in her belly.

She wanted it.

The realization pulsed through her with humiliating clarity. Not out of duty. Not to protect her daughter.

She wanted to feel him inside her. To know what Sammy had known. To be the one kneeling there, mouth open, body trembling in anticipation.

Her lips parted unconsciously as she stared up at him, eyes dark with hunger she could no longer pretend wasn’t there.

Was he finally going to give her what her body was begging for? Let her feel him stretch her, fill her, erase the relentless ache coiled low in her belly?

Her gaze clung to the heavy length swaying inches from her lips before she forced herself to look up at him. She searched his face for a flicker of mercy—some sign that this exquisite torment might end. She wanted release. She wanted surrender. She wanted him inside her so badly it was a living thing beneath her skin.

“What does Mummy want?”

The question slid over her like a lash.

A broken sound gathered in her throat. She knew the answer. God help her, she knew it. But somewhere inside her, a fragile shard of pride still glinted stubbornly. If she said it, if she gave him the words, she would be stepping over a line she could never uncross.

They both understood how thin her resistance was.

Her need burned hotter, licking through her veins, settling between her thighs in a throbbing, insistent pulse. Relief stood before her, thick and ready, and she hated that it had come to this.

“I won’t ask again,” he warned softly. “What does Mummy want?”

Her chin dropped to her chest. The last threads of dignity tangled on her tongue.

“Please…” The word trembled out of her. “I want to suck your cock.”

“Sorry,” he murmured coolly. “Didn’t catch that.”

Heat flooded her face. Tears stung her eyes.

“Please,” she forced out again, louder this time, the humiliation scraping her raw, “I want to suck your cock.”

The admission shattered something inside her. A tear slipped free as the words echoed in the charged air between them.

His mouth curved.

“Good girl. You may kiss my cock.”

“Thank you.”

The gratitude was instinctive. Reflexive. And that terrified her almost as much as her craving.

She moved without hesitation, dropping forward, pressing her lips to the swollen head. She kissed him hungrily, desperately, as though he were air and she’d been drowning. The dam she’d tried to hold back crumbled in an instant. Nothing mattered now—neither what he thought of her nor what she thought of herself.

There was only this.

She traced him with her tongue, tasting salt and musk, letting her lips glide over the rigid heat. She licked and suckled, her movements growing greedy, almost frantic. Every flick of her tongue sent sparks racing through her already overcharged body. Her hips shifted uselessly against the floor, seeking friction she couldn’t give herself.

God, she wanted him inside her.

She imagined him driving into her, fingers tangled in her hair, his voice rough in her ear as he took what she so shamelessly offered. The fantasy made her moan around him, a low, needy sound that vibrated against his length.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Clean Sam’s juices off my cock for me.”

The words barely registered. Her world had narrowed to the slick glide of skin against her lips, the intoxicating scent of him, the sharp edge of her impending climax. Even without touching herself, her body was winding tighter and tighter, the orgasm hovering, inevitable and overwhelming.

She was right there.

Sensing her desperation, the urgency in the way she clung to him, he abruptly shoved her back.

The loss was brutal.

She hit the floor hard, the sudden absence of him tearing a sob from her throat as the orgasm dissolved like smoke. It retreated, leaving her shaking, hollow, and unbearably frustrated.

“There, there, Mummy,” he crooned, infuriatingly gentle. “Don’t cry. You’ll get what you want later today.”

She curled in on herself, trembling, tears streaking down her cheeks as her body slowly unwound from the denied peak.

“You’ve done a very nice job,” he added, satisfaction lacing his tone, “cleaning your baby girl’s juices off me.”

His words settled over her like a brand—humiliating, degrading—and yet her traitorous body still ached for more.

His palm came down on her head in a mockingly gentle pat, and the simple touch made everything crash into focus. The taste lingering on her tongue. The slick warmth she had so eagerly licked away. 

Reality slammed through her like ice water.

She had never been with a woman. The idea had always unsettled her, something distant and foreign. And yet she had just devoured the evidence of another woman’s pleasure as if she’d been starving for it. Not just any woman. 

Her daughter.

The thought made her stomach twist violently. A tremor rolled through her body as she lay sprawled on the floor, cheek pressed to the carpet, breath coming in shallow pulls. This had to be a nightmare. A grotesque, feverish fantasy she would wake from—gasping in her own bed, sunlight spilling through the curtains, Peter snoring softly beside her.

But the rough fibers under her skin were real. The ache between her thighs was real. The humiliation burning in her chest was painfully, undeniably real.

There was no waking up from this.

Graham had the photographs. She’d seen the flash, the deliberate angles. He could scatter them across the internet with a single click. Her friends. Her family. The women from the school run. They would all see her on her knees, mouth open, eyes glazed with need. They would know exactly what she was.

A pervert. A desperate, filthy woman.

God. If Peter had only touched her. If he had looked at her the way he used to. A little attention, a little hunger, a proper, hard fuck now and then—would it really have taken so much? Would she be here now, stripped of dignity and licking her own daughter’s juices from a young man’s cock?

Regret was useless. The damage was done.

“Go and wash yourself, slut,” Graham said coolly. “You stink. Then you and I are going to watch something I think you’ll enjoy.”

The word hit her low in the belly. Slut.

He crouched and loosened the restraints, fingers rubbing briskly at her wrists and ankles, coaxing blood back into stiff limbs. The casual intimacy of it—his hands soothing what he had bound—made her head spin. He gestured toward the en-suite bathroom.

She tried to rise automatically.

“On the floor,” he snapped. “You crawl when you’re in my presence unless I say otherwise. Do you understand, slut?”

Heat flooded her face. She nodded quickly, shame and something darker tangling together inside her.

She hated herself for the way her pulse leapt at the insult. For the slick warmth that answered it between her thighs. Slut. It was obscene, degrading… and it made her feel alive. Wanted. Reckless. Twenty years younger and deliciously wicked.

Inside her, two versions of herself clawed for dominance. Respectable Verity—mother, wife, sensible woman—was horrified, demanding she pull herself together, stop letting this boy degrade her. 

But the other Verity—the one who stayed up too late reading filthy stories with trembling fingers between her legs, the one who fantasized about being taken, used, called names that made her blush—she was louder now. Urgent. Hungry. 

That part urged her forward on her hands and knees. That part throbbed in her nipples, pulsed in her clit, soaked her panties. That part wanted to surrender completely if it meant finally being filled, finally being fucked the way she craved.

She lowered herself to the carpet and crawled.

Each movement made her acutely aware of her body—the sway of her hips, the brush of air against her damp sex, the sting in her palms. She felt exposed, animalistic. Powerless.

And thrillingly seen.

Inside the bathroom she paused, realizing the obvious: she couldn’t wash properly without standing. Her eyes lifted instinctively, searching for him.

Graham leaned casually in the doorway, arms folded, a slow, knowing smirk curving his mouth as he watched her.

“You may stand to clean yourself, slut,” he said at last. “But be quick. We don’t have all day.”

Verity pushed herself upright, legs trembling as she straightened for the first time in what felt like an eternity. Every muscle protested, stiff and aching from the long hours on the floor. The rush of blood made her dizzy, a sharp reminder of how completely she’d surrendered her body to his rules.

She stepped beneath the spray of the shower and let the hot water cascade over her skin. It washed away the sticky traces of sweat and arousal, the scent of sex that clung to her like a confession. She scrubbed slowly, methodically, as though she could scour away the evidence of her weakness. But the heat only coaxed her back into herself—into the ache between her thighs, the pulse that hadn’t faded since he’d first taken control.

A video. He’d promised a video.

Her stomach tightened. What could he possibly want her to watch? Something humiliating? Something that would bind her tighter to him? The uncertainty left her breathless, fear and anticipation tangling until she couldn’t tell one from the other.

When she reached for the towel, she dragged it firmly over her skin, relishing the roughness. The friction made her nipples stiffen instantly, pebbled and sensitive. A soft gasp slipped from her lips as she lingered over her breasts, pressing the fabric harder, teasing herself with the delicious sting. Her hand drifted lower, hovering between her thighs. She longed to slip her fingers into her damp heat, to soothe the throb that refused to be ignored.

But she knew better.

Graham wouldn’t allow her that indulgence.

With a frustrated breath, she contented herself with rolling her nipples between her fingers through the towel, savoring the small, stolen pleasure.

“Hurry up, slut,” his voice cut through the steam. “I’ve laid out something for you. Don’t make me wait.”

The word sent a shiver down her spine—humiliation laced with a shameful thrill.

She dropped immediately to her knees.

The tiles were cool beneath her palms as she crawled out of the bathroom, every movement deliberate, submissive. The posture made her feel exposed, reduced… and unbearably aroused. Wetness slicked her thighs as she moved. The degradation ignited something dark and hungry inside her, even as her mind whispered how wrong it was.

“There’s my obedient little puppy.”

His hand came down on her head in a mockery of affection. The gesture burned more than any slap could have. She swallowed the sting of embarrassment, lowering her gaze.

“You can stand. For now,” he added casually. “Put these on. They’re Sam’s, but I think they’ll suit you.”

She rose slowly and turned toward the bed.

Her breath caught.

Spread neatly across the duvet was one of Sam’s old school uniforms. The skirt was absurdly small—far too tight, far too short. The blouse looked equally unforgiving. Heat flooded her cheeks as she realized there was nothing else. No bra. No panties.

Of course not.

She didn’t dare question him. Instead, she reached for the blouse first, sliding it over her bare skin. The cotton stretched across her breasts, pulling taut over her nipples, which were still hard and aching. The skirt barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, clinging to her hips and leaving her exposed to the slightest movement.

When she finished dressing, she became acutely aware that she’d just stood naked in front of him without hesitation. The realization sent a tremor through her. It had felt… natural. Easy.

She was slipping.

Graham moved around her slowly, assessing. His gaze lingered on the way her nipples pressed visibly against the thin cotton, unmistakable evidence of her arousal.

From behind, he slid a hand around her waist and cupped her breast, lifting its weight in his palm. His thumb brushed over the sensitive peak, then pinched sharply.

She cried out before she could stop herself, hips jerking.

He squeezed again, testing, claiming.

Her body betrayed her instantly—breath quickening, thighs pressing together.

He leaned close, his voice low and satisfied. “You like the attention, don’t you, slut?”

The question was a command in disguise.

Verity’s lips parted. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Shame and desire twisted together until they were indistinguishable.

“Y… yes.”

“Yes, Sir. You will address me properly,” he said, his tone turning cool, edged with something dangerously final. “Or I can send you straight back to that dull, suffocating life you came from. We’ll pretend none of this ever happened. It’s entirely your choice.”

The words hit her harder than any touch. 

A way out.

Her pulse thundered in her ears as she stared at the floor between them, breath shallow, mind racing. He was offering her freedom—an exit from the heat, the humiliation, the intoxicating surrender. If she refused to call him Sir, she could walk away. Go home. Slip back into the safety of routine.

But safety suddenly felt like a cage.

If she said it—if she gave him that title—she wasn’t just playing along anymore. She would be admitting the truth she’d tried to ignore. That his control thrilled her. That his commands ignited something dark and desperate inside her. That she wanted this.

They both understood what hung in the balance.

Her hesitation lasted only seconds, though it felt like standing on the edge of a cliff. Slowly, she lowered her gaze, unable to bear the intensity in his eyes. Shame burned across her cheeks as the words formed.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, voice trembling. “I want to be your slut.”

The confession tore through her. A single tear slid down her cheek, tracing the heat of her humiliation. Her stomach churned with nerves and need, twisted tight with the knowledge that she had just surrendered something precious—control, pride, maybe even herself.

And yet beneath the fear was a pulse of relief. Of rightness.

“Good girl.” His approval was low, satisfied. “Follow me. I’ll feed you, and then we’ll sit down together and watch that video.” He paused, letting the weight of it settle between them. “On your hands and knees.”

“Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

The gratitude in her voice startled her as much as the command had.

She sank down without protest, palms pressing against the cool floor, skirt riding high on her thighs. Crawling felt instinctive now, each movement reinforcing the new shape of her world. She kept her head lowered as she followed him, careful navigating the stairs, aware of how vulnerable she must look—skirt barely covering her, blouse straining over breasts that refused to hide her arousal.

In the kitchen, he gestured toward a corner.

“Kneel there.”

She obeyed immediately, facing the wall, hands resting neatly on her thighs. The position was stark, humbling. The small skirt, the prim white blouse, the rigid posture—it all stirred something buried deep inside her.

Memories rose unbidden.

She had attended a strict private school as a girl, where discipline had been swift and uncompromising. The atmosphere had always been heavy with authority—polished wood, hushed corridors, the unspoken awareness that rules mattered. She remembered the sharp awareness of being called out for misbehavior, the humiliation of standing before a powerful figure and knowing she had been seen, judged.

There had been moments—rare, secret, confusing—when the vulnerability of it all had made her feel intensely alive. The exposure. The surrender. The dizzying mix of fear and attention. She hadn’t understood it then, only known that something about yielding to firm control stirred her in ways she never dared examine.

Kneeling now, those sensations returned—not as childish confusion, but as fully realized hunger. The seed planted long ago had grown quietly inside her, waiting. Waiting for someone strong enough to claim it.

Heat pooled low in her belly as she pressed her thighs together, breath shallow. The past and present blurred, connecting in a way that made terrifying sense.

Perhaps this need had always been part of her.

Perhaps she had only just found the courage to let it bloom.

The scrape of the refrigerator door sliced through her spiraling thoughts, dragging Verity back into the kitchen, back onto her knees. She listened to the quiet thud of something set down behind her, her pulse ticking faster with every small domestic sound. Then he was there—close enough that she could feel the heat of him at her back, close enough that her body reacted before her mind could catch up.

Desire coiled low in her belly, molten and insistent.

He pressed himself against the back of her head, the hard length of him unmistakable even through the rough denim of his jeans. A soft, humiliating whimper trembled in her throat before she swallowed it down. God, she wanted to turn. Wanted to nuzzle him, to mouth him through the fabric, to breathe him in. But she didn’t move. She knew better. This was a test, and she would not fail him.

She kept her forehead angled toward the wall, spine straight, thighs parted obediently beneath her.

“Good slut,” he murmured, his voice warm with approval. “Now eat your breakfast like a good girl.”

The words sent a shiver through her.

When she finally twisted around, her stomach dropped. A bowl sat on the floor where he had placed it—cereal drowned in yogurt, thick and white. No spoon. No napkin. Nothing that suggested she was meant to touch it with anything but her mouth.

The message was unmistakable.

Heat flooded her cheeks as Graham settled himself casually on the breakfast bar, unfolding her husband’s newspaper as though this were the most ordinary morning in the world. The domestic normalcy of it—him reading, her kneeling—made the humiliation sharper, sweeter. She wasn’t his equal here. She wasn’t even fully human in this moment.

“Don’t dawdle,” he added without looking at her. “You could stand to skip a meal or two, so if you’re not hungry I’ll take it away.”

A tremor passed through her. The threat was mild, almost teasing—but she felt the steel beneath it. This was a privilege. And she wanted it.

She lowered herself toward the bowl.

As she bent forward, her hips lifted instinctively, presenting herself without being told. Cool air brushed over her damp, exposed sex, and she knew—knew—he could see everything. The slick shine between her thighs. The way her body betrayed how much this degradation aroused her.

She licked tentatively at the yogurt, the cold sweetness shocking against her tongue. It smeared across her lips, her chin. She had to lap at it, tongue darting out again and again, pushing cereal around like an animal at a dish. Each humiliating slurp seemed louder in the quiet kitchen.

She could feel his eyes on her backside.

Her cunt throbbed.

Yogurt smeared higher along her cheeks as she tried to eat faster, desperate to please him, desperate not to have it taken away. The loss of dignity should have crushed her. Instead, it made her wet. She had been reduced so quickly—stripped down to obedience and need—and the speed of it left her dizzy.

I chose this.

The realization pulsed through her. She had been offered escape. She had refused it.

Now she wanted this more than she had ever wanted anything. His approval. His control. The next command. She didn’t want mercy. She didn’t want release from this delicious fall.

She wanted to sink.

When the bowl was finally empty, she sat back on her heels and looked up at him. Yogurt clung to her skin, cool rivulets sliding down her chin and along her throat. She could feel it drying tight across her cheeks.

And then the image struck her.

White streaks across her face. Mouth messy and swollen from licking.

She must look as though she’d just been used—thoroughly, shamelessly. Like a discarded toy after a night of being passed from hand to hand.

The thought made her gasp.

Heat flared violently between her legs, her clit pulsing as if touched. She swayed slightly, intoxicated by the picture in her own mind.

“Oh dear,” Graham said lightly, folding the newspaper with deliberate calm. “What a messy girl you are.”

He rose from his seat and stepped toward her.

“Here,” he added softly, authority threading through every syllable. “Let me clean you up.”

He crouched beside her again, his presence swallowing her up. With deliberate gentleness, he began to wipe at her face, the cloth moving over her cheeks and mouth in slow, careful strokes. The gesture was almost tender—almost paternal—and that made the humiliation cut even deeper. He cleaned her as if she were incapable of doing it herself, as though she were something small and dependent.

And she loved it.

The careful dabbing stripped something away inside her. Responsibility. Independence. The constant weight of being a wife, a mother, a woman who handled everything. Under his touch she became simple. Owned. An object to be arranged, corrected, maintained. A beautiful thing that existed for someone else’s pleasure.

“Come along,” he murmured. “We’ll go watch something together.”

He didn’t offer a hand. He didn’t need to.

She followed him on her hands and knees without hesitation, crawling obediently across her own floor. The movement made her hyperaware of her body—of the way her skirt barely covered her, of the slick heat between her thighs. Every shift of her hips created delicious friction, her wetness smearing along her skin, cooling and then warming again as she moved. She could feel herself leaving a faint, shameful trail behind her.

He walked ahead at an easy pace, not once checking whether she followed. He knew she would.

The living room looked different. The television had been repositioned in front of the wide patio doors that opened onto the garden, the glass an unbroken pane to the outside world. In front of it sat one of the heavy dining chairs, placed with deliberate precision.

He gestured to it.

She didn’t wait for further instruction. She rose onto her knees and then climbed onto the chair, perching there uncertainly.

“Whenever you sit,” he said evenly, “there will be nothing between your skin and the surface beneath you. No fabric. No barrier. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Her voice trembled.

She lifted the thin skirt, baring herself completely, and lowered her bare thighs onto the polished wood. The chill shocked her, a sharp contrast to the feverish heat between her legs. The cold surface pressed against the dampness there, and she couldn’t suppress the soft intake of breath when she felt moisture immediately gather and spread.

She was so wet it was humiliating.

He stepped closer and began binding her again, efficient and unhurried. This time her ankles were secured to the legs of the chair, forcing her knees apart until her thighs were stretched wide, open in the most obscene display. Her hips tilted forward helplessly, presenting her sex without mercy. There was no modest angle, no way to hide the swollen flush of her arousal or the unmistakable sheen of wetness coating her.

From outside, through the glass doors, anyone glancing toward the house would see her exactly as she was—spread, exposed, dripping.

Her wrists were drawn upward and tied behind her head, pulling her shoulders back and arching her spine. Her breasts thrust forward, nipples tightening in the cooler air. The posture was deliberate. Displayed. Offered.

And there she sat—Verity King. Wife. Mother. Bound and open in her own living room, dressed in a parody of innocence, her daughter’s old school uniform riding high on her hips. Her pulse pounded between her legs, her body betraying her with every slick, needy throb.

Part of her mind whispered that this had gone too far. That she should want it to stop.

But the louder part—the truer part—ached for more.

What would the neighbours think if they happened to look? What if someone knocked at the door? The thought made her stomach flip, terror and desire tangling together until she could barely tell them apart.

And beneath it all, one desperate, consuming need burned brighter than anything else.

She wanted to be filled.

Graham settled himself comfortably where he could take in the entire view. He didn’t rush. He simply watched her, his gaze slow and thorough, drinking in every detail—the spread of her thighs, the glisten at her center, the way her chest rose and fell faster than it should.

She couldn’t move. Couldn’t close her legs. Couldn’t cover herself.

He doubted she would have tried.

Her body told the truth for her. The flush, the slick heat, the way her hips made the faintest, involuntary movements as though searching for friction. His treatment hadn’t broken her.

It had awakened her.

He leaned back slightly, satisfaction curling through him. The timing of his visit felt almost fated. The thought of the possibilities ahead—of how far this could go—sent a pulse of anticipation through him. He had plans, carefully considered ones, and today was only the beginning.

There would be time for everything.

For now, he would enjoy the sight of her exactly like this—bound, open, and trembling on the edge of what she had always secretly wanted.

He rose without hurry and crossed to the video player, the movement deliberate, theatrical. The cassette he slid inside wasn’t chosen at random. It held a recording from the night before—footage he’d made after inviting a handful of his friends over and offering his girlfriend up for their entertainment. He knew exactly what he was about to unleash on Verity. 

He pressed play.

As the screen flickered to life, he dragged another chair close to Verity’s, positioning himself so he could study her face as closely as the images. He wanted every flinch, every tremor, every betraying breath.

The film opened on this very room, rearranged for pleasure. Six young men lounged around, beer bottles in hand, all of them in their early twenties, relaxed and expectant. The camera drifted lazily from one amused face to the next before settling on her.

The young woman was dressed in a caricature of innocence—a black-and-white maid’s outfit cut scandalously short. The tops of her stockings framed smooth thighs, the lace biting into soft flesh. A tiny apron strained over her breasts, pushing them high and round, barely contained. She wobbled theatrically on towering heels as she moved between the men, offering drinks with a playful smile, her hips swaying in exaggerated arcs.

The approval in the room was obvious—low whistles, appreciative murmurs—but it was her expression that made it undeniable. She was glowing. Thriving on it. Every look that devoured her seemed to feed something hungry inside her.

Beside him, Verity had gone utterly still.

Her face was pale, rigid with shock, lips parted as if she couldn’t quite pull air into her lungs. Yet beneath the thin blouse still clinging to her bound body, her nipples were tightening, hardening so sharply they strained against the fabric. Her chest rose faster now, shallow, uneven.

Graham smiled faintly and kept watching.

Onscreen, one of the young men reached out and caught the woman by the wrist, tugging her closer. He murmured something unheard, and she laughed—breathy, complicit—before obediently turning and bending at the waist. The camera shifted to capture the view beneath her skirt.

She wasn’t wearing panties.

Her bare ass lifted invitingly, the soft curve exposed without shame. She even wiggled for them, teasing, as if proud of her nakedness. A hand slid up the inside of her thigh, slow and deliberate, parting her legs just enough.

The camera zoomed in on her face as the fingers found their destination.

The woman’s head tipped back. Her eyelids fluttered closed. Her mouth opened on a long, unguarded moan that spilled into the room. Pleasure softened her features, turned her lush red lips into a parted invitation.

Her voice followed—breathless, needy, utterly unfiltered.

“Oh God… that feels so good. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop. Finger my tight cunt…”

Graham reached for the remote and raised the volume, making sure every syllable rang clear in the quiet living room.

Every filthy, eager word from the woman’s mouth poured into Verity’s ears as she sat bound and spread, forced to listen.

Verity couldn’t find a single word. Her throat had closed, shock and something far more dangerous tangling together inside her chest. On the screen, the beautiful, young woman was flaunting herself shamelessly before a room full of young men, offering her body as if it were a party favor. And worse… she was reveling in it.

Heat pooled beneath Verity’s skin. The room felt stifling, suffocating. A bead of perspiration slid slowly down the valley between her breasts, ticklish and maddening. She longed to wipe it away, to shift, to do anything—but she didn’t dare move without permission. She would endure. She always did.

Her gaze refused to leave the television.

Onscreen, the woman arched and writhed, openly inviting a stranger’s hand beneath her skirt. Verity’s stomach twisted in revulsion—and in something else. Something molten. Something hungry. The sight of her being touched so brazenly, displayed and used without modesty or restraint… it made Verity’s pulse hammer between her thighs.

What kind of woman feels this?

The question echoed uselessly as damp heat gathered beneath her panties.

In some secret, unguarded corner of her heart, she knew the answer. She envied her. The attention. The raw desire in those men’s faces. The freedom to surrender so completely. To be watched. Wanted. Taken apart piece by piece under hungry eyes.

She wanted to be the one bent over. The one trembling. The one being used.

Her Master shifted beside her, close enough that she felt his presence like a brand against her skin. His fingers found her breasts without warning, pinching her nipples through the thin fabric of her blouse. They were already tight, swollen points aching for contact. He rolled them mercilessly, and a broken moan slipped past her lips before she could swallow it back.

She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block out the images on the screen—but that only sharpened them in her mind. The woman’s parted lips. Her helpless moans. The look of bliss as she was filled by a stranger’s fingers.

Verity’s breath grew shallow.

His other hand slid over her thigh, slow and deliberate. Upward. Testing. Claiming. The glide of his palm against her skin left goosebumps in its wake. Higher. Higher. Until his knuckles brushed the damp heat beneath the thin cotton of her panties.

She trembled violently.

The shame of her arousal crashed over her in waves. All of it sparked by the sight of her own daughter’s degradation. The depth of her need horrified her. And yet it burned brighter.

Her hips tilted involuntarily, begging.

His fingers traced the outline of her sex through the fabric, pressing just enough to make her gasp. Her stomach tightened, muscles clenching and unclenching as if bracing for impact. She felt stretched thin, strung so tight she might shatter.

“I can’t—” she panted, her voice ragged, barely recognizable as her own. “Please… Master… please touch me.”

He didn’t move fast enough.

Desperation tore through her restraint.

“Please,” she begged, the word breaking into something filthy and raw. “Finger your slut. I need you inside me. Please… please…”

If anyone from her polite circle could hear her now, they would never believe it. Verity, who never swore. Verity, who blushed at crude jokes. That woman was gone. Stripped away by heat and hunger and humiliation.

Her body took over.

Before she even realized what was happening, she tipped over the edge. A violent shudder ripped through her as pleasure detonated low in her belly. Her back arched off the chair, every muscle seizing. A strangled cry tore from her throat, obscene and uncontrolled, as the orgasm crashed over her in merciless waves.

It felt as though she might split in two.

And then—just as suddenly—it was done.

Her body collapsed back into the chair, limp and trembling. Sweat cooled against her skin as she fought to draw steady breaths. Each inhale shuddered; each exhale felt stolen.

Silence lingered for a heartbeat.

“That,” her Master said coldly beside her, “is the last time you come without my permission. Do you understand?”

The words struck through the haze of pleasure like a whip.

“Yes, Master,” she whispered immediately, shame flooding back in. “I’m sorry, Master. It won’t happen again.”

A pause. Then, softer, but no less commanding:

“Good girl. I think you’ve been restrained long enough for today.” A faint rustle as he rose. “Let’s get you outside. A little fresh air might help clear that pretty head of yours.”

Verity nodded, still trembling, unsure whether the cool air would soothe her… or only make her crave the heat all over again.

Verity only half heard his words. They drifted past her like distant echoes, meaningless against the warm, liquid haze still flooding her veins. Pleasure pulsed through her in slow, decadent waves, her skin hypersensitive, her nipples tight and aching, her sex swollen and throbbing from the violence of her climax. Nothing in her life had ever prepared her for that release. It hadn’t merely shaken her—it had unraveled her.

She wanted it again.

Another shattering crest like that. And then another. And another.

The revelation of surrender—of being denied, controlled, stretched to the brink—had rewired something deep inside her. If restraint was the key to such devastating pleasure, then she would embrace it. Crave it. Submit to it. Whatever it took to feel that magnitude again.

She barely noticed when he crouched to untie her wrists and ankles. The rope fell away and blood rushed back into her limbs in prickling heat. She absently rubbed at her wrists, flexing her fingers, her body languid and boneless in the aftermath.

The screen still glowed in the dim room.

And she couldn’t look away.

The woman on the screen was on her knees now.

Verity’s breath caught.

Her mouth was stretched wide around a thick shaft, lips slick and shining as she took him deep, throat working greedily. In each hand she held another hard length, stroking them with practiced hunger. A smear of white streaked across her chin, drying against flushed skin. She looked debauched. Used. Exquisite.

A tremor rippled through Verity.

Before she could stop herself, her hand drifted between her thighs. The damp heat there startled her—she was soaked again. Her fingers slid over the slick folds, parting herself, finding the tender entrance that still pulsed from her earlier release. She pressed inward with a soft gasp, feeling the heat swallow her touch.

“Naughty girl,” Graham murmured, amusement curling through his voice. “Can’t get enough, can you?”

She turned her head toward him, dazed and shameless, no denial on her lips.

He smiled slowly, satisfied. “I need to make a few calls before we go out. You may continue touching yourself… but on your hands and knees. I want to see you properly displayed. And remember—your orgasms belong to me now. Disobey, and you’ll be punished.”

A shiver of anticipation slid down her spine.

“Yes, Master. Thank you, Master.”

The words felt natural. Right.

She lowered herself to the floor, knees spreading over the carpet, palms braced beneath her shoulders. The posture of submission came easily now, almost instinctive. It was astonishing how quickly her former life had faded into irrelevance. The careful manners. The quiet marriage. The polite restraint.

She had been starving and never known it.

Peter had indulged himself with his painted secretaries and late nights. And now she had this—her daughter’s young lover commanding her body, unlocking hungers she hadn’t dared name. It felt, in some twisted corner of her mind, like balance.

From the hallway came the murmur of his voice on the phone, calm and businesslike, as though he hadn’t just reduced her to this trembling, needy creature.

Verity arched her back slightly and slid two fingers deep into herself. She was molten, her inner muscles clenching around the intrusion as she began to move. Slow at first. Testing. Then firmer, stroking the sensitive front wall that made her hips jerk involuntarily.

She kept her gaze fixed on the screen.

The woman on the screen had pulled free from the man’s mouth and was catching her breath, lips swollen and glossy. Another burst of white spilled over her tongue and chin, and she let it dribble down, the thick trails tracing the curve of her throat before sliding between her breasts. The sight made Verity’s mouth water.

She looked radiant in her degradation—eyes bright, nipples peaked, skin flushed with arousal. Verity imagined leaning forward, licking those creamy streaks from warm flesh, tasting the evidence of use. The fantasy tightened her belly.

Her fingers worked faster, curling, thrusting. Her other hand slipped up to rub her swollen clit in slow circles, drawing sharp jolts from deep inside. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, not wanting to miss a single second of the spectacle.

Every thrust of her hand was synchronized with the images before her. Every breath shallow, urgent.

She was so consumed—by lust, by envy, by fascination—that she almost forgot he was there.

Until his voice cut through the room, sharp and commanding, snapping her back to attention.

“On your feet, slut. We have plans,” he called, his tone crisp, decisive. “Go upstairs and change into one of those prim little suits you hide behind. I want you looking respectable. Wear stockings… but nothing else beneath them. No panties. No bra. Are we clear?”

The command slid through her like a shiver.

“Yes, Master.” Her voice came out soft, eager, already breathless with anticipation. “I know exactly which one to wear. You’ll approve.”

She didn’t wait for dismissal; she felt it in the air between them—that subtle shift that told her she existed now for his pleasure. The need to delight him pulsed inside her chest, almost tender in its intensity. Approval from him felt like oxygen. Like absolution. Like being seen for the first time in years.

Verity lowered herself instinctively, hands and knees meeting the carpet before she moved. Crawling no longer felt strange. It felt right—an outward expression of the surrender blooming so fiercely inside her. The cool air brushed against her bare, damp sex as she made her way out of the room and toward the stairs, each movement deliberate, unhurried. She was aware of her body in a way she had never been before—the sway of her hips, the lingering throb between her thighs, the slick warmth that hadn’t faded since her last climax.

Her Master wanted her polished and proper on the outside, indecently exposed beneath. The thought made her clench, a quiet ache of excitement tightening low in her belly. To walk beside him in public, dressed as the dignified woman she had always pretended to be, while secretly bare and owned beneath tailored fabric—it felt deliciously wicked. Dangerous. Intimate.

She rose only when she reached the staircase, smoothing her hair back with trembling fingers. Her skin still hummed from everything she had seen, everything she had felt. The woman she had been only yesterday seemed distant now, muted and grey. This—this hunger, this obedience, this awakening—was vivid and intoxicating.

Upstairs, she already pictured the suit: sharply cut, understated, the kind of thing she used to wear to charity luncheons and polite dinners. Conservative. Elegant. A façade. She imagined the glide of silk stockings up her legs, the whisper of fabric over bare nipples, the delicious absence of anything shielding her from the brush of cloth. Every step would be a reminder. Every movement a secret shared only with him.

A slow smile curved her lips.

She would give him exactly what he wanted. She would become whatever he desired her to be. And in return, she sensed—deeply, instinctively—that he would continue to unlock parts of her that had been dormant for decades.

If submission was the price of awakening, she would pay it gladly.


The Neighbor's Son

I’ve always had a weakness for younger men. 

It’s something I used to dismiss as harmless appreciation—until it wasn’t harmless anymore.

It was a few years after my husband died. The sharpest edge of grief had dulled, and I had managed to piece myself back together in a way that looked whole from the outside. I went to dinners. I smiled at neighbors. I slept through most nights without waking in tears. But beneath that fragile composure, there was an ache that had nothing to do with mourning.

I was lonely. And I was hungry.

Desire had crept back into my body slowly, like circulation returning to a limb that had fallen asleep. At first it startled me. Then it consumed me. I would lie awake at night, my skin too tight for my body, my thighs pressed together, craving a touch that didn’t come. It had been so long since I’d felt that kind of restless, throbbing need. Long enough that when it returned, it felt almost indecent.

The family next door had moved in not long after the funeral. They were kind, attentive. The sort of neighbors who brought over casseroles and insisted on mowing my lawn. They had two sons. The younger one was still in high school.

The older one… wasn’t.

He was home from college that summer. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Lean in the way only young men can be, all muscle and promise. I would see him in the yard some afternoons, shirtless, skin bronzed by the sun, wearing nothing but low-slung shorts or swim trunks. The sight of him would steal the breath from my lungs.

At first, I told myself I was simply noticing. Appreciating youth. But appreciation doesn’t make your nipples tighten painfully against your bra. It doesn’t make heat pool low in your belly until your underwear feels damp.

I began lingering at my bedroom window, pretending to tidy curtains while my eyes traced the lines of his body. The smooth flex of his arms when he lifted something heavy. The way his stomach tightened when he laughed. I would watch for far too long, shame prickling at the back of my neck—and yet I never looked away.

At night, my imagination betrayed me completely.

I pictured his hands on me. Those strong, young hands exploring skin that had been touched by only one man for decades. I imagined the contrast—my experience against his vitality, my curves against his taut body. Sometimes I would slide my own hand between my thighs and let those fantasies unravel fully, biting down on my pillow to muffle the soft sounds that escaped me. The release was intense, almost overwhelming, and afterward I would lie there stunned by the force of it.

I was a middle-aged widow. I had shared a passionate, adventurous marriage. I had never been deprived. So why did this boy—this man barely past adolescence—affect me like this?

The question didn’t stop me.

If anything, it emboldened me.

I began finding excuses to be outside when he was. I’d time my walks to coincide with his runs. I’d lean over the fence to make conversation, letting my sundress dip just a little too low when I crossed my arms. In the grocery store, if I spotted him down an aisle, I’d drift that way as if by accident.

I flirted. Shamelessly.

A lingering smile. A light touch on his forearm when I laughed. A compliment that held just a fraction too much weight. Sometimes I caught a flicker in his eyes—a hesitation, a curiosity—and it sent a delicious thrill through me. I wondered if anyone else noticed. If the neighbors saw the way I looked at him. If he did.

Summer began slipping through my fingers. Each golden afternoon felt like a countdown. Soon he would be gone, back to campus, back to girls his own age with tight bodies and effortless confidence.

The thought made something inside me twist with urgency.

It was now or never.

Since my husband’s accident, their family had been generous with their help. If I needed something moved or fixed, one of the boys would appear at my door within minutes. I’d always accepted politely.

Now I saw opportunity.

I had been reorganizing the spare bedroom for the holidays—packing away old linens, clearing space for guests. The result was a cluster of heavy boxes that needed to be stored in the attic. I could have managed it myself. I wasn’t helpless.

But I didn’t want to manage it myself.

I wanted him in my house. In my space. Close enough that I could feel the heat of his body without a fence or a window between us.

I stood in that spare room, staring at the stacked cartons, my pulse quickening at the thought of what might happen. The attic hatch was narrow. The ladder steep. It would require strength. Coordination.

Proximity.

I smoothed my hair, aware of the way anticipation fluttered low in my stomach. This was innocent enough on the surface—a neighbor asking for help.

But beneath that polite request was a current of something far more dangerous.

And I was more than ready to follow it wherever it led.

It was early autumn when I finally gathered the nerve to act on the hunger that had been simmering inside me all summer.

That morning, I lingered in a steaming bath, letting the heat soak into my skin until I felt loose, pliant, alive. I shaved my legs with deliberate care, watching the razor glide over my calves and thighs, leaving them silky smooth. Then, heart thudding, I tended to the soft auburn curls between my legs, trimming them neatly, shaping them as though I were preparing a gift. It had been a very long time since I’d anticipated the possibility of someone seeing me bare—truly bare—and I wanted every inch of me ready. Not just my body. My mind. My nerve.

Dressing took longer than usual. I stood before my closet, considering, rejecting, selecting. I didn’t want to look ridiculous—no aging woman playing dress-up—but I also refused to hide the curves I’d always worn with pride. I slipped into a dark pleated skirt that skimmed high along my thighs when I moved. Sheer, natural-toned stockings hugged my legs, held in place with delicate bands that felt deliciously secret beneath the hem. I chose black heels high enough to shape my calves and tilt my hips. A white blouse, buttoned just conservatively enough, floated over a silk camisole that whispered against my skin every time I breathed.

At fifty-three, I knew exactly what I was. Neither remarkable nor invisible. Except for my breasts.

They had always been my most outrageous feature—lush, unapologetically full, impossible to disguise. As a girl they’d embarrassed me; as a woman, they’d become my silent weapon. I’d caught teenage boys staring before, their eyes wide with a mixture of awe and confusion, and I’d often wondered what fantasies I’d fueled behind closed bedroom doors. That knowledge—wicked and flattering—sent a faint flush through me as I finished my makeup, brushed out my thick hair (still blessedly untouched by gray), and took one last look in the mirror.

When I stepped outside, the cool air tightened my nipples instantly. With every stride toward the neighboring house, my breasts swayed beneath the thin cotton of my blouse, brushing the silk beneath, the friction making them throb. By the time I reached the front door, my pulse was fluttering between my thighs.

I rang the bell.

Silence.

I pressed it again, longer this time. After a moment, I heard shuffling footsteps, the faint scrape of a lock turning. The door opened slowly.

Jamie stood there.

My breath caught.

His hair was mussed from sleep, his eyes heavy-lidded and confused. He wore a worn, soft-looking t-shirt that clung to the broad lines of his chest and a pair of thin gray sweatpants that hung low on his hips. The fabric was loose, but not loose enough to conceal the strong shape of his thighs beneath. The sight of him—rumpled, warm from bed—sent a delicious tremor straight through me. My nipples tightened so sharply they almost ached.

He blinked, recognition dawning. His eyes widened.

“Oh—oh, hi, Mrs. B. Sorry. I, uh… didn’t hear it at first.”

His voice was thick with sleep. God help me, it was intoxicating.

I forced a pleasant smile, praying the heat in my cheeks wasn’t visible. “That’s quite all right, Jamie. I’m sorry if I woke you.”

His gaze drifted downward. Not subtly. Not successfully. It dipped to my chest and lingered there before snapping back up, as though he’d been burned. The effect on me was immediate—a molten rush low in my belly.

“I was wondering,” I continued, keeping my tone light, neighborly, though my heart hammered wildly, “if you might have a few minutes to help me with something at the house. A couple of boxes I can’t quite manage on my own.”

His eyes betrayed him again, sliding over the curve of my breasts, tracing the line where my blouse parted ever so slightly with each breath. He swallowed.

“Yeah. Sure. No problem, Mrs. B.” He stepped back, rubbing a hand over his face as if trying to wake himself fully. “Just give me a sec and I’ll come over.”

As he stood there in that doorway—sleepy, half-dressed, unmistakably male—I felt a thrill of triumph and terror intertwine inside me.

This was it.

Now or never.

“Perfect. Thank you, Jamie. Come as soon as you’re ready—I’ll be waiting in the back hall.”

I slipped out the door before he could see the heat blooming across my cheeks and hurried home, my pulse fluttering like a guilty secret. Inside, I left the back door unlocked and paused in front of the hall mirror, steadying myself with a slow breath.

The woman staring back at me looked flushed, expectant. The thin satin of my blouse clung to my breasts, my nipples hard and unmistakable beneath the pale fabric. Even without touching them, I could feel their tight, aching sensitivity. I reached for another button and eased it open. The blouse parted, revealing the lush curve of my cleavage—full, heavy, impossible to ignore.

I bent forward deliberately, bracing my hands on my thighs. The fabric fell away, offering a decadent view of the deep valley between my breasts. If Jamie happened to glance down while I was leaning over… well. I wanted there to be no confusion about what he was seeing.

Footsteps sounded on the back step, quick and slightly clumsy. My stomach tightened. I straightened just as he reached the door.

He hadn’t bothered changing—just shoved his feet into sandals. His hair was still mussed from sleep, his T-shirt wrinkled and soft with wear. Something about the rush in his eyes told me he hadn’t taken his time getting here.

“Hi, Jamie. Come in.” I stepped aside, giving him a slow, welcoming smile. “Just follow me.”

I walked ahead of him toward the spare bedroom, acutely aware of every step. The heels forced a sway into my hips, an exaggerated rhythm that made my skirt ripple against the backs of my thighs. I didn’t try to hide it.

“I feel ridiculous, dressed like this to do chores,” I said lightly, glancing over my shoulder. “But I have to go out soon, and this simply can’t wait.”

He didn’t answer.

As we passed the glass-fronted curio cabinet, I caught his reflection behind me. His gaze was locked on my legs, tracking the sheer line of my stockings upward. One hand hovered at his crotch—no, not hovering. Gripping. My breath caught in my throat, a rush of heat sliding low and heavy in my belly.

In the spare room, I’d stacked a dozen boxes beneath the attic hatch. The smallest stepladder stood ready beneath it. I’d chosen it on purpose; I wanted the stretch, the reach, the precarious balance in these heels.

“I’ll climb up,” I told him, keeping my voice casual. “I know exactly where everything should go. Just hand them to me one at a time?”

“Sure, Mrs. B. No problem.”

The way he said it—eager, a little tight—sent a shiver over my skin.

I stepped onto the ladder carefully, the narrow heels wobbling just enough to make me aware of my balance. The skirt inched higher along my thighs as I climbed. At the top step, I turned and reached down for the first box.

He held it up high, saving me from bending too far. Thoughtful. Or maybe he just wanted the better angle.

I climbed one more rung, stretching up into the attic opening to push the box inside. As I did, I arched deliberately, tilting my hips back, letting my skirt drift upward with the motion. The cool air brushed my bare skin between my thighs.

There was a sharp intake of breath behind me.

I kept my face composed, though a wicked smile tugged at my mouth. I didn’t need to look to know what he’d seen. The soft curls I’d trimmed so carefully that morning. The smooth, unguarded intimacy of my body. No lace. No barrier. Nothing but me.

I couldn’t tell how much of the view he’d caught—but judging by the silence, by the charged stillness in the room, I had his complete and undivided attention.

I remained balanced on the upper rung, heat pooling between my thighs as I leaned down for the next carton. Jamie raised it toward me, but before my hands even touched it, I saw his gaze slip—drawn helplessly to the open vee of my blouse. His eyes lingered there, widening just a fraction as the fabric parted.

I dipped lower, deliberately slow, and gathered the box against me. The edge pressed into the soft underside of my breasts, lifting them, forcing them up and together. I pretended to struggle with my grip, letting the moment stretch. The cardboard scraped lightly over my nipples through the thin satin, and I felt them tighten even more, straining against the material. From where he stood, he had an unobstructed view straight down the inviting gap of my blouse. I could almost feel the warmth of his stare sliding over my cleavage.

Careful. Not too obvious.

With a small exhale, I shifted, turning just enough to present him with the curve of my profile. My breasts rested briefly on top of the carton, full and heavy, before I pushed it upward into the attic space. As I extended my arms, they slipped free, falling back into place with a soft bounce beneath the loosened fabric.

When I faced him again, he already had another box ready.

This time, as I reached down to take it, his hand brushed me—knuckles grazing the tender swell of my breast. It wasn’t a bold touch, just the accidental sweep of skin against skin. But it sent a sharp, delicious spark through me.

He jerked back instantly. “Sorry, Mrs. B. I— I’m sorry.”

I smiled down at him, slow and indulgent. “Jamie, it’s fine.” My voice softened, playful. “They do tend to get in the way.” I glanced down at my cleavage, then back at him. “They’re quite accustomed to being handled, so don’t you worry.”

The color rushed into his cheeks, staining them a deep crimson. His throat worked as he swallowed. And beneath the thin gray of his sweatpants, the unmistakable swell of his arousal pushed forward, impossible to ignore. He turned quickly, almost fumbling as he reached for the next box.

The stack inside the attic grew higher and higher until I had to climb to the very top step to reach. My calves tightened in my heels as I balanced there. When I bent down for the second-to-last carton, I had to fold myself deeply at the waist.

I’d noticed he’d stopped lifting them as high for me.

Each time I leaned over, my breasts swung forward, heavy and pendulous, stretching the neckline wider. The blouse fell away from my chest, creating a generous window of bare skin. I imagined what he saw—my full curves hanging freely, the shadowed valley between them, the faint darker circles of my areolas barely hidden beneath satin.

The thought of his eyes devouring that view made my skin prickle. My nipples were painfully tight now, aching with awareness, the cool air and his attention only sharpening the sensation.

Standing so high, when I pulled the next box toward me, I felt it catch the hem of my skirt.

Ah.

Instead of correcting it, I kept lifting.

The fabric dragged upward with the carton, tightening across the backs of my thighs. Then higher. A slow, deliberate ascent. I felt the cool brush of air along my hips, then over my bare bottom. My breath hitched softly.

No panties. Nothing at all.

The skirt bunched at my lower back as I extended my arms to pass the box into the attic. My sex throbbed with swollen heat, lips parted and slick, fully exposed to him. The air against my most intimate skin made me tremble, but I held steady on the ladder, pretending innocence.

I could only imagine the view from where he stood—my nakedness revealed, my body open and unguarded above him.

“Mrs. B!” His voice cracked, strained and urgent. “Your skirt is caught!”

“Oh! Oh God…” I gasped, letting just enough panic color my voice. “It’s snagged on the box. Jamie, sweetheart, pull it down for me.”

For a heartbeat I felt deliciously exposed—cool air sliding over my bare hips, between my thighs—before his fingers clutched at the fabric. He tugged quickly, almost desperately, dragging my skirt back into place. The brush of his knuckles against the backs of my legs made my breath hitch. I shoved the carton up into the attic space, then slowly turned to face him.

His face was crimson, eyes wide and glassy. And the evidence of what he’d seen—what he’d liked—strained boldly against his sweatpants.

“Thank you, honey,” I said softly, smoothing my skirt down over my thighs, taking my time. “I suppose that wasn’t quite the view you expected when you offered to help your neighbor.” I gave a breathy little laugh, pretending embarrassment while savoring every second of his discomfort. “How mortifying.”

I reached out and brushed my fingers along his cheek. His skin was hot beneath my touch. “Poor Jamie,” I murmured. “You’re getting far more of me than you ever bargained for, aren’t you? You’re being such a good sport.”

Between my legs, I was molten. Heat pooled low in my belly, thick and insistent. I could feel the dampness gathering in my panties, a slick reminder that this teasing couldn’t go on much longer. I needed him—needed the look in his eyes to finally turn into action—or I was going to lose my mind.

“There’s just one more,” I said, steadying my voice. “After that, I’ll have to push them back so we can close the hatch.”

He handed me the final box. I lifted it through the opening, but there was nowhere to wedge it. I let out a small, frustrated sigh.

“Oh dear. I’ll have to climb all the way to the top to get this one in properly.” I glanced down at him through my lashes. “Be a darling and hold the ladder steady, will you?”

He stepped closer immediately, hands gripping the sides. I felt his gaze before I saw it—traveling up my calves, lingering at my knees, then sliding higher beneath the hem of my skirt. A secret smile curved my mouth. This was it. If this didn’t push him over the edge, nothing would.

Carefully, I climbed to the very top, my legs trembling—not entirely from the height. I stretched upward, arching my back, lifting the box above my head. My hips instinctively tilted forward, my skirt sliding up my thighs again. From this angle, he had to see everything.

Balancing on my toes, I raised one foot slightly, opening my stance for stability. My thighs parted wide. The position forced my skirt to fall back, leaving me utterly revealed to him.

I could almost feel his stare—hot, stunned, devouring. The thought of him down there, looking up at the intimate heart of me, made my pulse throb between my legs. I was swollen, slick, aching. If he could see the dark dampness of my panties, the way they clung to me, he’d know exactly what he was doing to me.

“Jamie, dear,” I called down, breathless from more than the stretch, “I can’t close the hatch until I push these back further. I’m going to step onto the ledge so I can reach them. Hold the ladder tight, all right?”

“Sure, Mrs. B,” he said, his voice unsteady, thick with something new and dangerous. “I’ve got you.”

He moved in closer—so close I could feel the heat of him behind me as his hands tightened on the ladder. And I knew, with delicious certainty, that he wasn’t just holding it steady anymore. He was holding himself together.

I gave a small hop, catching the edge of the opening with my elbows. The wood bit into my skin as I hauled myself up, chest pressed to the frame while I shoved the last of the boxes deeper into the crawlspace. My body stretched long and taut, skirt sliding up my thighs as I wriggled and reached. I had to kick one leg back, then the other, searching for leverage, my heels swinging in the air behind me.

I knew exactly what that meant for him.

Every shift of my hips, every flex of my thighs, gave him a clear, shameless view. The thought sent a pulse of heat straight through me. I imagined him below, frozen in place, staring up at the secret heart of me—my damp panties clinging, the outline of my arousal impossible to miss. The image alone made my muscles tremble.

My arms began to shake from the strain. With one final shove, the boxes slid into place. Done.

I exhaled and started to lower myself carefully. “Oh, dear… Jamie, sweetheart, would you grab my legs and help guide me back to the ladder?” I called softly, letting a hint of vulnerability lace my voice.

His hands closed around my ankles—warm, firm, a little unsteady. The contact sent a delicious shiver up my spine. I descended slowly, deliberately, drawing it out. “I’m frightened, honey. Don’t let go until I say so, all right?”

His grip tightened.

I resisted just a little, making him work, forcing him to steady me more securely. He adjusted my feet toward the ladder rungs with careful determination. When my toes brushed wood, I glanced down.

He was staring.

His face was flushed a deep, hungry red, eyes wide and fixed beneath my skirt. His lips were parted, a sheen of nervous heat across his skin.

“Are you enjoying the view?” I asked gently.

He startled, dropping his hands as though burned, gaze snapping away.

“It’s all right, Jamie,” I murmured, my tone softening. “I understand. I would look too.” My pulse hammered between my thighs. “I’m not upset. It’s… exciting, knowing you want to.”

I steadied myself on the ladder. “Just help me down. Hold my legs until I’m closer to the floor.”

After a beat, his hands returned to my ankles. He nudged one foot to the next rung.

“You can move your hands higher, Jamie.”

There was a pause—thick, electric—then his palms slid tentatively up my calves. The slow drag of his touch over my stockings made my breath catch. I stepped down another rung.

“Higher.”

“Mrs. B…” His voice was rough, uncertain.

“Shh,” I whispered, my own voice trembling now. “It’s okay. Please… do this for me.”

His hands traveled upward to my lower thighs, fingers spreading as though testing whether this was real. I descended another step, my skirt brushing his wrists.

“Higher.”

They slipped beneath the hem, settling at the tops of my stockings. The air kissed my heated skin where the fabric had ridden up. I moved down again; now I was only a couple of feet from the floor.

“Higher.”

His palms glided to my hips, lifting my skirt slightly as they settled there. The contact was no longer tentative. It was possessive, hungry.

I widened my knees on the ladder and pressed my hips back toward him, offering myself to his touch, feeling the unmistakable hardness of him just behind me.

“Jamie… sweetheart. I need you to do exactly what I ask.” 

I twisted carefully on the ladder so I could look down at him. His face was flushed a deep, helpless crimson, his lips parted, breath shallow. He gave me a tight nod, like he was bracing himself for something monumental.

“Slide your hand between my legs.”

For a heartbeat he didn’t move. I felt the hesitation in him—the disbelief, the hunger, the fear of crossing a line. Then, slowly, his hand crept forward beneath my skirt.

“That’s it,” I whispered, my voice trembling now for an entirely different reason. “It’s all right, Jamie. I want this. I’ve wanted to feel your hands on me for so long. Don’t be shy… move higher. All the way.”

His palm skimmed up my inner thigh, tentative at first, then bolder as my knees parted for him. When his fingertips brushed the heat at the apex of my thighs, a sharp pulse tightened low in my belly. I gasped, the sound spilling out of me before I could stop it.

“Oh… yes…”

My head dipped forward against the ladder as he explored the soft, swollen flesh there. The first delicate stroke over my most sensitive place made my hips jerk back toward him.

“Please,” I breathed. “Slide your fingers inside me.”

I pushed my hips back in invitation, giving him better access. His free hand clutched at my thigh for balance, gripping me now with an urgency that made my skin prickle. Then I felt him—one finger, then another—pressing into my slick warmth.

A broken moan tore from my throat. I closed my thighs instinctively, trapping his hand against me, savoring the stretch, the fullness. He moved carefully at first, then with growing confidence, curling his fingers, brushing against places that made my vision blur.

I reached back between my legs, gripping his wrist, guiding him deeper. I wanted more. Needed more. I could feel the rough brush of his knuckles against my thighs as his fingers sank fully inside me, filling me in a way that made my entire body shudder.

“That’s it… oh, God, that’s perfect,” I whispered, my voice dissolving into soft cries. “Move them… just like that. In and out… slow… then faster. Yes—there—touch me there again.”

My hips began to move on their own, grinding against his hand. I pressed down as he thrust upward, desperate for the friction, the delicious drag of his fingers inside me. Heat flooded my breasts; my nipples hardened, straining against the fabric of my blouse as if they, too, demanded attention.

“Jamie…” I panted. “Press your thumb between my cheeks. Gently… yes. Is it slick? Good. Now… ease it inside.”

The moment his thumb breached that tight, sensitive ring, a shock of pleasure streaked up my spine. I cried out, louder than I meant to, my whole body clenching around him.

“Don’t stop… oh God, don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. His fingers pumped steadily inside me while his thumb pressed deeper, and the dual sensation sent sparks exploding behind my eyes. I rocked helplessly against him, rising slightly when he withdrew, dropping back down as he slid into me again, chasing the rhythm building inside my body.

My thighs were drenched. Every breath felt like it scraped through fire.

“I’m—Jamie—I’m going to—”

The orgasm hit like a tidal wave. My hands flew to the ladder, gripping it as if it were the only solid thing in the world. My legs trembled violently, nearly giving way beneath me as pleasure burst outward from my core and rippled through every inch of my body. I cried out, unable to contain it, unable to soften it.

It went on and on—wave after wave—until I felt boneless and breathless, suspended in the aftershocks of it.

When it finally ebbed, I turned my head to look at him.

He looked stunned. Pale. Damp with sweat. His chest heaved like he’d run a mile.

My gaze drifted downward, and I saw the dark, spreading stain across the front of his trousers. Evidence of just how deeply this had affected him.

Slowly, I lifted my eyes back to his.

The look in them—raw, overwhelmed, aching—made my pulse begin to stir all over again.

“Oh my God, Jamie… oh my God.”

The words tumbled out of me, half laugh, half breathless disbelief. My body was still trembling from my own release when I reached for him, my palm sliding over the hard ridge straining against his sweatpants. He was rigid beneath the thin fabric, thick and hot and impossibly eager.

“Did you come?” I whispered, stroking him through the cotton, feeling the pulse of him against my hand. “You haven’t, have you?”

He shook his head, eyes wide, chest heaving.

The sight of him—flushed, shaken, barely holding himself together—sent a rush of heat straight between my legs again. I stepped down from the ladder, my knees soft, and then I lowered myself deliberately in front of him. The cool floor pressed through the thin fabric at my knees as my fingers found the waistband of his sweatpants. They trembled, not from uncertainty, but from anticipation.

I tugged the elastic down over his hips.

His cock sprang free the moment the fabric cleared him, proud and fully erect, the head flushed deep pink. It bobbed slightly, as if reaching for me. I looked up at him through my lashes, savoring the way his breath caught in his throat.

Without breaking eye contact, I wrapped my hand around him.

He was hot. Silky. Harder than I’d imagined.

I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.

His gasp filled the space between us as his fingers buried themselves in my hair, gripping instinctively. I sealed my lips around him, drawing him in, feeling the heavy weight of his length against my tongue. Slowly, deliberately, I pulled back, sucking as I went, enjoying the way his hips twitched under my touch.

“Has anyone ever done this for you?” I asked softly, my hand still wrapped around him as I knelt there. “Has a woman ever had you in her mouth?”

He shook his head again, almost dazed.

The innocence of it made my pulse race. I stroked him once more, slow and deliberate. “Would you like me to?” I murmured. “Let me take care of you… let me keep going until you can’t hold back anymore?”

“Oh God, Mrs. B…” His voice cracked. “Y-yes. Please.”

I smiled up at him.

“Grace,” I corrected gently. “My name is Grace.”

Then I took him into my mouth again.

This time I went deeper, sliding down until the thick head pressed against the back of my throat. My nose brushed his stomach; I could feel the tension in his muscles, the way he trembled above me. I held him there, lips tight, throat working to take as much of him as I could, savoring the way his fingers tightened in my hair.

While he was buried deep, I let one hand drift lower. Between his thighs, over the firm curve of his backside. I slipped a finger slowly between his cheeks, testing, teasing.

I felt him react instantly—his body going taut, breath stuttering.

I’d seen that reaction before. I knew exactly what it meant.

As I began to draw him from my mouth, suction slow and deliberate, I pressed my fingertip more firmly against him. His muscles clenched, resisting and inviting all at once. I eased just slightly, enough to make him feel the pressure, the promise.

His hips jerked.

Then he cried out.

His cock throbbed violently against my tongue, and the first hot surge filled my mouth. It was sudden, powerful—his whole body convulsing as he spilled himself into me. I swallowed instinctively, trying to take it all, but he kept coming, pulse after pulse, his fingers tightening painfully in my hair as he bent over me.

A faint warmth slipped from the corner of my lips and trailed down my chin, but I didn’t pull away until the last tremor faded from him.

When it was over, I slowly released him and sat back on my heels. My lungs burned slightly; I swallowed, then wiped my chin with the back of my hand. He was still leaning forward, breathing hard, his chest rising and falling in uneven rhythm.

“Mrs. B… I’m sorry,” he whispered hoarsely. “I couldn’t help it.”

I looked up at him, a slow, satisfied smile curving my lips.

“Jamie… sweetheart, you gave me exactly what I wanted.” I cupped his face, smiling as he struggled to catch his breath. “I wanted you to come in my mouth. Every drop.”

His cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red. The innocence in his expression made something hot and possessive coil low in my belly. I brushed my thumb over his lower lip before nodding toward the bed. “Go on. Lie back for a minute. That was… intense.” I let out a soft, breathy laugh. “Not quite how either of us expected this afternoon to go, hmm?”

He shook his head shyly, tugging his sweatpants back up before stretching out on the mattress. He looked dazed, overwhelmed. I joined him, sitting close enough that my thigh pressed against his hip.

“I’ve wanted you for so long, Jamie,” I confessed quietly. The admission trembled between us. “I’ve imagined this—so many times. Wondered what it would be like to taste you, to feel you lose control because of me.” My hand drifted down, settling over the soft weight between his legs. Even spent, he twitched beneath my palm. “I loved feeling you come in my mouth. And the way you made me fall apart…” I exhaled slowly. “But I’m not done wanting you.”

His eyes widened, dark and uncertain, but hungry.

“There’s more I need.” I stroked him gently, coaxing warmth back into him. “I want you inside me. I want to feel you filling me, moving inside me. Jamie… will you make love to me? Will you fuck me like I’ve been dreaming about?”

He nodded immediately, breath catching in his throat.

Relief and anticipation flooded me. “Good,” I whispered. “Because I don’t want to wait. I want you inside me right now.”

I curled my fingers around him, feeling him stir more insistently. “Just lie back,” I murmured. “Let me take care of this.”

I tugged his pants the rest of the way off and tossed them aside. Then I stood long enough to hike my skirt up over my hips before climbing onto the bed and straddling his bare legs. The silk of my stockings brushed against his skin, and I saw the way he shivered.

“Do you like how that feels?” I asked softly.

He nodded, eyes fixed on me as if he couldn’t look anywhere else.

I smiled and reached for the buttons of my blouse. “Would you like to see more?”

Another eager nod.

I unfastened my blouse slowly, savoring the way his breathing changed with each inch of revealed skin. I pulled it free from my skirt and let it slide to the floor. My camisole followed, lifting over my head and joining the growing pile of discarded clothing.

Cool air kissed my bare breasts. My nipples were already tight, aching, swollen with need. I hadn’t felt this alive in years—this reckless, this hungry.

“They’re generous, aren’t they?” I teased softly, glancing down at myself before meeting his gaze again. “And so sensitive.” I brushed my fingertips over one nipple, and even that light touch made me gasp. “Look at that… I’m so turned on.”

I leaned forward, lowering myself until my breasts grazed his stomach. Slowly, deliberately, I dragged them across his skin—over his abdomen, circling the length of him as he hardened once more between us. The friction sent sparks through me. I rolled my hips just enough to feel him thickening against my belly.

Then I slid upward, pressing my chest along his torso until my mouth found his. I kissed him deeply, tasting the lingering sweetness of myself on his lips. At first he froze, overwhelmed—but then he softened, responding. His mouth opened under mine, tentative but eager. I slipped my tongue inside, brushing against his, and felt him groan.

I kissed down his jaw, along his throat, over his collarbone, all the while aware of his erection rising hot and firm between us.

Lifting slightly, I hovered one breast over his mouth. “Take me in,” I whispered. “Suck for me, Jamie.”

He opened for me, and I lowered myself until my nipple brushed his lips. His tongue flicked out—curious, hesitant—before he wrapped his mouth around me. The sensation shot straight to my core. I moaned softly, threading my fingers into his hair as he suckled more confidently, drawing me deeper.

I leaned back slowly, stretching the sensitive flesh as he held on, then pressed my other breast against his cheek, letting the fullness of it cover part of his face. He looked deliciously lost beneath me, buried in softness, hands hovering uncertainly before finally settling on my hips.

And I could feel him now—fully hard again—waiting beneath my body, ready for the next thing I was about to ask him to do.

A shiver of need rippled up my spine, sharp and electric, as though his touch had struck a live wire inside me. I slipped my hand beneath my skirt again, craving the reassurance of him. My fingers closed around his erection—hard, hot, fully awake once more. The feel of him made my breath catch.

I straightened slowly, lifting my breast from his mouth. It fell back against my chest with a soft, damp sound, my nipple still tingling from the attention he’d given it. Straddling his hips, I reached behind me and tugged down the zipper of my skirt. The sound was loud in the charged quiet of the room. I peeled the fabric up and over my head, tossing it aside.

Now there was nothing on me but silk stockings and high heels.

My skin gleamed with heat, flushed and damp. I felt decadent, exposed, powerful. Reaching between my thighs, I wrapped my hand around his thick shaft again, stroking once, savoring the weight of it. Then I lifted myself slightly and guided him to my entrance. I was swollen and slick, aching for this.

Slowly, deliberately, I lowered myself.

The stretch stole a breath from my lungs. He slid into me inch by inch, filling me completely, until I was seated fully on him, my hips pressed to his. I let my weight sink down, taking everything he had to give. He was deliciously thick, long enough that I felt him deep inside, nudging that sensitive place high within me.

For a heartbeat I stayed there, savoring the fullness.

Then I began to move.

At first, I rocked gently, lifting and lowering my hips in a slow rhythm, feeling him glide in and out of me. Each stroke sent a pulse of pleasure spiraling through my body. Sometimes I gave him short, teasing motions, quick and shallow. Other times I rose higher and sank down hard, taking him deep, letting him press into that sweet, hidden place that made my vision blur.

“This,” I whispered, breathless, “this is what I’ve wanted, sweetheart. To feel you inside me like this… filling me.”

His eyes were wide, fixed on me as though he couldn’t look away. They traveled from my breasts—swaying, heavy, flushed—to the place where our bodies joined, watching himself disappear into me, then back up again. His jaw tightened, his chest rising and falling faster.

I lifted my breasts in my hands and let them fall. They bounced freely, brushing his torso, the soft slap of skin against skin echoing in the room. The sensation made me moan, low and throaty.

The pace quickened without conscious thought. I was riding him harder now, hips circling, grinding, lifting and dropping with growing urgency. My fingers raked lightly down his chest, over his stomach, leaving faint pink trails. Need coiled tighter and tighter inside me, every thrust winding the spring.

I grabbed his wrists and guided his hands upward.

“Squeeze them, Jamie,” I urged, voice trembling. “Don’t be gentle.”

He obeyed, his palms wrapping around my breasts, kneading the heavy flesh. His thumbs dragged over my nipples, tugging, pinching just enough to make me cry out. The spark of pain sharpened the pleasure, sending it flashing straight between my legs. I rode him harder, chasing that edge.

The pressure inside me was building, layer upon layer, each movement pushing me closer to something unstoppable.

I caught one of his hands and pulled it behind me, my breath coming in ragged pulls. “Put your finger there again,” I demanded softly, urgently. “Now.”

When I felt him press against me and then slide inside, the added fullness made me gasp—almost a cry. The sensation intensified everything, tightening me around him, amplifying each deep thrust as I drove myself down.

I was no longer measured or controlled. I was wild, moving on instinct, rising and slamming down onto him, chasing the mounting storm inside me. My stockings brushed his thighs, my heels digging into the mattress for leverage as I rode him relentlessly. My breasts swung heavily with every motion, my body taking him again and again, feeling his hardness surge against the deepest part of me.

The tension was unbearable now—sweet, blinding, inevitable—and I could feel myself hurtling toward the edge.

He spilled inside me with a low, broken groan, his hips jerking as his cock pulsed deep in my heat. I felt every throb—hot, insistent, claiming—his release flooding me in slow, powerful surges. Beneath me, his stomach tightened and trembled, muscles standing out as he surrendered to it. I watched it happen, mesmerized by the raw intensity on his face, the way his jaw clenched and his eyes fluttered before fixing on me again.

The sensation of him coming apart inside my body was my undoing.

That rush of heat filling me, the thick, intimate proof of his pleasure, tipped me over the edge. My climax rose up like a tidal wave and crashed through me without mercy. I cried out, the sound ripped from somewhere primal, and clawed at his chest as my hips began to grind urgently against him. I rolled myself over his shaft, twisting, searching for that perfect angle where his hardness pressed against my swollen clit.

“Oh God—” I gasped, breathless, shaking.

My body was incandescent, slick with sweat, every nerve ending lit. Waves of pleasure rolled through me in fierce, endless surges. He stared up at me with wide, astonished eyes as I came apart above him, as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing—what he had done to me. I felt him still buried to the hilt, his young cock lodged so deep it seemed to anchor me, to split me open with pleasure. I clenched around him instinctively, unwilling to let him go, savoring the way he twitched inside my tightening walls.

I wanted to hold him there forever. To keep that fullness. That heat.

For a fleeting second, a whisper of doubt brushed the edges of my bliss. Was it wrong, what I’d done—drawing him into my bed, into my body, into this firestorm of need?

But the question dissolved as quickly as it formed.

All that mattered was the exquisite weight of him inside me, the intoxicating way he filled me, the way our bodies fit together with shameless perfection. Desire drowned out everything else.

Spent and trembling, I lowered myself over him, draping my body along his, breasts pressed to his chest, our skin slick and warm. I felt small tremors still ripple through him as I rested there, listening to our ragged breathing slowly begin to steady.

I brushed my lips near his ear, my voice husky, satisfied. “Was that okay for you, Jamie?”

His hands slid up my back, holding me close. “Hell yeah, Mrs. B.”


Office Birthday Bonus

“Damn, would you look at that.”

“Holy hell, Margot…”

“Okay, sexy mama, we see you!”

The chorus of whistles and exaggerated groans ricocheted off the office walls, loud enough to rattle the glass panels. Margot felt the heat climb from her collarbones straight into her cheeks. She hadn’t blushed like this in years—hadn’t given herself the opportunity to.

Of all the testosterone-soaked, politically incorrect corners of the tech world, her studio might have ranked at the top. And she was the one in charge.

She planted a hand on her hip, lifting her chin in mock outrage. “Seriously? Have you three never laid eyes on a woman before?”

They only grinned wider.

Outwardly, she rolled her eyes. Inside, something softer unfurled—a slow, secret warmth. It had been so long since anyone looked at her like that. Not as the boss. Not as the ruthless strategist who could out-code and out-negotiate anyone in the room. Not as the woman who wore shapeless trousers and oversized sweaters like armor.

Just… as a woman.

The gaming industry had not exactly welcomed her with open arms. She’d learned early that to survive—no, to dominate—she had to speak their language, wear their uniform, move like one of them. The tailored slacks had gotten looser. The tops boxier. The makeup drawer had gathered dust. Somewhere along the way, her femininity had slipped into hibernation, quiet and patient.

There were nights she wondered if anyone even remembered it existed.

She did.

Even if she rarely let it breathe.

The four of them—Margot and her three self-proclaimed “boys”: Jimmy, Rick, and Dave—had built this company from nothing but caffeine, stubbornness, and reckless faith. She could still see those early days: pizza boxes stacked like architecture, monitors glowing at 3 a.m., arguments over character mechanics that felt like life or death. There had been months when she’d lain awake staring at the ceiling, calculating payroll in her head, wondering if everything would collapse before it truly began.

But it hadn’t.

Her latest release had exploded across the market. Reviews glowing. Sales soaring. Investors suddenly very interested. The industry that once dismissed her now had no choice but to acknowledge her.

Tonight, they would.

The annual awards dinner. A formal event. Her name on the program.

And, as if the universe enjoyed symmetry, it was also Jimmy’s fortieth birthday.

A double celebration.

So this morning, she’d done something reckless.

She’d opened the back of her closet.

Buried behind years of practical fabrics and muted colors, she’d found it—the dress. A soft, fitted knit in a deep wine shade that made her auburn hair look richer, her skin warmer. It was a little dated, maybe. But when she’d slipped it over her head and felt the fabric glide down her body, skimming her breasts, molding to her waist, hugging her hips… she’d sucked in a quiet breath.

She still had curves.

The high heels had felt foreign at first, her calves tightening as she tested her balance. She’d bought new stockings—silky, sheer—and rolled them slowly up her legs that morning, palms smoothing over skin that rarely felt anything but denim. The whisper of nylon against her thighs had made her shiver.

Makeup had taken concentration. A steady hand. A touch of color on her lips. Mascara darkening her lashes until her green eyes seemed almost luminous. And then her hair—usually scraped back without thought—had been coaxed into soft curls that framed her face, brushing her jaw and grazing the nape of her neck.

When she’d finally stepped back from the mirror, she’d barely recognized herself.

Not the boss.

Not the workhorse.

A woman.

And judging by the way the three men in front of her were staring now—openly, appreciatively, hungrily—they were recognizing her too.

Jimmy’s gaze dipped, slow and unguarded, tracing the line of her neckline before snapping back up. Rick let out a low whistle that sounded far less joking than he probably intended. Dave just shook his head like he was trying to reboot his system.

She felt it. The way their eyes lingered. The way the air had shifted—charged, thicker.

It thrilled her more than it should have.

She gave them a slow, playful smile and gathered the sides of her skirt, dipping into a small, exaggerated curtsey. The movement made the dress tighten deliciously across her hips, and she caught the way Jimmy swallowed.

“Yes, yes,” she teased, her voice lighter than usual. “I know. I clean up pretty well.”

She straightened, smoothing her palms over her waist as if reacquainting herself with her own body.

“Go ahead,” she added with a sly lift of her brow. “Get it out of your systems. I can take it.”

“Clean up?” Rick let out a low whistle, dragging his gaze over her like warm hands. “Margot, that’s not cleaning up. That’s a full-blown reveal. Jesus… we had no clue what you’ve been hiding under those baggy rags all these years.”

The three of them leaned back in their chairs as if they’d just been served the best show in town. Jimmy’s mouth actually parted. Dave fanned himself dramatically.

Rick clapped Jimmy on the shoulder. “Happy fortieth, man. Looks like your birthday surprise just walked in on heels.”

Heat flooded Margot’s cheeks again, a slow, delicious burn that slid down her throat and settled somewhere lower. She folded her arms, trying for stern and landing somewhere closer to playful. “All right, that’s enough. Dial it back before I remember I sign your paychecks.” She lifted one brow. “Keep it up and I may have to take disciplinary measures.”

Jimmy’s grin turned wicked. “God, I hope so.”

Dave straightened in his seat. “I volunteer for detention.”

Rick nodded solemnly. “Yeah, Boss. You can bend me over your desk anytime.”

Margot shook her head, but the laugh that escaped her was husky. She could feel their eyes on the sway of her hips as she turned toward her office, the knit fabric stretching and gliding over her curves with every step. The click of her heels on the floor sounded sharper than usual, almost provocative. She didn’t rush. She didn’t exactly hurry, either.

Inside her office, she closed the door halfway and leaned back against it for a breath. Her pulse was racing like she’d just stepped off a stage.

She’d cleared her calendar, anticipating distraction. Still, there were a few minor fires to put out before lunch. And lunch… she smiled to herself. Tucked in the mini-fridge were two chilled bottles of champagne, hidden behind a stack of energy drinks. She’d brought in Jimmy’s favorite snacks too. Forty deserved celebration. And if tonight was about awards and industry praise, this afternoon could be theirs—private, messy, and loud.

It didn’t take long for the interruptions to begin.

First it was Dave, knocking lightly and slipping inside with a flimsy excuse about a graphics glitch. He stood too close to her desk, talking in circles while his gaze traced the curve of her calves where the sheer hose shimmered. When she crossed her legs, the hem of her dress slid higher, revealing a generous stretch of thigh. His voice faltered for half a second before he recovered.

Then Rick replaced him, leaning against the file cabinet, asking about a budget line item that could have waited until next week. His eyes lingered openly on her chest, the snug knit outlining her breasts in a way that felt almost indecent compared to her usual shapeless tops.

Jimmy came last, and he didn’t even pretend. He hovered by her chair, hands in his pockets, drinking her in like he was trying to memorize every detail. Forty had never looked so boyish on him.

Margot knew exactly what they were doing. And instead of shutting it down, she found herself playing along.

When she reached for a folder, she bent a little deeper than necessary, feeling the fabric pull tight across her backside. When she stood, she brushed past Jimmy, her breasts grazing his arm—an accidental touch that wasn’t accidental at all. He went still as stone.

Each lingering stare sent a tiny electric tremor through her. It shocked her how much she enjoyed it—how the hunger in their eyes made her feel vibrant, powerful… undeniably female. For years she’d been one of the guys. Today she was something else entirely.

After the third round of pointless visits, she exhaled sharply and pushed back her chair.

There was no way any real work was getting done.

She walked out to The Pit—the circular cluster of desks that had seen the birth of their company—and planted herself in the center. All three of them looked up immediately, guilty and eager all at once.

“Okay,” she said, hands on her hips. “I see what’s happening. I’ll save you the trouble.” She rolled her eyes dramatically. “Let’s just address the testosterone leak in the building.”

Jimmy laughed, rubbing the back of his neck.

Margot shifted her weight and met his gaze. “Happy birthday, Jimmy.”

Then, before she could second-guess herself, she lifted her arms and laced her fingers behind her head. The movement arched her back, pushing her breasts forward, elongating her torso. Slowly—deliberately—she turned in a full circle. The hem skimmed her thighs. At the end of the spin, she gave a playful wiggle of her hips.

The reaction was immediate and gloriously loud.

Whistles. Cheers. A low groan from someone that sounded almost pained.

She was laughing by the time she faced them again, cheeks flushed, eyes bright. “You are unbelievable.”

But her voice was softer now, warmer.

“In your own prehistoric, hopelessly inappropriate ways,” she continued, “you’re actually making me feel… pretty incredible. So thank you.” She pointed at each of them in turn. “Now. Back to work. Can we at least pretend to be professionals for a few hours?”

Rick spread his hands helplessly. “Boss, be reasonable. Big awards night. Jimmy turning forty. And you walking around looking like that?” He shook his head. “There’s no way we’re getting anything done today.”

Dave leaned back in his chair, grinning up at her. “Yeah. Let’s just admit it. Productivity’s dead.”

Jimmy’s gaze never left her. “Maybe we should just start the party early.”

She tapped a finger against her lips, feigning serious contemplation while her pulse fluttered with mischief. “Well… all right,” she drawled at last, letting the word stretch deliciously between them. “I suppose I can loosen your chains a notch. But only for today. Tomorrow you’re all back in servitude, and I’ll be collecting interest.” Her gaze sharpened playfully. “We still have a launch deadline breathing down our necks. If that upgrade doesn’t go live soon, I’ll be selling organs to keep the lights on.”

Their answering laughter followed her as she slipped back into her office. She crouched beside her desk and retrieved the small cooler she’d smuggled in the night before, fingertips grazing the frosted glass of the bottles. The chill seeped into her skin, a sharp contrast to the warmth humming low in her belly. Moments later, corks burst free with celebratory pops, foam spilling over eager fingers. Glass met glass in bright, chiming toasts. Jimmy’s name echoed around the room in overlapping congratulations.

Margot took a long sip, too long. The bubbles were crisp and dry, sliding down her throat and blooming into heat almost instantly. She hadn’t eaten a thing that morning—too busy, too distracted—and the alcohol rushed through her bloodstream like a whispered dare.

“Whoa,” she breathed, pressing her fingertips to her temple as she laughed. “That has teeth.” She perched herself on the edge of Jimmy’s desk, the fabric of her dress riding just slightly higher on her thighs. “One more of those and I’ll be flat on the carpet.”

“Then have another!” they chorused without hesitation.

“You’re all terrible,” she scolded, though the reprimand dissolved into a grin. The room felt warmer now, charged in a way that had nothing to do with champagne. Every pair of eyes seemed to settle on her legs, her mouth, the slow rise and fall of her chest.

Rick leaned back in his chair, studying her with exaggerated thoughtfulness. “While you were hiding in your office, we brainstormed a proper birthday gift from the boss.”

Her brows lifted. “Oh? Should I be bracing myself? Am I buying him a sports car? A private island? A gold-plated ego boost?”

“Nothing that extravagant,” Rick replied smoothly. “We think the perfect gift would be much simpler.”

She narrowed her eyes playfully. “That tone makes me nervous.”

“We figured,” he continued, “that what Jimmy really deserves is a better look at what you’ve been teasing us with all morning. Those legs? They’re criminal. Let the man enjoy the view. Raise his heart rate a little.”

Heat swept up her neck, but she refused to let it show more than a faint flush. “You’ve already had your fun at my expense,” she protested, though her voice lacked conviction. “There are boundaries, gentlemen. I do technically run this place. It wouldn’t kill you to remember that.”

“Aww, Margot,” another chimed in. “It’s harmless. Just lift the hem a touch. Show him what you’ve been hiding. For his birthday. We promise to make it worth your while.”

Her head tilted, curiosity flickering in her eyes. “Worth my while how?”

Rick leaned forward, elbows on his knees, as if negotiating a high-stakes contract. “For every inch you raise that dress, we donate an hour of unpaid overtime. No complaints. No grumbling. Consider it a productivity investment. You get extra work, Jimmy gets a birthday surprise, and we all walk away happy.”

The proposition hung in the air, absurd and intoxicating all at once.

Margot laughed softly, though her heartbeat had begun to drum harder against her ribs. “You boys are dangerously persuasive.”

“So you’ll do it?” Jimmy’s voice was quieter than the others, but threaded with anticipation that curled through her like smoke.

“Come on, Margot,” they urged together, the room thick with expectation. “Say yes.”

“Well…” 

For a fleeting second, Margot wondered if they were nudging this a little too far. But the champagne had melted the edges of her caution, turning her usual sharp instincts soft and pliant. A warm, reckless buzz hummed through her veins. And really… what was the harm? After the endless nights, the pressure, the way they’d all pushed themselves to the brink for her company—couldn’t she give them something playful in return? 

It was harmless. Just legs. 

And if she was honest, the thought of their eyes on her—really on her—sent a curious shiver across her skin. She trusted them. She liked them. Maybe she even liked the idea of being seen not just as the relentless boss, but as a woman. A woman with curves and skin and heat. 

She drew in a breath, swaying slightly. “Okay,” she said, her voice thick with tipsy bravado. “But let’s be clear—this is completely outrageous. It’s a special occasion. I’m celebrating. I’m not entirely sober. And you three are shamelessly manipulating me.” She laughed, a low, breathy sound. “Still… fine. Let’s do this. Ready?” 

She rose carefully from Jimmy’s desk and placed her glass aside before she could spill it. The room seemed to tilt for a second as she reached down, fingers brushing the hem of her dress. When she bent forward, she wobbled and grabbed the desk for balance. 

“Wow,” she murmured, giggling at herself. “That champagne is dangerous.” 

Slowly—deliberately—she slid the fabric upward, just an inch. Cool air kissed her skin above her knee. 

“Up, up, up!” they chanted, clapping in exaggerated rhythm. 

The sound made her pulse flutter. She raised it another inch, exposing more of her smooth thighs. 

“Higher!” 

She arched a brow at them, biting her lip as she obliged. Another inch. Then another. 

The fabric now hovered a few tantalizing inches above her knees, revealing the elegant curve of her legs, the faint sheen of her stockings. Heat pooled low in her stomach at the way they stared—wide-eyed, rapt, almost reverent. 

“That’s four hours of free labor,” she teased, her voice husky. “I’ll be cashing that in.” 

And just like that, she released the hem. The dress fell back into place. 

A collective groan filled the room. 

“No, no, no!” Rick protested. “You have to keep it up. All day.” 

Margot blinked at them, feigning outrage. “Excuse me? That was not the deal. You said ‘show a little leg.’ I showed.” 

“We meant for the day, Boss. You can’t expect us to trade hours of our lives for a two-second preview.” 

She placed her hands on her hips, trying—and failing—to look stern. The alcohol made her smile too easily. “There is absolutely no way I’m walking around holding my dress up all day.” 

Dave, who had been uncharacteristically quiet, stood and slipped his belt free in one smooth motion. The soft hiss of leather sliding from loops seemed absurdly loud. He held it out to her. “Use this. Wrap it around your waist. It’ll keep it in place.” 

Margot stared at the belt, then at them. “You’ve orchestrated this, haven’t you?” 

Rick grinned. “We don’t win awards by accident.” 

She shook her head, laughing softly. “That’s true. You’ve all been incredible this year. Even when I thought we were finished, you carried it through.” Her gaze softened, lingering on each of them. “So maybe I owe you a little fun. Consider it… a bonus. If all it takes to make you happy is a glimpse of my legs, I suppose I can manage that.” 

Her smile turned slow, knowing. “Besides, it’s about time you remembered I’m not just your taskmaster. I’m a woman.” 

A flush bloomed across her cheeks, deepened by the alcohol—and by the hunger in their expressions. 

She took the belt from Dave. It was sturdy, utilitarian—completely at odds with the silky fabric of her dress. Sliding it around her waist, she gathered the hem upward again, higher this time, feeling the delicious exposure along her thighs. It took some maneuvering—more than she’d expected—to get the material bunched just right. She tugged the belt snug, cinching it tight enough to hold the dress in its new, scandalous position. 

When she finally looked up, her pulse was racing. The dress now rested several inches above her knees, baring smooth stretches of skin that felt almost electric under their gaze. 

“Well?” she asked softly, lifting her chin with mock authority. “Satisfied?”

“Okay… I’m doing this. And if you lose your minds, I swear I’m blaming the champagne.” 

She gathered the fabric at her thighs and carefully tucked it up beneath the belt cinched around her waist, smoothing it flat so it would hold. The rough webbing pressed snug against her middle as she adjusted it, and the skirt crept higher, inch by inch. 

The reaction was instant—whoops, applause, low whistles that curled over her skin like warm breath. 

When she finished, the hem once again rested several inches above her knees, exposing that teasing stretch of thigh she’d already offered them. 

“There,” she said lightly, though her pulse was fluttering. She turned to Jimmy and gave him a deliberately sweet smile. “Happy birthday.” 

He laughed, his gaze lingering on her legs in a way that made heat pool low in her belly. “I’d say you’ve exceeded expectations.” 

“Come on, Boss,” Rick called, leaning back in his chair with that wicked spark in his eyes. “Step into the spotlight. Let us really appreciate the view.” 

Of course it was Rick. Margot had suspected from the beginning that this had his fingerprints all over it. He thrived on edges—on daring people to step just a little further than they intended. The others followed his lead without hesitation. 

And God help her, she didn’t want to resist. 

Something inside her was loosening, uncoiling. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was the months—years—of being composed, professional, untouchable. Or maybe it was simply the intoxicating awareness of three sets of eyes devouring her with open admiration. She felt seen. Desired. Not as their boss. Not as the woman who carried the weight of the company. Just as a woman. 

She moved into the open space in the middle of the room, the belt biting slightly at her waist as she pivoted. Slowly, she turned in a playful circle, letting the skirt sway. Their cheers swelled, bold and hungry. 

A laugh slipped from her lips, breathless and reckless. She rolled her hips, exaggerating the movement, then strutted toward her office door with a teasing sway before turning and walking back as though she were crossing a runway. 

The attention made her tremble. It wasn’t fear. It was something hotter. A subtle, liquid warmth gathered between her thighs, and she was acutely aware of it with every step. She knew she was dancing on a line she normally wouldn’t approach—but today, she didn’t care. 

Let tomorrow deal with consequences. Tonight—this moment—was about release. About shedding the weight of expectations and letting the tension of the past year melt off her shoulders. 

She stopped in the center again, planting her hands on her hips, chin lifted. She let them look. Really look. She drank in their appreciation, the hunger they weren’t even trying to hide. 

Rick clapped once, sharply. “All right, boys. If she’s going to work, let’s make it a full day. What do you think?” 

Jimmy and Dave answered immediately. “Absolutely.” 

Rick’s gaze locked onto hers. “How about it, Boss? A full day’s pay.” 

She narrowed her eyes, though amusement tugged at her mouth. “And what exactly does that mean?” 

“Simple math,” he said smoothly. “We pay you for a full shift—ten hours, right? So you lift it a full ten inches.” 

Her jaw dropped. “Ten inches? Are you out of your minds? That’ll have it halfway to my ass.” 

Rick only grinned. “It’d show about the same as a pair of shorts. Nothing scandalous.” 

Under normal circumstances, she would’ve argued. Set boundaries. Shut it down. 

But the room felt deliciously unsteady, her blood humming with champagne and adrenaline. She reached for the fabric again. Slowly. Deliberately. 

She fed more of the skirt beneath the belt, inching it upward while three grown men leaned forward like they were witnessing something sacred. 

“Go, go, go,” they chanted, laughter and desire tangling together. 

Her thighs emerged in generous stretches of smooth skin—six inches above the knee… eight… nine… 

She could feel the air against places that rarely saw daylight in this office. Her heartbeat thudded in her ears as she lifted it that final inch. 

Ten. 

The dress was no longer modest. It hovered daringly high, a whisper away from indecent, the hem grazing the midpoint between her hips and knees. 

She let her hands fall away and faced them, flushed, breathing slightly harder than before. 

“Well?” she asked, a wicked glint in her eyes. “Satisfied now, boys?”

“What do you mean I can’t stop?” she shot back, laughing breathlessly. “That’s ten inches. Count them. Ten.”

Rick wagged a finger at her like she was trying to cheat him at cards. “Uh-uh. Not from your knees. From where you started. You were already four inches up when we made the deal.”

She blinked at him, trying to follow the math through the champagne haze. “You said a full day’s pay for ten inches!”

“Exactly,” he said smoothly. “Ten inches from where you were standing when you agreed. Don’t try to rewrite the contract now, Boss.”

Her mouth fell open. “That’s four more inches! I’ll be flashing half my ass!”

A chorus of exaggerated groans filled the room. “Quitter!” Jimmy teased. “You can’t bail on my birthday present.”

“Yeah,” Rick added, stepping closer, his grin wicked. “Don’t be cruel. You don’t want to disappoint the birthday boy, do you?”

Margot swayed slightly on her heels, the room warm and spinning in a delicious, dangerous way. She knew she’d lost the upper hand somewhere between the second glass of champagne and the first daring tug at her hem. The sensible voice in her head was barely audible now, drowned out by laughter and the thrill humming under her skin.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” she muttered. “I’ve already ruined my reputation. What’s another few inches?”

Slowly—agonizingly slowly—she slid her fingers beneath the fabric again and fed more of it up under her belt. The material glided over her thighs, inch by inch, until there was almost nothing left to cover them. Gasps erupted around her as the hem crept dangerously close to the curve of her backside. The sheer black tops of her stockings were fully exposed now, hugging her thighs in dark bands that framed the pale skin above.

If she so much as shifted her weight, they’d see everything.

Her pulse thudded between her legs. The air felt charged, electric against her bare skin.

“There,” she announced, though her voice wavered. She lifted her arms and executed a theatrical little curtsy, wobbling slightly in her heels. “Ta-da. Drink it in, boys. You’ll never catch me like this again.”

Rick’s eyes raked over her with open admiration, his restraint dissolving as quickly as hers. “Jesus, Margot,” he murmured, shaking his head. “You are dangerously hot.”

The word hit her low in her belly.

“Come on,” he coaxed, his voice dropping into something rougher. “Show us what you’ve been hiding all these years.”

She should have bristled. She should have snapped him back into place.

Instead, heat flooded her cheeks—and her thighs.

With a reckless little laugh, she laced her fingers together and lifted her arms above her head, stretching, arching. The movement pushed her breasts forward, straining against the thin fabric of her dress. She began to sway, tentative at first, then with growing confidence. Her hips rolled from side to side, slow and deliberate, the kind of movement she hadn’t allowed herself in years.

The men erupted, clapping, whistling, calling her name.

The attention wrapped around her like silk. She could feel their eyes everywhere—on her legs, her hips, the soft sway of her chest. The vibration of their approval sent a slick warmth spreading between her thighs. She told herself it was just the alcohol.

But she knew better.

She let her shoulders shimmy, and her breasts answered the motion, bouncing beneath the thin fabric. Rick actually groaned. Jimmy’s jaw had gone slack. Even the usually reserved one was staring like he’d never seen a woman before.

Margot laughed, breathless, drunk on more than champagne now. She twisted again, hips grinding in a way that felt indecently good. Without realizing it, the motion dragged the dress even higher. The fabric bunched at her waist, surrendering entirely.

Cool air kissed her lace panties.

The cheers turned feral.

“More!” Rick demanded.

“More!” the others echoed.

She froze, chest heaving, hair falling into her eyes. “No way,” she gasped, pushing the strands back. “This is all you get.”

Only then did she glance down.

Her stomach flipped.

“Oh my God.” The words came out in a stunned whisper. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

The hem of her dress was practically nonexistent now, crumpled above the curve of her backside. The dark bands of her stockings framed the delicate white lace of her panties, fully visible to every man in the room. One wrong breath and she’d be completely exposed.

Instinctively, she pressed her hands between her thighs, palms covering herself—yet she made no move to pull the dress back down.

She just stood there, flushed and panting, offering them the most scandalous view she’d ever allowed.

Rick barked out a disbelieving laugh. “You’re kidding, right? You think we’d interrupt that?”

The hunger in his eyes was unmistakable now, stripped of teasing.

“Margot,” he said, stepping closer, voice thick, “you have no idea what you’re doing to us.”

Her heart hammered so loudly she was sure they could hear it.

“Your legs?” he continued, his gaze dragging up slowly. “Unreal. And those tits…” He exhaled sharply, like the word itself hurt. “Christ. They’re incredible.”

The blunt admiration should have embarrassed her.

Instead, it sent a fierce, intoxicating thrill straight through her, pooling hot and heavy between her legs as she stood there—half naked, half out of control—and completely aware that she had never felt more alive.

Rick was pushing the line—she knew it. The way he looked at her, the way his voice dipped lower and rougher with every word, it should have made her shut this down.

Instead, heat pooled low in her belly.

God help her, she liked it.

Every shameless compliment, every filthy suggestion, made her skin prickle and her pulse throb between her thighs. She felt wicked and powerful and exposed all at once. Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t move to cover herself. If anything, she arched a little taller.

She liked them watching.

“So here’s the real offer, Boss,” Rick drawled, grinning like he knew exactly what he was doing to her. “One full week off the books… in exchange for your bra. Fair trade, right? Slip it off, hand it over, and we’re square.”

For a second she just stared at him, certain the champagne had scrambled her hearing.

“My bra?” she repeated, breathless. “You want me to take off my bra now?”

“Dress stays on,” he said quickly, eyes gleaming. “Just the bra. That’s all. A week’s pay for something that simple.”

Simple.

Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. She looked at each of them in turn—tired faces, dark circles, the men who had bled and sweated for her business without complaint. Beneath the teasing and the lust, there was something almost boyish in their anticipation.

They had earned this.

And she—God help her—wanted to give it.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, shaking her head in disbelief at herself. “I cannot believe you’re asking me this. And I definitely cannot believe I’m about to say yes.”

A beat.

“But for my guys… my ridiculously persuasive, overworked guys… you’ve got a deal.”

The room exploded in cheers.

Her breath caught as she slid her hands behind her back, fingers fumbling over the thick knit of her dress. It wasn’t easy. The fabric clung stubbornly as she tried to find the clasp beneath it, her nails scraping along the band. She had to twist slightly, chest lifting, offering them an even fuller view of the curves straining against the material.

Finally—there.

The tiny hooks gave way with a soft snap.

The relief was immediate. Her breasts sagged into their natural weight, heavy and free beneath the dress. She sucked in a sharp breath at the sudden, delicious sensitivity. Every brush of fabric now felt amplified, electric.

She rolled her shoulders and worked the straps down her arms, inch by inch, wriggling until she could hook her fingers under them. Then she slipped her hands through, pulling the straps free and reaching down through her neckline.

The second the bra loosened completely, her breasts shifted under the dress, swaying with a life of their own.

The men groaned.

A deep shiver rippled up her spine. Her nipples tightened instantly, pressing against the thin barrier of fabric. She couldn’t help herself—she gave a slow, deliberate shake of her shoulders.

The movement made her breasts swing beneath the dress, heavy and hypnotic.

The reaction was immediate—whistles, clapping, low curses of appreciation.

She felt drunk on it.

Slowly—exquisitely slowly—she began tugging the bra upward, drawing it along the inside of the dress like she was performing for a private stage. She bit her lower lip, savoring the anticipation she was stretching thin between them.

Then—

“Oh shit.”

The hooks snagged somewhere behind her, catching in the knit. She twisted, trying to reach back, but the motion only dragged the neckline lower and higher all at once—her cleavage dipping scandalously, the hem of her dress still bunched high on her hips.

The room went very, very quiet.

“I think it’s stuck,” she muttered, half laughing, half panicked. She reached behind her again, fingers uselessly fumbling. “I swear if this ruins my dress…”

The more she tugged, the tighter the fabric pulled at her throat.

“I can’t—” She huffed out a breath. “Jimmy. Birthday boy. Get over here.”

He hesitated only a second before stepping up behind her.

“Just… slide your hand down the back and unhook it,” she instructed, trying—and failing—to keep her voice steady. “Careful.”

His hand slipped inside the back of her dress, warm and tentative at first. The contact made her gasp. His knuckles brushed the bare curve of her spine as he searched for the snagged clasp.

The sensation shot straight through her.

He was so close she could feel the heat of him at her back, his breath grazing her neck. His fingers grazed the sensitive skin beneath her shoulder blades, then lower, fumbling for the trapped hook.

Each attempt pulled the neckline tighter.

“Wait—” she choked out, the fabric pressing against her throat. “Jimmy, stop. You’re—”

The pressure increased.

“Ack—stop! You’re choking me!”

“Sorry, Boss. I can’t get a good grip on it like this.”

She let out a breath that was half laugh, half groan. “Of course you can’t. Why would this be simple? All right… this is officially becoming the most memorable workday of my life.” She glanced toward the open floor where the others still lingered, eyes bright with anticipation. “You’ll have to come at it from underneath. And absolutely not out here.” Her tone shifted into playful command. “In my office. Now.”

A chorus of exaggerated disappointment rose from the room.

“Margot, you sure you don’t need the whole team in there?” someone called.

She shot them a wicked grin and stuck out her tongue before turning on her heel. “Behave yourselves.” Then, over her shoulder to Jimmy: “Shut the door.”

He did, though Rick’s voice slipped through just before it latched. “Enjoy it, Jimmy! Don’t leave out any details!”

Jimmy flushed as he leaned back against the closed door. “Rick’s had too much coffee. Ignore him.”

Margot faced him, smoothing a hand down the front of her dress as if to steady herself. Her cheeks were still pink, but her eyes were bright—alive in a way they hadn’t been in years. “It’s fine,” she said softly. “Today I’m making allowances. Honestly… I’ve been enjoying myself. I didn’t have to go along with any of it.” A slow smile curved her mouth. “I wanted to.”

She turned her back to him again, the knitted fabric clinging to the shape of her. “See if you can free it from underneath.”

Jimmy stepped closer, swallowing. “Uh… I can’t really get up there with the belt in the way, Boss. You’ll need to take it off.”

“Oh. Right.” She unfastened it with fingers that trembled just slightly and let it slide to the floor. “There. Try now.”

She felt him move in behind her—close. So close the heat of him seeped through the thin layer of her dress. When his hand slipped beneath the hem at the back, her breath caught. His arm brushed over the curve of her backside, deliberate or not she couldn’t tell, and a shiver rippled up her spine.

He pushed his hand higher, lifting the fabric inch by inch. Cool air kissed the backs of her thighs as the dress rose. Then higher still, until it bunched at her hips.

Her reflection in the glass-fronted cabinet showed her bare legs, the silk of her panties hugging her curves, her ass fully exposed to him.

“Jimmy,” she murmured, a warning laced with laughter. “That’s quite high enough, don’t you think?”

“Just trying to reach it without tearing anything,” he said, voice rougher now. “It’s really caught.”

“And getting an excellent view while you’re at it,” she teased. “Am I wrong?”

There was a pause. She could almost feel his eyes moving over her.

“God, Margot,” he breathed. “I had no idea. Out there… the way you were moving, the way you were looking at us—you were driving me insane. I’ve never seen you like that. You’re… you’re incredibly sexy.” His hands hesitated at the small of her back. “You can’t blame me for wanting a closer look.”

Her pulse pounded between her thighs. She should have been scandalized. Instead, she arched subtly into his touch.

“No,” she admitted quietly. “I suppose I can’t. I could have stopped it at any point. But I didn’t.” She turned her head just enough for him to hear the softness in her voice. “It’s been a long time since anyone looked at me the way you boys have today. And knowing it’s you—knowing how hard you work for me—it feels… good. You’re my guys.” A slow exhale. “I like feeling wanted.”

Jimmy’s hands resumed their task, fingers working at the stubborn hook tangled in the knit. But he was in no rush now. The dress crept higher as he adjusted his grip, until it was gathered at her waist and both his hands were beneath it.

He tried to focus on the snag, truly he did—but her skin was right there. The smooth line of her thighs. The gentle flare of her hips beneath silk. The intoxicating scent of her, warm and feminine.

Behind her, his body pressed closer. She could feel the unmistakable firmness straining against his trousers, a heated line brushing the curve of her bare ass. It sent a liquid warmth flooding through her.

And still, she made no move to pull her dress back down.

“Jimmy, sweetheart, how’s that rescue mission coming along?” I teased, feeling the hem of my dress inch higher with every deliberate movement of his hands. “At this pace you’ll have it tucked under my arms. Tell me—are you enjoying the scenery back there?”

He laughed softly, low and warm against my spine. “Best view I’ve had all year, Boss. Trust me.” His fingers worked one last time at the stubborn snag. “And… there. You’re free.”

I turned slowly, letting the fabric slide back down over my hips, smoothing it as though nothing indecent had just happened. “Well then. Happy birthday again, Jimmy. I hope the private showing was worth it.” I smiled, wicked and unrepentant.

With the belt gone and the clasp loosened, my bra hung uselessly beneath the dress. I reached up to tug it through the neckline, but a wave of dizziness washed over me—too much wine, too much heat, too much him. The room tilted. Jimmy’s hands were on my arms instantly, steady and strong.

“Easy there,” he murmured. “Let’s not have you falling over.”

“Thank you.” I laughed breathlessly. “I’m making quite the spectacle trying to undress, aren’t I?” I exhaled, a little reckless. “Oh, what the hell. You’ve practically seen everything already.”

Before I could overthink it, I gathered the skirt in my fists and lifted it to my waist. Cool air kissed my thighs. Reaching underneath, I tugged the bra down my torso and past my hips. Jimmy stood directly in front of me, eyes dark and fixed, drinking in the sight of my legs, my panties, every intimate curve I exposed. The heat in his gaze made my skin prickle. Between my thighs, desire pulsed heavy and wet. I knew the thin fabric did nothing to hide how swollen and needy I was.

When I let the dress fall back into place, my breasts were unbound, lush and free beneath the material. I watched his eyes drop, saw the moment he noticed my nipples tightening, pushing sharply against the fabric.

“Jesus, Margot,” he breathed. “You have no idea how incredible you look.”

“Mmm.” I stepped closer, savoring the hunger in his voice. “You really approve?” My tone softened, intimate. “It is your birthday. I wouldn’t spoil the others like this… but you?” I pressed the warm, lacy bra into his palm. “A little souvenir. Happy birthday, Jimmy.”

He stared at it like I’d handed him something sacred.

As I moved back, my gaze drifted downward—and caught the unmistakable strain at the front of his trousers. A thick, urgent outline that hadn’t been there before.

“Oh my,” I giggled, unable to stop myself. “I’d say the appreciation is mutual.” I tilted my chin toward the evidence. He glanced down, then back up at me, jaw tight.

“Hang on,” he muttered.

He turned away, fingers fumbling at his waistband. The quiet rasp of fabric sliding down filled the room. When he faced me again, his erection was free—hard, flushed, and unapologetically aroused—jutting toward my stomach.

Even through the haze of wine and want, a flicker of alarm sparked. This wasn’t flirting anymore. This was something else entirely.

“Jimmy… I…” My pulse thundered in my ears. “Maybe we should rejoin the others.”

“Not yet.” His voice was deeper now, rough with need. “You said it was my birthday. Don’t I get to unwrap the rest?”

He stepped forward before I could answer, hands coming up to cup my breasts through the thin fabric. The sensation shot straight between my legs. I stumbled back until the edge of my desk pressed into my hips.

“Jimmy, wait—”

But he was already crowding me, heat and hardness against my body. His hands slid down, gripping behind my knees. In one swift motion he lifted, guiding my legs apart and settling me onto the desk. My breath caught as my thighs opened instinctively, my dress rucking high again.

“Jimmy,” I whispered urgently, glancing toward the closed office door. “This is too much. The others are right outside.”

“Margot… please,” he breathed, his voice rough with need. “Let’s do this.”

Before she could gather another protest, he slid closer, his hips pressing between her parted thighs. The heat of him—hard, insistent—made her gasp.

“Jimmy—oh God—we shouldn’t.” Her whisper was frantic, breathless. “The others are right outside. They’ll hear. They’ll know.”

She tried to push herself upright, palms braced on the desk, but everything happened in a blur of urgency and trembling hands. Her panties were dragged down her legs, catching at her thighs. Cool air kissed her soaked skin for a heartbeat before his body covered hers.

And then he was there.

He thrust forward and filled her in one deep, decisive stroke.

“Jimmy!” The sound tore from her throat, low and hoarse. “Jesus—Jimmy—we can’t—”

But the words dissolved as sensation flooded her. He was thick. So thick. It had been far too long since she’d felt a man stretch her open like this, claiming every inch. Her body welcomed him shamelessly, clenching tight around his length as if afraid he might disappear.

He pressed fully against her, hips flush to her ass, and she felt the last inch of him seat deep inside. A shudder rippled through her.

This was madness.

This was perfect.

“God, we shouldn’t,” she whispered again, but the protest had lost its conviction. Her eyes flicked to the door, confirming it was closed. Her pulse hammered in her ears. “But… you feel incredible. You’re so big.”

Her nails dug into the polished wood as she lifted her hips in silent invitation. “Go on,” she breathed. “Fuck me.”

That was all the encouragement he needed.

He gripped her hips and began to move—strong, urgent thrusts that drove her back against the desk. Each stroke pushed deeper, striking a place inside her that made her vision blur. The desk creaked in protest beneath them. Under the thin fabric of her dress, her breasts bounced freely, nipples tight and aching, brushing the cloth with every jolt.

He held her legs wide, spreading her open, and she wrapped her hands around her own knees, baring herself to him without shame.

“Oh—Jimmy—yes—” Her voice fractured with each thrust. “Happy birthday… God… with a cock like that, you can have me whenever you want.”

It was reckless. It was intoxicating.

She felt him everywhere—stretching her, filling her, pounding into the deepest part of her. “You’re so big,” she moaned, dizzy with pleasure. “It’s like you’re in my throat.” She’d never been taken like this, never felt so completely occupied by another body.

His rhythm quickened, losing control, chasing release. The desk groaned louder.

“Shh—wait—” Panic flickered through her haze. “They’ll hear us.” She pushed at his chest. “Stop. Stop. Let me up.”

He pulled out reluctantly, leaving her body aching and empty. “Margot, we can’t just stop.”

“I’m not stopping,” she shot back, breath ragged, eyes dark with heat. “Not even close.”

She slid off the desk, turning her back to him. Her hands lifted her dress over her hips, exposing the curve of her ass. She began peeling her pantyhose down.

“No,” Jimmy said quickly, stepping closer. “Leave them on. I like them.”

She glanced over her shoulder, a slow, sultry smile curving her lips. “You do?”

He nodded, eyes locked on the sheer fabric hugging her thighs.

“Alright then.” She arched her back slightly, presenting herself to him, the thin material framing her wet, aching center. “Come here.”

She reached behind to guide him, fingers wrapping around his thick length and drawing him back to her entrance.

“Now,” she whispered. “Put it back inside me. Fuck me, Jimmy.”

She braced her palms on the desk and bent forward, offering herself to him without hesitation. The cool wood pressed against her cheek as she arched her back and lifted her hips in silent invitation, thighs parting wide. She didn’t have to wait long.

He filled her in one swift, hungry thrust.

The sound that tore from her throat was half gasp, half moan. He drove into her again immediately, setting a punishing rhythm—fast, urgent, unapologetic. Each stroke sent a shockwave through her body, making the desk rattle beneath her and her breath come in broken pants. She felt every inch of him, thick and relentless, sliding deep and striking a place inside her that made her toes curl.

Heat coiled low in her belly, tightening with every thrust.

“Yes—Jimmy—that’s it,” she cried, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop. Oh God, you’re going to make me come…”

She pushed back against him instinctively, meeting his rhythm, craving more friction, more depth. His hands locked around her waist, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her onto him, claiming her with each powerful stroke. She felt her dress being shoved higher, fabric bunching up her torso until it was shoved beneath her breasts. They spilled free, heavy and flushed, swaying with the force of his movements and brushing against the desk with every thrust.

His hands left her hips and slid upward, greedy and reverent all at once. He cupped her breasts from beneath, lifting their weight, squeezing and kneading them as though he couldn’t get enough. He rolled the fabric higher, exposing her completely.

“God, Margot,” he groaned against her back, his voice thick with desire. “You feel incredible. I love your tits. Turn around—I want to see you.”

The sudden emptiness when he withdrew made her whimper. She straightened slowly, breath sawing in and out of her lungs, and turned to face him. Holding her dress up, she offered herself to his gaze without shame.

Her breasts were full and flushed, nipples darkened and taut, pebbled from arousal. She saw the hunger in his eyes and felt a surge of wicked satisfaction.

He didn’t hesitate. His hands closed around her, rough and adoring, squeezing until she arched back with a gasp. Then he bent her over the desk again, one hand still gripping her breast possessively.

“Fuck,” he muttered, almost in awe. “They’re perfect. You’re perfect.”

“Jimmy—please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “I’m so close. Get back inside me. Make me come.”

She hooked her legs around his waist, lifting her hips, tugging her panties and hose aside to clear his path. The next second he thrust into her again, and the impact stole the air from her lungs.

They moved together with reckless intensity now—no hesitation, no restraint. He gripped her breasts firmly, using them to anchor himself as he drove deep and hard. Her legs locked around him, pulling him closer, urging him deeper. The sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room—wet, urgent, desperate.

She could feel the change in him—the way his thrusts grew sharper, faster. His hands released her breasts and slid down her body until he caught her ankles. With a low, primal groan, he lifted and spread her legs wide, holding her open as he began to pound into her with raw, unfiltered need.

The stretch was delicious, overwhelming.

She pushed up onto her elbows, hair falling into her face as she looked down between them. Through hazy, pleasure-clouded vision, she watched him move inside her—thick and insistent, disappearing into her again and again. Her legs trembled where he held them wide, her body jolting with every deep thrust.

The pressure inside her tightened unbearably, pleasure climbing higher, faster, until she was shaking beneath him—spread open, claimed, and utterly undone.

She slipped her hand between their bodies, sliding her fingers down the slick heat where they were joined. Finding the tight, swollen bud of her clit, she began to circle it in desperate, needy strokes, rocking her hips so his cock dragged against every sensitive place inside her. The friction was exquisite—each grind of her pelvis sent sparks shooting up her spine.

Then he sucked in a sharp breath.

The sound was all the warning she had before she felt it—the sudden rush of his release, hot and pulsing, spilling deep inside her. The sensation made her cry out. He didn’t stop. Even as he came, he kept thrusting, driving into her with ragged urgency, his hips snapping forward again and again.

Margot rubbed herself faster, almost frantically now, chasing the edge that hovered just beyond her reach. His shaft was still hard enough to pound into her, thick and slick, and she clenched around him, milking every thrust. Her fingers moved in tight, desperate circles.

“Oh—god—yes… fuck, that feels so good… don’t stop…”

Her body seized. The orgasm tore through her without mercy, a violent, shimmering wave that stole the air from her lungs. She shuddered, moaning, her thighs trembling as pleasure cascaded through her. Still she kept rubbing, greedy for more, grinding down on him, twisting her hips so she could feel him everywhere. She squeezed him as tightly as she could, wanting to trap the sensation inside her, to make it last.

But the intensity was too much. Her muscles gave way, her strength dissolving under the onslaught of pleasure. With a soft, broken sound, she finally sagged.

Completely spent, cheeks flushed a deep crimson, she collapsed back against the desk. Sweat cooled on her overheated skin. Her chest rose and fell in heavy, uneven breaths.

Jimmy remained inside her, rocking lazily now, his hands sliding over her breasts, kneading them possessively. The slow grind of him against her oversensitive core sent an unexpected jolt through her—and suddenly another sharp climax flared to life, quick and piercing.

She yelped before she could stop herself, the sound loud in the confined room. Eyes flying wide, she clapped a hand over her mouth.

“Oh shit,” she whispered hoarsely. “I’ll bet they heard that.”

He gave a low chuckle, still pressed close to her. “If I know them, they’ve probably been standing out there with their ears against the door the whole time.”

Her stomach flipped. “Oh God… they wouldn’t. Would they? I mean—really?”

Reluctantly, they eased apart. She felt the emptiness the second he slipped free of her, and she had to steady herself before sliding down from the desk. Jimmy adjusted himself, zipping his trousers and tucking in his shirt with infuriating calm.

Margot tugged her panties back into place, smoothing her hose carefully up her thighs. She cinched the belt around her waist and tugged her dress down, trying to coax the fabric back into something resembling order. With trembling fingers she attempted to tame her hair, patting it into place, willing her flushed skin to cool.

Jimmy waited by the door, watching her with that maddening, satisfied look.

She met his gaze, her heart still racing. “Do you really think they heard us?”

He smirked. “Margot, I wouldn’t be surprised if they’re out there waiting for their turn.”

Her breath hitched. “Oh God… what have we done?” She squared her shoulders, forcing a shaky smile. “Okay. Well. Here goes.”

She gave him a small nod.

It wasn’t until she walked past him toward the door that his eyes dropped—and he noticed the wide, unmistakable smear of dried white streaking the back of her dress.
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