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CHAPTER ONE




The front door clicked shut with a soft, indifferent finality.

Stacy didn’t move at first. She stood at the top of the stairs in her robe, one hand curled around the railing, listening to the sound of Jason’s suitcase wheels whispering down the walkway. The silence that followed felt thick and heavy, like it settled into the corners of the house the moment he left.

He hadn’t even kissed her properly. Just a rushed peck on the cheek, a distracted "Love you, babe," before he glanced at his phone and disappeared out the door. She’d been half-asleep, but that small moment still left her aching with something deeper than disappointment. It was routine now. Mechanical. And worse, it didn’t feel personal anymore. It was just how things were.

She moved down the stairs slowly, the robe brushing her bare thighs, her feet cold on the hardwood. The living room looked exactly the same as it had yesterday. Perfect throw pillows. Folded blanket on the couch. Framed wedding photo on the wall—her in white, Jason looking at the camera like he was already late to something.

In the kitchen, she started the coffee maker and leaned on the counter, arms folded. Through the window above the sink, the sky was starting to lighten. Pale blue bleeding into orange. Another too-quiet morning.

She stared at her reflection in the dark glass for a long time. Her hair was messy, skin bare, lips dry. The robe had slipped a little on one shoulder. She didn’t fix it.

After a minute, her phone buzzed against the granite counter. A text from Jason.

[5:53 AM]

Jason: “Flight’s on time. Talk tonight.”

No heart emoji. Not even her name.

She sighed and tossed the phone aside, the sound sharper than she meant it to be. She reached for a mug and poured the coffee, black. Jason always took his with a splash of cream. She left his out on the counter like she always did—habit, mostly. Then she laughed quietly at herself and poured it down the drain.

The whole house already felt too big. Too clean. Too still.

Behind her, the silence pressed in again.

The coffee didn’t taste like anything.

Stacy sat at the kitchen table, scrolling through her phone without really seeing it. Her thumb moved, but her eyes were unfocused. News. Recipes. Moms posting about soccer practice and crockpot dinners. She swiped past a reel of a smiling couple dancing in their kitchen. The caption read “Still madly in love after 12 years.” She paused, stared at the woman’s face, then locked the phone and pushed it aside.

Her spoon clinked against the ceramic bowl as she stirred the same bite of oatmeal over and over. She finally took a mouthful, chewed, swallowed without tasting, and let her eyes drift to the window again.

The neighbor’s yard was still empty.

The thought annoyed her, and she didn’t know why. It wasn’t like she was waiting for him. It was just something to look at. Something to break up the monotony of her own pristine backyard, where the grass looked like a catalog page and nothing ever really happened.

She rinsed her bowl in the sink, then started wiping the already clean counters. She moved slowly, carefully, like it mattered. Like there was someone coming home tonight who would notice.

But Jason wouldn’t be home until Sunday. And even when he was, he never commented on the counters.

She moved through the house in that same rhythm—dishes, laundry, a little dusting, some mindless rearranging of pillows. She folded a blanket in the living room, then unfolded it just to have something to do with her hands.

Eventually she wandered back to the kitchen. The coffee was cold. She poured another cup and stood at the sink again, staring through the glass.

And then, finally, movement.

A flicker of color caught her eye. Next door, someone slid open a patio door. Blake, her neighbor, stepped outside shirtless, his arm raised to wipe sweat off his brow.

Stacy froze.

She didn’t step back or hide behind the curtains. She stood there, mug halfway to her lips, staring openly.

The sun had burned through the early haze by now, casting sharp morning light across the neighborhood.

Blake bent over to adjust the cord on the mower, his back flexing under smooth, tanned skin. His shorts hung low on his hips, just barely decent, the waistband damp with sweat already. His muscles shifted like they didn’t belong to someone who spent time inside. There was something effortless about the way he moved—his whole body was built for labor. It showed in the way his shoulders rolled, in the curve of his back, in the way he pulled the mower cord with a firm, one-handed jerk that made Stacy blink.

She stepped a little closer to the window, holding the coffee mug to her chest with both hands now. The glass was clean, no curtains in the way, and she made no effort to move.

He started pushing the mower across the grass, slow, steady rows. The kind of pattern Jason never had time for. Blake’s body glistened under the sun, his chest and arms catching the light with every motion. His face was focused, jaw tight, eyes hidden behind a pair of sunglasses. But there was a presence about him. Like even when he wasn’t looking, he somehow knew when eyes were on him.

Stacy bit the inside of her cheek.

Her heart wasn’t racing, not really. It was more like a slow build—a thick awareness under her skin, a hum low in her stomach. She took a sip of the coffee just to give herself something to do, even though it had gone bitter and lukewarm.

She couldn’t remember the last time she’d seen Jason with his shirt off. Not really. Not like that.

Blake paused, grabbing the edge of his shirt from where it had been draped over the fence. He used it to wipe the sweat off his face, then tossed it back without bothering to put it on. His body was sculpted in the kind of way that said he didn’t just work out—he worked.

Then, for just a second, his head turned. Not quite looking at her, but in her direction.

Stacy didn’t move.

She told herself he probably couldn’t see through the window clearly. The morning sun was behind her. Maybe the glare blocked her. Or maybe he could see her, standing there in her robe, holding her coffee, not even pretending to look away.

Her nipples pressed against the fabric of the robe, tight and obvious. She didn’t shift to hide them.

Outside, Blake smirked. Just a little. Just enough.

Then he pushed the mower forward again.

Stacy let out a slow breath she hadn’t realized she was holding.

She turned away from the window, finally.

The mug clinked as she set it down on the counter, louder than she meant. Her fingers lingered around the handle, her jaw tight. She wasn’t mad—at least not in any way she could explain. The feeling was more like pressure, like something she’d been holding in too long. Something that didn’t have words, just weight.

Her eyes drifted to the hallway, to the stairs, to the space where Jason had stood that morning.

He used to look at her like that. Like the sight of her meant something. Like he wanted her. Not out of habit, not because she was his wife, but because his body couldn’t help it. The hunger used to be real.

Now, it was appointments. Conference calls. Logistics. "Sorry babe, I’m wiped tonight." A kiss on the cheek. A thank-you after sex, as if she’d done him a favor.

She exhaled slowly, feeling heat behind her eyes but refusing to let it show.

Maybe she was being dramatic. He provided. He didn’t cheat. He sent her flowers on her birthday and remembered to call her mom on holidays. But when was the last time he’d pulled her against a wall just because he couldn’t wait? When was the last time he’d left a bruise from grabbing her too hard in bed? When was the last time her body had felt claimed?

Her fingers drifted down without thinking, brushing lightly over the sash of her robe. It wasn’t tied tight. It opened just a little as she shifted. She looked down at her own bare skin, soft and warm and neglected.

She let her fingertips hover just above the waistband of her underwear.

Outside, she heard the low mechanical hum of the mower stop. Silence followed.

She didn’t move.

The image of Blake’s body was still burned behind her eyes—those shoulders, that smirk, the way he didn’t apologize for being looked at. He wanted to be seen. Jason would’ve acted like he didn’t notice. Blake dared her to keep watching.

Her hand lowered a little.

A sharp knock at the front door made her flinch.

She pulled her hand back quickly, robe closed in one smooth motion.

For a second, her heart pounded—not from fear, but something else. Something hot and guilty and electric.

She didn’t move toward the door right away. She stood there, waiting. Listening.

But no one knocked again.
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The sheets were cold on Jason’s side of the bed.

Stacy lay still, one leg bent, the covers pulled loosely over her hips. The bedroom was quiet except for the faint ticking of the clock on the nightstand. The kind of silence that wasn’t peaceful—just empty.

She turned her head toward the other side of the bed, her eyes tracing the faint crease in the pillow where Jason had slept the night before. It still held the faintest scent of his cologne, something crisp and neutral that never lingered long. She reached out and touched the edge of it, curling her fingers into the fabric.

Her phone was face down beside her. He hadn’t called again.

He’d probably passed out in a hotel room somewhere, laptop open, half a sandwich on the table. Maybe he’d thought about texting her. Maybe not. Either way, he wasn’t here. He wouldn’t be here for days.

Her hand moved slowly across the bed, skimming her own stomach, then lower.

She didn’t close her eyes right away. She stared at the ceiling, her breath catching as her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her underwear. Her touch was tentative at first. Searching. Testing. But the ache had been building since that morning. Since the window. Since she saw the way Blake had watched her and hadn’t looked away.

Her other hand gripped the pillow, holding it close to her chest, her hips rising slightly as she began to move against her fingers.

She didn’t think about Jason.

Not once.

She thought about sweat-slicked skin. Rough hands. The sound of a mower being pushed across freshly cut grass. The curve of his smirk. The way he stood tall and unashamed, like his body was there for her to see. Like it belonged in her mind.

Her breath hitched, and her thighs tensed. She came hard, quick, quiet.

Afterward, she lay still, one hand still beneath the waistband, the other still gripping Jason’s pillow. The air felt thick around her, the room darker somehow.

She didn’t feel guilty.

She just felt awake.


CHAPTER TWO




The heat had crept in early.

By the time Stacy stepped out the front door, the pavement was already radiating warmth up through the soles of her bare feet. She squinted against the sunlight, shielding her eyes with one hand as she stepped down onto the driveway. Her other hand clutched the knot of her robe—not because it was threatening to fall open, but because part of her liked the feeling of it being barely held together.

The robe was thin. Light gray cotton. Worn soft from too many washes. Beneath it, she wore the shortest pair of shorts she owned—ones she hadn’t put on in months. They clung to her ass in a way that felt obscene for something labeled “sleepwear.” The waistband sat low on her hips, and every step made the hem ride a little higher.

She didn’t really need to get the mail right then. It could’ve waited.

But she needed the air. That was the excuse she gave herself.

As she reached the curb, she glanced to the side instinctively. Blake’s house. Same white paint, same overgrown rosebush by the porch. His truck was parked in the driveway. Her stomach tensed.

She stood in front of the mailbox for a second before opening it. Her heart had already started to speed up, even though she told herself it was just habit. She pulled out a stack of envelopes and a package slip, flipping through them without really reading.

Then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw movement.

High up. Second-floor window.

She didn’t turn right away. She let herself finish sorting the mail slowly, lips slightly parted, mind half-focused and half racing. The robe was gaping open at the thigh now, one leg bare to the hip when the breeze caught it just right.

She could close it. She could go back inside.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she let one of the envelopes slip from her hand, fluttering onto the pavement like an accident.

She looked down at it. Paused. Then bent at the waist, slow.

The robe opened even more. Her shorts rode up tight against the crease of her ass. The curve of her thighs was fully exposed.

She stayed like that for a second longer than she needed to.

Just long enough to make sure he was still watching.

Her fingertips brushed the envelope, but she didn’t pick it up right away.

She let her weight shift slightly, hips angled, one foot stepping back just a little to part her legs as she leaned down. Her thighs stretched against the hem of her shorts, tight enough to dig in. She imagined how it looked from across the street—how the sunlight lit the soft skin at the tops of her legs, how the robe draped lazily to the side, revealing more than it hid.

Her breathing slowed, deepened.

She gripped the envelope, slowly straightened up, smoothing her hand down the back of her robe, pretending to fix it while really pressing the fabric tighter across her ass.

She turned her head then, as if just now remembering her surroundings.

And there he was.

Second-floor window, half-shadowed by blinds pulled lazily to the side. Blake, standing at the glass, shirtless again, one hand resting on the frame. He didn’t flinch when her eyes met his. He didn’t step back.

His other hand was lower.

She stared.

There was no mistaking the slow movement of his wrist. The way his bicep flexed. He was stroking himself, right there at the window, right in front of her. Not hidden. Not subtle. It wasn’t accidental.

Her throat tightened. Heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading fast.

She could have turned away. Pretended not to see. But her feet didn’t move. Her arms didn’t rise to cover anything.

Her nipples pressed hard against the fabric of her robe, instantly aching. Her thighs squeezed together. She felt wetness already forming, quick and deep.

Still, she didn’t look away.

Neither did he.

Stacy didn’t know how long they stood there, staring at each other.

Her pulse thudded in her ears. She could hear the wind move through the trees, the faint hum of a lawn mower three houses down, the distant sound of a dog barking somewhere. But everything else in her world narrowed to that second-floor window.

Blake’s arm moved again. Slow. Rhythmic. Deliberate.

He wasn’t jerking himself off in the frantic, hungry way of someone desperate. It was almost lazy. Confident. Like he was enjoying the idea of her seeing it more than the act itself. Like this wasn’t for him—it was for her.

She felt the weight of his stare. He didn’t smirk this time. His mouth was firm, eyes locked with hers through the glass like he was daring her to break first.

The mail in her hands began to shake.

She stepped back toward the front door, slowly, her gaze never leaving him. Her body felt loose, unsteady, like it didn’t fully belong to her anymore. Like her limbs were buzzing and her skin was too tight.

She couldn’t believe what she’d just seen.

She also couldn’t believe how wet she was.

By the time she reached the door, her thighs were sticky, the inside of her shorts damp in a way that made her bite her lip and pause before turning the handle.

She opened the door slowly, stepped inside, and left it just slightly ajar behind her.

Her fingers still gripped the mail, forgotten in her hand.

She didn’t look back.

But she wanted to.

The house felt cooler the moment she stepped inside.

She closed her eyes for a second and leaned her back against the door, her chest rising and falling faster than it should have. Her skin tingled under the robe. She hadn’t realized how flushed she was until the air hit her. It brushed across the dampness between her thighs, and she swallowed hard.

Her fingers were still curled around the stack of mail, crinkled and half-folded now from how tightly she’d gripped it. She dropped it on the console table by the entryway without looking. Her hand lingered there for a moment, then slowly dragged across the table’s surface as she started to walk deeper into the house.

Each step was slow. Controlled. Her bare feet padded across the floor, but the rest of her body buzzed with tension, like it was straining to hold still.

She thought about the way he’d looked at her. Not like she was a passing distraction. Not like she was doing something wrong.

He looked at her like he’d been waiting for that moment. Like he knew it would come.

She reached the kitchen and set both hands on the counter to steady herself. Her knees felt weak, her thighs still slick with arousal, and she could feel her underwear clinging to her in a way that made her want to strip right there in the kitchen.

Instead, she turned toward the back of the house. The window over the sink gave a clear view of the backyard fence—the one that lined up directly with Blake’s.

She didn’t look away from it as she loosened the tie of her robe, letting it fall open just enough to feel the air on her bare stomach.

Then she turned and walked upstairs.

The door downstairs stayed open. Just a crack.

Just enough.
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The sheets were tangled around her ankles.

She hadn’t bothered with pajamas. She’d crawled into bed after her shower with only a thin tank top and panties, both clinging to her damp skin. The ceiling fan turned in slow, lazy circles above her, stirring the warm air but not cooling her down. Her thighs still felt sticky, her nipples had stayed hard for hours.

She couldn’t stop thinking about the window. About the way Blake had stood there, owning the moment, unashamed. His body. His eyes. The slow, deliberate stroke of his hand as he watched her.

She wondered if he was thinking about her now. She wondered if he was watching again.

She reached down beneath the sheets, already throbbing before her fingers made contact. She pressed two fingers against the soaked fabric, then slid beneath it, stroking herself slowly.

The window was open.

She’d left it that way on purpose. Cracked just enough for the air, for the sound. For the chance.

Her other hand gripped the sheets as she moaned softly into the empty room. Not a whisper this time. Not quiet.

She spread her legs wider and moved faster. Her hips lifted, breath ragged, teeth sinking into her bottom lip before she let the sound out again, louder, raw.

The thought of him hearing it made her wetter.

Her climax rolled through her faster than she expected. Her back arched. She gasped his name in her head, not Jason’s. Never Jason’s.

She lay there afterward, legs still trembling, chest rising and falling with shallow, uneven breaths. The breeze moved across her bare stomach, cooling the sweat as it settled.

Somewhere outside, a door creaked.

She smiled in the dark.


CHAPTER THREE




The knock was sharp. Not hurried. Not polite. Just three firm raps—enough to make her heart jump.

Stacy looked up from the couch, blinking like she’d just woken from a dream. She’d been curled under a thin throw, her legs stretched out, phone in hand, scrolling through nothing. The TV was on but muted. The afternoon sun slanted across the hardwood floor, lighting up dust she hadn’t bothered to sweep.

She glanced at the door.

No one was expected.

Jason wouldn’t be back until Sunday. The thought came and went with no particular weight.

She stood slowly, pushing the blanket off her bare legs, adjusting the oversized t-shirt she wore. It hit just below the curve of her ass—nothing underneath. She hesitated for a second, then walked to the door without bothering to check through the peephole.

She opened it.

Blake stood on her porch, shirtless again, his body glistening from the sun. One arm hung relaxed at his side. The other held a small brown box—her name printed in bold black lettering across the front.

He didn’t smile. Didn’t speak.

Just looked at her.

Then he stepped forward.

Not a question. Not a pause. He crossed the threshold with the same confidence he used to push a mower, or work shirtless in the sun like the street belonged to him.

She froze in place, body humming, mouth slightly open.

He walked past her, leaving the door wide open behind him.

Her breath caught.

Blake set a package on the entry table and turned toward her, his expression unreadable. He glanced down at her legs, bare, skin flushed from the heat—or maybe something else.

He didn’t look away.

Neither did she.

She didn’t move right away.

The door was still open behind her, letting in warm air, the soft hum of a neighbor’s sprinkler system, the occasional bird call. But inside the house, the atmosphere had shifted completely. He wasn’t speaking. He wasn’t smiling. He didn’t need to.

Blake’s presence took up the whole entryway. He hadn’t gone far, just a few feet inside, standing with one hand resting on the edge of the console table, eyes on her like he was waiting to see what she’d do next.

Stacy stayed still, back straight, legs tense beneath her thin shirt. Her skin was tingling all over—neck, arms, thighs. Especially thighs.

Blake’s eyes moved over her body again, slower this time. He was looking at her legs, the hem of her t-shirt, the shadow of bare skin underneath.

He tilted his head slightly, voice low when he finally spoke.

“You always smell like that?”

She blinked. “Like what?”

He stepped a little closer.

“Like you’re about to do something you shouldn’t.”

Her breath caught.

The words landed somewhere deep in her chest, then lower. She didn’t answer. She couldn’t—not with her pulse hammering the way it was.

Blake didn’t fill the silence. He just stood there, watching her. Not demanding anything. Not pushing.

But everything about his body said he could, if he wanted to.

He glanced once toward the open door, then back at her face.

“You gonna close that?” he asked.

Stacy turned, slowly, and pushed the door shut.

When it clicked into place, the sound was final. Heavy. Like the last bit of air had been sealed out.

She turned back to face him.

Blake was even closer now.

Stacy didn’t remember taking a step, but somehow they were only a breath apart now.

She could feel the heat coming off him—sun-warmed skin and something earthier, sweat mixed with sawdust. He must’ve been working outside again. There was a faint smudge of dirt near his collarbone, just above the curve of his chest.

Her eyes dropped there before she could stop them.

She cleared her throat. “You didn’t knock yesterday.”

He looked down at her mouth before replying. “You didn’t seem like you’d mind.”

She didn’t answer.

The silence stretched between them, thick with something unspoken. Something obvious. Neither of them moved. Her back was inches from the wall now, and she wasn’t sure when she’d backed up. Her breath came in shallow pulls, and she knew he could see it.

He reached past her slowly—just his arm—and gently pushed the door the rest of the way closed. This time it clicked softer, more deliberately.

The sound felt intimate.

He let his hand rest on the door for a second, inches from her face. Not touching her. Just close enough that she could smell the sweat on his wrist, the sharp scent of the sun on his skin.

He looked down at her again.

Stacy’s lips parted, but nothing came out.

Her heartbeat was loud. Her nipples tightened beneath the thin cotton of her shirt, and her thighs pressed together without thinking. He hadn’t even touched her.

Still, she didn’t move away.

Not an inch.

His hand moved without a word.

Not fast. Not aggressive. Just confident. Like he’d already decided it was going to happen.

His fingers brushed the side of her thigh, then curled gently over her hipbone. The warmth of his touch sank into her skin immediately, sending a jolt through her that made her breath catch. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t stop him. Her hands stayed at her sides, open, useless.

His thumb traced along the top edge of her shorts, where the waistband sat low and soft against her pelvis. The tip of his thumb slipped just under the fabric. Barely. Enough to make her entire body tense and lean forward slightly without meaning to.

She felt her lips part.

Still, she didn’t say anything. Didn’t pull away.

His other hand found her waist, fingers spreading across the curve of her lower back. His palm was large. Heavy. He slid it up slowly until his fingertips brushed the bare skin beneath her shirt.

Every inch of her was aware of him.

She finally looked up at him fully, their eyes locking for the first time since he walked in. There was no question in his expression. No uncertainty. Just heat.

Blake leaned in. Not to kiss her—but close enough that she felt his breath against her lips. Her whole body was wired, every nerve tuned to the smallest sensation.

His hand lingered one second more.

Then he let go.

He stepped back just enough to give her space, then turned without a word.

No lingering look. No smug grin. He walked to the door, pulled it open, and let the sunlight pour in again. His shadow stretched across the floor, long and lean and confident. For a second, Stacy thought he might say something. Anything.

But he didn’t.

He stepped outside and closed the door behind him.

Softly.

No slam. No goodbye. Just silence.

She stood there in the same spot, her back still lightly pressed to the wall, her breath uneven. Her shirt clung to her skin. Her thighs were slick. The places where he’d touched her—her hip, her back, just beneath the waistband—burned like they were marked.

She ran a hand down her side, pressing her palm where his fingers had been, like she could hold the feeling there just a little longer.

Her knees felt weak.

She didn’t know how long she stood there. A full minute maybe. Maybe more. Long enough for the heat from his body to finally fade from the air.

She looked at the door.

She didn’t lock it.


CHAPTER FOUR




She woke up tangled in the sheets again.

The sun was already climbing high, pouring in through the half-open blinds. It lit the bedroom in thin, hot strips, casting shadows across the white duvet, across her bare thighs, across the pillow beside her that hadn’t been touched in days.

Stacy stared at the ceiling for a long time before moving. She could still feel the pressure of Blake’s hand on her hip. Her body remembered it better than she wanted it to. Not just the shape of his fingers—but the silence in the room when he touched her. The heat between them. The fact that she hadn’t stopped him.

Not even close.

Her thighs pressed together under the covers.

She turned on her side and grabbed her phone from the nightstand. No texts. No missed calls. Just the same message Jason had sent late the night before:

[11:52 PM]

Jason: "Back-to-back meetings tomorrow. I’ll try to call after lunch. Love you."

She reread it, then locked the screen and tossed the phone onto the bed beside her. The ache low in her stomach hadn’t faded overnight. If anything, it had settled deeper.

She got up slowly and walked to the bathroom. Avoided the window. She didn’t want to know if Blake was out there. Or if he wasn’t. Both thoughts did things to her.

She showered, stood under the hot water too long, shaved her legs even though she had nowhere to be, and spent too much time on her makeup for a day she planned to spend entirely at home. When she passed the mirror, she noticed the flush in her cheeks before she turned away.

Downstairs, the house felt too quiet again. But it was a different kind of quiet now.

Not empty.

Waiting.

The phone rang just after one.

Stacy grabbed it before the second ring. Her heart jumped even though she already knew who it was. She cleared her throat before answering, trying to sound casual.

“Hey,” she said, walking toward the back door.

“Hey, babe.” Jason’s voice was warm, a little tired. “I miss you.”

“I miss you too.” Her voice came out softer than she expected.

She slid open the patio door but didn’t step outside. Just stood there, looking at the empty yard, one hand on the glass. No sign of Blake. She didn’t know if that made it better or worse.

Jason talked for a while—client drama, the hotel breakfast, the rental car company charging him twice. She let him speak, answered when she needed to, but mostly just listened. The sound of his voice still brought comfort, but it didn’t fill her. Not the way it used to.

“You okay?” he asked after a long pause. “You’re quiet.”

She hesitated. “I’m fine. Just tired. Didn’t sleep well.”

“Too hot?”

She let a silence stretch between them before answering. “Something like that.”

He chuckled lightly. “I’ll be home soon. We’ll fix that.”

She smiled without meaning to. “You promise?”

“Cross my heart.”

She almost said it then. Almost told him what happened at the door, about the package, about how Blake had touched her, about how she hadn’t done a single thing to stop it. The words danced on the tip of her tongue twice. Her lips even parted.

But she couldn’t do it. Not yet.

Instead, she walked her fingers along the edge of the counter and said, “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“If I told you another guy thought I was sexy… would that bother you?”

There was a pause.

“A guy like who?”

She laughed nervously. “Just hypothetical.”

Another pause. Then Jason’s voice, quieter now.

“Maybe I’d like it.”

The line was quiet for a second. Then Jason laughed, but not like it was a joke. More like he was working something out in his head.

“Wait,” he said slowly. “Is this a real question?”

Stacy leaned against the kitchen counter, her heart thudding in a way that didn’t feel like guilt anymore. It felt closer to adrenaline. Closer to power.

“Maybe,” she said. “I don’t know.”

Jason exhaled through his nose. “So what—some guy was checking you out?”

“Maybe.”

“Where? Like, at the store?”

She ran her finger in circles on the counter. “Closer.”

“How close?”

She smiled, even though he couldn’t see it. “Close enough to see what I was wearing. Maybe even hear me moan.”

Silence.

Not shocked. Not angry. Just still.

Jason cleared his throat. “You’re serious.”

She said nothing.

Then: “Are you mad?”

“No,” he said quickly. “Just… surprised.”

“I thought you might be jealous.”

“I am. But it’s weird. It kind of turned me on.”

Her knees went a little weak.

He continued, voice lower now. “What did you do?”

“Nothing.”

“That doesn’t sound like nothing.”

She waited. “Would you want to know? If something did happen?”

Another pause. Then he answered, slow but sure. “Yeah. I’d want to know. All of it.”

She bit her lip, her thighs tightening.

“Even the dirty parts?”

“Especially the dirty parts.”

She pressed the phone tighter to her ear, her breath shallow now.

“You’ve really thought about that?” she asked. “Other men… wanting me?”

Jason didn’t answer right away. When he did, his voice was quieter than before, a little rough around the edges.

“Yeah. I think I’ve always liked that. Just never said it out loud.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I didn’t want to admit it. Or maybe I didn’t think you’d ever be into something like that.”

She let that sit for a second.

“I didn’t think I was either,” she said. “Until lately.”

Jason made a low sound in his throat, not quite a moan, but close.

“Is there someone?” he asked. “Like, actually?”

She hesitated, then spoke slowly. “There might be.”

He was silent again. But not with hesitation. It felt like he was picturing it.

“What would you do,” she said, “if I told you I wanted to… flirt with him? Maybe more?”

Jason breathed into the phone. She could tell he was hard just by the tension in his voice.

“I’d want to hear about it,” he said. “Exactly how it happened. Word for word.”

Her skin prickled.

“I’d tell you everything,” she whispered.

The line stayed quiet after that. Neither of them wanted to speak. The air between them, even across states, was thick with something new. Something dangerous.

Something they weren’t going to put back in the box.
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The house was dark, the only light a dull glow spilling in from the hallway.

Stacy lay flat on the bed, one leg bent at the knee, the sheet pulled down past her waist. Her tank top was twisted around her ribs, barely covering her chest. Her panties were soaked through, clinging to her, warm and damp and useless.

She didn’t bother taking them off.

Her hand moved slowly over the fabric, pressing harder than the night before. She already knew what she needed. Her body was humming, hips lifting with every stroke. The heat between her thighs was unbearable.

The phone was on the nightstand, face down. Jason hadn’t texted again, but she could still hear his voice. I’d want to hear about it. Word for word.

She imagined calling him right now. One hand on the phone, the other between her legs. She imagined telling him everything—what Blake’s skin felt like when he touched her, what his breath sounded like near her ear.

Her fingers slipped beneath the fabric. She was already throbbing, soaking wet, her body aching to be filled with something, anything. She spread her legs wider, toes curling into the sheets.

Then, in the dark, her voice came out soft. Barely more than a breath.

“Blake.”

She said it again, quieter this time. Not a moan. Not a fantasy.

A confession.

Her fingers moved faster. Her back arched. She came hard, sharp, everything inside her tightening, clenching, then flooding with release. The name echoed in her head.

Not Jason’s.

Never Jason’s.


CHAPTER FIVE




The hum of power tools buzzed through the open kitchen window.

Stacy paused, her hands still damp from rinsing a glass, and tilted her head toward the sound. It was low and rhythmic—something grinding against wood. Every few seconds, it stopped, followed by a loud thud, then a pause. Then it started again.

She knew exactly where it was coming from.

Blake’s backyard.

The heat was already pressing in through the open screen door. Midday sun turned the patio into a glowing sheet of light. The air shimmered above the concrete. Somewhere behind the fence, he was working—again. Probably shirtless. Probably sweating.

Her heart started to thump harder just from the thought.

She wiped her hands on a towel and opened the fridge. Her eyes scanned for something, anything. An excuse. A reason to walk over. She found a half-pitcher of lemonade, still cold. She pulled it out and poured a glass, watching the ice clink against the sides.

She stood for a long moment with the glass in her hand, barefoot on the tile floor, staring out at the side gate.

The sound of the tool stopped. Then came the deeper sound of a hammer hitting wood.

Her fingers tightened around the glass.

A few minutes later, she stepped outside, glass in hand, robe tied tighter than necessary. The heat wrapped around her instantly. Her skin already damp from the humidity.

She moved slowly toward the side gate. Then paused. “Blake?” she called.

A moment passed.

Then his voice, from behind the fence—rough, warm, close.

“It’s open.”

She hesitated just long enough to make it look like she might turn back.

Then she didn’t.

The gate creaked as she pushed it open, the hinges stiff from sun and time.

Blake was bent over near the back fence, hammer in one hand, a wooden post propped against his knee. His back flexed with every movement—wide, defined, damp with sweat. He didn’t look up at first, but she knew he’d heard her.

The yard was simple, open. A few tools scattered in the grass, a cooler half-buried in shade, an old folding chair leaning against the side of the house. The sun was unforgiving, pouring down like heat was a punishment.

She stepped closer, her bare feet brushing the edge of the grass.

He stood then, wiping the sweat from his brow with the inside of his arm. Shirtless, of course. His chest glistened, stomach tight and ridged, shorts riding low on his hips. There was sawdust on his arms. A smear of dirt above his waistband. He looked like work. Real work. The kind that left your muscles aching and your skin raw.

His eyes dragged over her body, not fast, not polite.

She held the glass out.

“Thought you might want this,” she said, her voice steadier than she expected.

Blake took it without replying. His fingers brushed hers—warm, rough, heavy. He didn’t look at the glass.

He looked at her mouth.

Then her chest.

Then back up.

He drank the lemonade in three slow gulps, the sound of ice clicking against the glass, his throat moving thickly with each swallow. A drop escaped the rim and rolled down his chin, onto his chest, where it disappeared into the curve between his pecs.

Stacy’s breath caught, and she knew he saw it.

He handed the empty glass back.

“You always walk around in that robe?” he asked.

Her lips curved, barely.

“Only when I know someone’s watching.”

Blake didn’t laugh. He didn’t even smirk.

He just turned and walked to the shaded side of the yard, toward a patched-together section of patio with a folding chair and a plastic cooler. He pulled the chair upright and nodded toward it without speaking.

She followed.

The heat wrapped around her shoulders like a second robe. The lemonade glass felt suddenly too cold in her hand, her skin already damp beneath the thin fabric of her clothes.

He popped the cooler open and pulled out a water bottle. Cracked the seal. Took a long drink. His eyes never left her.

She sat.

Carefully. Slowly. Legs crossed, one ankle swinging gently in the air as she leaned back, robe parting just enough to reveal the edge of her shorts and the skin above her thighs. She could feel him watching. Not pretending to look away. Not acting coy or distracted.

Just watching.

Her body reacted immediately.

She shifted in the chair, subtly adjusting her weight, her thighs pressing tighter together. The sudden awareness of how wet she already was made her swallow hard.

She let her gaze wander across the yard, not speaking. Her heart thudded heavy in her chest. Every breath felt warmer than the one before. Every inch of her skin was aware of the way his body loomed just a few steps away.

And when she finally looked back at him⁠—

He was still staring.

She didn’t flinch when he came closer.

The chair creaked slightly as she shifted, feeling his presence at her back before he even touched her. His shadow fell across her legs, and the heat of his body moved in behind her like a wall. She didn’t breathe.

Then his hands landed on her shoulders.

Large, warm palms. Rough in all the right ways. He didn’t ask. Didn’t speak. Just started to rub—slow, steady circles across the tight muscles near her neck, the edge of his thumbs sliding across her collarbone where the robe had slipped open.

Her head tilted forward without meaning to.

She let out a breath that was almost a moan.

Blake’s hands moved lower. Down her arms, over the short sleeves of the robe, then back up—more pressure this time. He leaned in just slightly, enough that she could feel the air from his mouth near her ear, and the sound of his breath sent a ripple through her belly.

His thumbs slid down the sides of her ribs, just beneath the curve of her breasts.

Stacy’s breath hitched. She was trembling now. Not from fear. Not from surprise.

From permission.

She could stop it.

She didn’t.

His hands paused at her waist. Stayed there. His thumbs dug gently into the soft curve just above the band of her shorts.

They stayed that way—silent, hot, completely aware of how far it had already gone.

How much further it could go.

She reached behind her.

Slowly. Deliberately.

Her fingers found the edge of his shorts, brushed the skin just above the waistband, then slid lower until her palm rested over the thick shape pressing hard beneath the fabric.

He sucked in a breath through his teeth. Didn’t move.

Her hand cupped him fully. She squeezed.

Not hard. Not teasing. Just enough to feel him. To know what she had in her hand. Her thumb dragged along the ridge of his cock, still hidden, but not for long if she kept touching him like that.

Blake leaned forward slightly, one hand gripping the back of the chair. His groan came out low, deep, like it had been waiting behind his teeth for days.

She smiled, even as her thighs clenched together under the robe.

His body was tense above her. Wanting. Waiting.

She turned her head just enough for her mouth to brush the inside of his arm. Then she let go of him, hand falling back to her lap, chest rising fast beneath the robe.

“Not yet,” she whispered.

He didn’t argue.

He stepped back.

Stacy stood slowly, legs shaky, heartbeat pounding in her ears. Her hand was still tingling, her pussy soaked. She walked past him, heading for the gate, not daring to look over her shoulder.

She didn’t have to.

She could feel his eyes on her the whole way out.


CHAPTER SIX




The water was almost too hot when she stepped in.

It hit her shoulders like a wall, pouring down her back in a steady, blistering stream that turned the glass foggy within seconds. She tilted her head down and let the spray run through her hair, eyes closed, breathing slow.

She told herself it was to reset.

To rinse him off her.

To get back to normal.

But the second she touched the loofah to her skin, she knew that wasn’t going to happen.

Her body was too aware. Too alive. Every inch of her burned with a leftover charge she couldn’t scrub away. Blake’s hands had barely touched her—just her shoulders, her ribs, her hips—but her body had memorized every second of it. She could feel the weight of him still lingering in her muscles.

She let the loofah drop and pressed both palms to the wall.

The sound of the water echoed against tile. Her chest rose and fell faster now. She tried to stay still, to let the heat work it out of her system. But the moment she closed her eyes again, she saw him.

Standing behind her.

His arms sliding around her waist, pulling her back into him, his chest pressed to her soaked skin. That heat. That smell. That rough breath against her ear.

Stacy bit her lip and exhaled hard through her nose.

She wasn’t supposed to want this. But it didn’t matter.

She wanted it anyway.

And it was getting harder and harder to pretend she didn’t.

Stacy stepped out of the shower dripping and flushed, her skin pink from the heat. She didn’t dry off right away—just stood there in front of the mirror, towel wrapped low around her chest, water beading along her thighs.

Her phone buzzed on the bathroom counter.

It was Jason, calling her on FaceTime.

Her breath caught. She hesitated for a second, glancing at her reflection—wet, flushed, still breathing a little too hard.

She answered.

The screen lit up with Jason’s face. He was in bed, propped up on one elbow, hair messy, bare chest half in shadow.

“Holy shit,” he said, grinning. “Did I catch you at a bad time?”

“That depends,” she said, lips curling. “What exactly are you hoping to catch?”

Jason exhaled slowly. “You’re wrapped in a towel. Your skin’s wet. That’s either the best coincidence of my life or you knew I was about to call.”

“I didn’t know,” she said, moving the phone just slightly, enough to show the curve of her shoulder and the slope of one breast, still damp.

He groaned immediately. “Jesus, baby.”

She smirked, walking to the bed. “What?”

“You’re trying to kill me. That’s what. Do you know what I’ve been thinking about all damn day?”

“I have a few guesses.”

He adjusted the phone in his hand, showing the way his free hand slid down his stomach beneath the sheets. “I miss your mouth. I miss your thighs. I miss that sound you make when I go down on you and don’t let you come right away.”

Stacy’s knees went weak.

She sat on the bed, crossing her legs slowly. “You mean the one where I beg?”

Jason groaned again. “Yeah. That one. I want to hear it.”

She brought the phone closer to her lips. “You’re gonna have to work for it.”

Jason pushed the sheet off his chest, and the camera slipped lower. His hand was already moving beneath the waistband of his briefs, slow and deliberate.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said, voice low, tight with need. “I couldn’t focus in meetings. I had to sit there pretending I wasn’t hard the whole damn time.”

Stacy bit her lip. “Poor baby.”

He laughed. “You think it’s funny? My wife’s at home dripping wet and moaning into the phone, and I’m stuck jacking off in a fucking hotel?”

“You’re not jacking off yet,” she said. “I haven’t given you permission.”

Jason’s eyes flared. “Is that how it is now?”

“Maybe.”

He tugged his briefs down, just enough to wrap his hand around his cock. He was already fully hard. Thick. Veins raised.

“You know what gets me off more than anything right now?” he said. “Thinking about someone else seeing you like this. Knowing how bad they’d want you. How desperate they’d be to taste you.”

Her breath hitched.

“Tell me,” he said. “Did someone look at you today? I want to know.”

Stacy smirked, towel slipping a little lower.

“Maybe.”

Jason’s hand moved faster. His voice dropped into a growl. “Tell me what he saw.”

“He saw me standing in the yard,” she said. “In nothing but a robe. He watched me bring him lemonade.”

“That all?”

“He stared at my chest the whole time. Didn’t even pretend not to.”

Jason’s jaw clenched. “Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

His eyes burned into the screen. “Fuck. If I was there, I’d take that same towel you’re wearing and tie your wrists to the bed.”

“Oh yeah?”

“I’d spread your legs, make you drip all over the sheets, and tell him to watch.”

Stacy gasped.

Jason stroked himself harder. “I want him to see what I get to fuck. I want him to jerk off while I eat your pussy.”

She moaned, thighs pressing together.

“I want you to make noise, Stacy. Loud enough for him to hear through the walls. Loud enough that he knows you’re not his.”

She swallowed thickly.

Jason stared straight into the screen. “But I’d let him taste you. Just once. If you begged.”

Stacy’s toes curled.

“You’d let him fuck me?”

Jason didn’t blink. “If you promised to tell me every damn second of it.”

Stacy slid back onto the bed, towel falling open across her stomach, her skin still warm and slick from the shower.

“Show me,” Jason said, his voice husky now, the sound of his stroking audible through the line.

She angled the phone toward her chest, letting him see the curve of her breasts as she dragged one hand slowly down her body, over her stomach, between her thighs.

“You want to watch me fuck myself?” she whispered.

Jason groaned. “Yeah, baby. I want to watch you get messy for me.”

She pulled her panties to the side. The fabric stuck, soaked. Her fingers slipped through the wetness with no resistance. She circled her clit once, slow and lazy, keeping her eyes on the screen—but in her head, it wasn’t Jason watching her.

It was Blake.

She imagined him standing at the edge of the bed, arms crossed, smirking down at her. His rough hands still on her shoulders, his fingers digging into her sides. His voice in her ear, low and filthy.

Jason moaned through the phone. “You’re so fucking wet. Are you thinking about him?”

She hesitated.

Then let out a soft, “Yes.”

He stroked harder. “Good girl.”

She spread her legs wider. “He stood behind me today. Put his hands on my hips.”

Jason’s breathing changed.

“And I let him.”

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Keep going.”

She pushed two fingers inside herself and arched her back, moaning louder now. She tilted the phone just enough for him to see the way her stomach clenched, her legs trembled, her hand worked deeper.

“Did he make you this wet?” Jason asked.

“He didn’t have to,” she gasped. “I already was.”

“Say his name.”

She paused, her voice catching.

“Say it,” Jason said again. “You’re not gonna break me. I want to hear it.”

She pressed her fingers deeper, breath ragged.

“Blake.”

Jason moaned. “That’s it. Keep saying it while you come.”

“Blake—fuck—Blake⁠—”

Her body tensed, back arching, orgasm crashing over her fast and uncontrollable. She was loud. She didn’t hold back. She let Jason hear it all.

And in her mind, Blake never looked away.

Jason came seconds after she did, groaning her name into the speaker, his breath heavy and fast. She watched his body tense on the screen, his stomach muscles pulling tight, hand gripping himself hard as he spilled across his chest.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, eyes fluttering shut for a moment. “I’m not gonna survive this week.”

Stacy let out a soft laugh, still catching her breath, her hand resting between her legs.

On the other end of the line, Jason looked up at her again, his eyes soft now, face flushed.

“I meant what I said,” he murmured. “If it ever happens—if you want it to—I want to hear about it. All of it.”

She nodded, slow and wordless.

“Whatever you do with him,” he added, “I still want to be the one you come home to.”

Her chest ached. But not in a bad way.

“Okay,” she whispered.

They stayed on the line a little longer, the silence this time less charged, more intimate. A shared secret. A promise neither of them quite understood yet.

Eventually, he said he needed to clean up and call it a night.

“Goodnight, baby.”

“Goodnight,” she whispered.

The screen went black.

Stacy set the phone aside and leaned back against the pillows, her towel bunched around her hips, her chest bare, her thighs still open and slick.

The room was quiet again. But it didn’t feel empty.

She wasn’t guilty.

She was still wet.

And she wasn’t done.


CHAPTER SEVEN




The light through the blinds was soft, early, golden.

Stacy rolled over in bed, hair tangled across her face, the sheets twisted around her waist. Her skin was warm with sleep, thighs pressed together under the covers, her body still humming from the night before.

She blinked at the screen of her phone, still glowing dimly on the nightstand.

[6:42 AM] Jason:

Still thinking about last night. Can’t stop.

Her heart fluttered. She opened the message, rereading it, and then saw the second one.

[6:58 AM] Jason:

Don’t wait for me.

She stared at that one longer.

It didn’t come with a winky face or a follow-up. No emoji to soften it. No question mark. Just that—five words that sat heavy in her chest and warm between her legs.

Don’t wait for me.

It wasn’t just permission. It was something else. A push. A challenge. An open door she wasn’t sure either of them could close again.

She lay there for a moment, phone resting on her chest, pulse rising. She thought about calling him. Thought about letting the conversation die where it was.

But then she tapped his name and hit “Call.”

The phone rang twice.

He picked up with no hello.

Jason’s voice was thick with sleep. Or maybe something else.

“I meant it,” he said. No greeting. No hesitation.

Stacy lay back against the pillows, the phone pressed tight to her ear.

“You meant… what exactly?”

“That text,” he said. “All of it. I don’t want you to wait.”

She swallowed. “You want me to fuck him.”

“I want you to fuck him,” he said. “But I don’t want you to sneak around about it. I want you to tell me. In detail. While it’s happening, if you can.”

She breathed out slowly, chest rising.

“You’re serious.”

“Stacy,” he said, his voice low and level, “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you saying his name while your fingers were inside you. You think I can pretend that didn’t happen?”

She said nothing.

He went on. “You think I don’t know where this is heading? You’re gonna fuck him. The only question is whether you tell me when you do it.”

A pause.

“And I want you to.”

Stacy shifted, one hand sliding beneath the sheet, instinctively resting between her thighs. She wasn’t touching herself. Not yet.

But she would be.

“Say it again,” she whispered.

Jason didn’t hesitate.

“I want you to fuck him.”

Her breath caught.

“I want you to let him grab your hips. I want you to let him hear the noises you make for me. I want him to make you come. Hard. Loud.”

She bit her lip. “You want him inside me?”

“Yeah. I want him buried so deep you’re still leaking when I come home.”

Her hand moved lower.

He heard it in her silence.

Jason’s voice dropped another octave. “Touching yourself?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Keep going. Think about him.”

She did.

She already was.

Her fingers slowed, still resting over her panties, breath caught in the back of her throat.

“Jason,” she said, voice softer now, more cautious. “Are you really… okay with this?”

He didn’t answer right away.

The silence stretched just long enough to make her heart twist.

Then he spoke—clear, steady, honest.

“No,” he said. “I’ll never be okay with it.”

Her chest tightened.

“But that’s why I want it,” he added.

Stacy blinked. “What?”

“The fact that it makes my stomach twist? That it makes me want to fight for you, even when you’re already mine? That’s what makes it hot.” His voice was calm, measured. “I’m not turned on because it’s safe. I’m turned on because it’s dangerous.”

She closed her eyes.

He continued. “I want you to let him have you. Because when you come back to me, I want to know that you chose it. That you didn’t need me to be the only one. You just wanted me to be the one you stay with.”

Stacy’s heart was thudding.

“I don’t want rules,” Jason said. “I just want the truth. If you’re going to fuck him, I want you to say it. I want to hear it. I want it to burn a little.”

Her breath hitched.

“You want to suffer?” she asked.

“I want to want it so bad it hurts.”

Her hand moved again, slow and wet beneath the sheets.

“Then you’re gonna get what you want,” she whispered.

Neither of them spoke for a moment.

Stacy’s fingers were still moving, slower now, slick with arousal. Jason’s breath filled the phone again, not frantic, not urgent—just steady. Like he’d finally settled into something he’d been circling for a long time.

“You don’t need to plan it,” he said. “You don’t need to warn me.”

Stacy let out a breath through parted lips. “What do I need to do?”

“Just don’t lie to me. When it happens, I want to know. The truth, all of it.”

She swallowed. “And if it doesn’t happen?”

“It will.”

Her hips lifted slightly at the certainty in his voice. She didn’t argue.

“You’re already halfway there,” Jason continued. “He’s touched you. You’ve thought about him while I was inside you. I’d bet money he’s thinking about you right now.”

She pressed her hand harder, her body tingling.

“You want me to let it happen,” she whispered.

“I want you to enjoy it.”

Her breath hitched.

“I want you to tell me if he makes you come harder than I do.”

“He won’t.”

Jason laughed softly. “He might.”

She moaned.

He heard it. “Don’t come yet.”

“I won’t.”

“When it happens,” he said, “I want you to look him in the eyes and think about me. Think about me watching. Think about what I’m going to do to you after.”

Her body clenched.

“I’ll tell you everything,” she whispered.

“I know.”

He paused, then added, quieter this time. “And afterward… when it’s over… I want to be the one who makes you come again.”

“You will.”
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The sun was high by the time she opened the sliding glass door. Birds were chirping and butterflies fluttered across the rich, green grass.

The heat hit her bare legs first, wrapping around her body like it had been waiting. She wore a tight tank top now, no bra underneath, and a pair of loose cotton shorts that swayed with every step. No underwear. Her skin was still warm from earlier, lips swollen from too much touching, body primed and humming.

She didn’t walk quickly.

She let her bare feet move slow across the stone patio, each step deliberate, each movement meant to be seen.

Blake was out there—same spot as always—holding a garden hose, water arcing lazily across his yard. Shirtless. Sunglasses. The sun glinting off his shoulders. He was glistening with sweat again, his shorts hanging low on his hips.

He saw her the moment she stepped into view.

He didn’t stop what he was doing. Didn’t wave.

Just stared.

She walked to the fence.

He turned off the hose, letting it drop to the ground, and leaned one arm on the top of the wood slats separating their yards.

“Tough to stay cool in weather like this,” he said.

Her lips curled. “Depends what’s heating you up.”

Blake tilted his head. “You offering a solution?”

“Maybe I’m the problem,” she said.

“You are,” he said flatly. “Definitely are.”

She smiled, eyes dancing. “Think you can handle it?”

“I’ve been handling it. That’s the problem.”

Stacy looked him up and down. “You look hot.”

“I am hot.”

“I could help with that.”

Blake didn’t move. “Then help.”

Her heart kicked harder. Her nipples were already hard under her tank, and she knew he could see them. She wasn’t even pretending to be subtle anymore.

“You’re not gonna stop, are you?” she asked, stepping a little closer.

He shook his head. “You don’t want me to.”

Her voice dropped. “What if my husband finds out?”

He leaned in a little closer, voice steady. “What if he already has?”

That sent a rush of heat through her spine. She stood still, blinking, throat dry.

Blake’s gaze didn’t waver.

Then she turned.

Said nothing.

Walked back to the house with her ass swaying, knowing he was watching every step.

This time, she didn’t close the door.

She left it open just a few inches.

Just enough.


CHAPTER EIGHT




She tried folding laundry. Twice.

First the towels, then the shirts. She stacked them neatly, rearranged them, then left them sitting in a basket by the stairs. Every time she touched the soft fabric, her mind drifted. Her hands paused. Her thighs pressed together.

Her whole body felt like it had been turned inside out since she walked back from that fence.

She made herself a cup of tea, forgot it on the counter. Tried to clean the kitchen, ended up just staring out the window. Blake wasn’t in the yard anymore, but his presence still clung to the air like sweat—sticky, hot, impossible to shake off.

The way he said it.

“What if he already has?”

It hadn’t left her head once.

She walked slowly through the house, barefoot, tank top sticking to the small of her back. The coolness of the hardwood wasn’t enough to ground her.

Her phone was on the coffee table. She picked it up just to check the time—then noticed the back door was still slightly open.

Unlocked.

She hadn’t touched it since.

A weird flutter passed through her chest. Not fear. Not excitement, exactly. Something in between. Something hotter. A little darker.

She thought about what she would do if she turned the corner and he was just… there. Inside. Waiting. She imagined that first second—the look in his eyes, the way her breath would catch, the moment her mouth would open but no words would come out.

She didn’t know if she’d stop him.

She didn’t know if she wanted to.

The buzz of her phone made her flinch.

She was still in the living room, one hand resting on the back of the couch, her body humming with leftover tension. Her skin felt too warm. Her mouth was dry. When she turned the phone over, her thumb hesitated before she looked at the screen.

Blake: Now?

Just that.

No punctuation. No emoji. No attempt to dress it up.

Stacy stared at it, a hundred thoughts running through her mind in a single rush.

What if Jason calls?

What if Blake doesn’t stop?

What if she can’t stop?

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.

She didn’t ask if he was serious. She didn’t ask what he meant. She already knew.

Stacy: Gate’s open.

The second she sent it, her breath caught. She put the phone down. Didn’t double check it. Didn’t walk to the window. Didn’t run upstairs to fix her hair or change her shirt. Her tank top was wrinkled. Her shorts were thin. She didn’t care.

She stood still, heart thudding in her chest like it was trying to tell her something. But her body wasn’t listening.

She walked toward the back hallway and leaned her shoulder lightly against the wall. The house was quiet. Her breath was not.

He was going to come in.

She knew it.

And she wasn’t going to stop him.

The door creaked open.

She heard it from the hallway—slow, deliberate, followed by the sound of the door easing shut again. No slam. No footsteps yet. Just air shifting. Her pulse pounded harder with each second.

Then—footsteps. Soft but heavy.

He didn’t call her name. Didn’t say hello.

Blake walked in like he belonged there.

And when he stepped into the hallway, there she was—waiting for him, tank top clinging to her chest, lips parted, eyes wide. Her back was already close to the wall.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t say a word.

He crossed the space between them in two steps and pressed her body flat against the wall, his hand sliding around her waist, the other gripping the side of her neck as his mouth crashed into hers.

The kiss was hard. Wet. Like he’d been thinking about it for days—and from the way he groaned when she moaned into his mouth, he had.

He didn’t give her time to catch up. His mouth left hers, dragging down her jaw, teeth scraping lightly over her skin before finding the edge of her neck.

“You answer the door like that for all your neighbors?” he growled against her throat.

Stacy gasped, hips arching into his. “Only the ones I fantasize about.”

Blake laughed, breath hot against her skin. “You fantasize about me?”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “You have no idea.”

His hand slid lower, gripping her ass hard, pulling her hips against him. She felt his cock through his shorts—thick and already hard—and whimpered before she could stop herself.

“I think I do now,” he said.

She pulled his mouth back to hers, kissing him deeper this time, more control in it. Her hands went to his chest, then down his stomach, fingertips tracing the edge of his waistband.

He grabbed both of her wrists, pinning them lightly against the wall above her head.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” he muttered. “I’ve jerked off to it. Right there in my window. Wondering what your pussy tastes like when you’re bent over in that fucking robe.”

She moaned—loud.

“I thought about knocking,” he went on, dragging his mouth over her collarbone. “I almost didn’t. I figured if I waited long enough, you’d come to me.”

“You’re cocky,” she gasped.

He pressed his thigh between hers. “You’re wet.”

Her eyes fluttered closed.

“You want me to stop?” he asked, voice rough, his lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“No,” she breathed.

“You want me to fuck you right here?” His hand moved to her waistband. “Back against the wall? Legs open? You want to drip down my cock while your husband’s in some hotel thinking about you?”

She whimpered. “Fuck.”

“Say it,” Blake growled. “Say you want my cock.”

“I want your cock.”

He kissed her again, deep and filthy, his hands already sliding under the waistband of her shorts.

Blake’s hand slipped beneath the thin fabric of her shorts, dragging the waistband lower until it rested just above the swell of her ass. His fingers pressed into her skin, firm and possessive, not shy about where he wanted to go next.

Stacy’s breath trembled in her throat.

“You’ve been thinking about this?” she asked, voice low, lips brushing his jaw.

Blake’s eyes met hers. Dark. Starving.

“Every fucking day.”

She arched her hips forward, letting her thighs part just enough to feel him between them again.

“Tell me,” she whispered.

He dragged his lips down her throat. “You want to hear it?”

“Yeah.”

“I imagine you on your knees. Wet, messy, looking up at me with that mouth open like you need it.”

Her fingers clawed lightly down his chest, lips parted.

“I imagine bending you over your couch while you’re still on the phone with your husband,” he continued, mouth hot against her ear. “Hearing you moan his name while my cock’s inside you.”

She gasped. “God, that’s filthy.”

“Say you like it.”

“I fucking love it.”

Blake slid his hand lower, until he was cupping her pussy over her shorts. His palm pressed hard—she was soaked.

“You wore these just for me,” he muttered.

“I didn’t wear anything under them,” she whispered.

He groaned.

“Tell me what you’d do if I let you take them off,” she said, voice trembling but steady. “Right now.”

“I’d drop to my knees,” Blake growled, lips against her neck. “I’d eat your pussy until your legs gave out. I’d bury my face between those thighs until you begged me to stop.”

She moaned into his mouth when he kissed her again—sloppier this time, needier.

“I’d make you come,” he said. “Again. And again. And again. Then I’d bend you over this wall and fuck you until your voice broke.”

Stacy couldn’t breathe.

Her mind wasn’t screaming no. Her body wasn’t pulling away.

Everything inside her said: You want this. Take it.

But something still held her back. Not fear. Not guilt.

Control.

Her own.

His fingers found the edge of her panties and slid beneath.

Stacy sucked in a sharp breath, her head falling back against the wall as his hand moved lower, the pads of his fingers gliding over soaked, swollen skin.

“Fuck,” Blake muttered under his breath. “You’re dripping.”

She didn’t deny it. She couldn’t.

His fingertips teased her slit, barely touching, then circled her clit in slow, confident motions that made her knees buckle. She braced herself with one hand on his chest, the other gripping the side of his neck.

Her hips started moving on instinct, grinding against his palm, chasing pressure.

He leaned in closer, his voice tight. “You want me to fuck you right now, don’t you?”

She bit her lip.

“Say it.”

“I want—” Her voice caught. “I want your fingers inside me.”

He didn’t wait. His hand shifted, pressing against her entrance.

But as the tip of his finger started to push in, she stopped him. Her hand wrapped around his wrist—not hard, not rejecting—just enough to hold him there.

He froze.

Their eyes met.

“Not yet,” she said, voice breathless.

It wasn’t a refusal. It was a pause.

Her thighs were trembling. Her pulse was out of control. She was wetter than she’d ever been, her pussy clenching with nothing inside her. And still, she stopped him.

Not to punish.

To savor.

Blake’s jaw was clenched. His cock strained against his shorts, visibly pulsing.

“You’re killing me,” he growled.

She kissed him slow this time—deep, wet, a little cruel.

Then pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips.

“I’m going to let you. Just not yet.”

He groaned, forehead dropping to hers, his breath ragged.

“You better mean that.”

“I do.”

She slipped out from under him slowly, her body still on fire. Her panties stuck between her legs as she pulled her shorts back up.

“You leaving me like this?” he asked, glancing down at the bulge in his shorts.

“Uh-huh.”

She walked away, hips swaying. “And you’re gonna think about it all night.”

“Fucking tease.”

She looked back over her shoulder.

“Next time,” she said, “I won’t stop you.”

Then she disappeared into the hallway, heart still racing.


CHAPTER NINE




The house was too quiet, but the outside world wasn’t.

Through the open kitchen window came a layered hum of life—birds chirping in the trees, a neighbor’s sprinkler clicking rhythmically, bees drifting lazily through the air as if even they were drunk on the heat.

It was summer in full bloom, and everything was moving slowly. Except her.

Stacy wiped the same countertop three times in a row. Her feet were bare against the cool tile, her robe loose, slipping off one shoulder. Underneath, just panties. She told herself she was comfortable. That it was too hot for anything else.

That was a lie.

She kept glancing at the back door.

It was closed now. Locked, even. After the last time, she’d turned the bolt just to see how it felt. Whether it made her heart settle.

It didn’t.

Every time she walked past the door, she imagined the handle turning. Imagined him slipping in without a word. Imagined what it would feel like to be caught mid-motion—bending over the sink, reaching for the floor, unaware until she felt him behind her.

Her stomach tightened.

She picked up the sponge again and started scrubbing nothing in particular. The breeze pushed through the screen and fluttered the hem of her robe against the backs of her thighs. The scent of outside drifted in—fresh-cut grass, sun-warmed wood, a faint trace of something smoky from a grill two houses down.

And then she heard it.

The door opening.

Not knocking. Not tapping. Not a call of her name.

Just the creak of the handle, the quiet shudder of the screen door easing inward, and then the unmistakable sound of it clicking shut behind someone.

Her spine straightened.

She didn’t turn around.

Her fingers gripped the counter. Her breathing changed.

She didn’t need to look.

She already knew it was him.

The ceiling fan turned slowly overhead, stirring the air just enough to lift the edge of her robe.

Stacy stood at the sink, pretending to rinse a glass she didn’t need to wash. Her heart thudded. Her breath caught. The second the door clicked shut, the entire temperature of the room changed. Not colder. Heavier. Thicker.

She didn’t turn around. She didn’t have to.

She could smell him.

Blake’s scent was always the same—sun, sweat, sawdust, something deeper under it all. Leather maybe. Or cedar. It was the kind of smell that didn’t come from a bottle. It came from his skin, from whatever life he lived outside her walls. It made her thighs tense.

He moved quietly behind her, but his presence filled the space completely. Her pulse kicked faster when she heard the soft scuff of his boots on the tile. She closed her eyes.

Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric of her robe.

He didn’t speak. Not yet.

He stepped close enough for her to feel the heat of his chest behind her back. His breath touched the edge of her shoulder. Her skin prickled.

Then his hand—light, firm—slid around her waist and rested just above her hip.

She exhaled, shaky. Her body melted into the counter, into him.

“Smells like sugar in here,” he murmured against her ear. “Or maybe that’s just you.”

She swallowed hard.

“You always smell this sweet in the morning, or is it because you know I’m coming over?”

She found her voice, barely.

“I was trying to distract myself.”

“Didn’t work.”

“No,” she whispered.

He lowered his mouth to her neck and breathed her in.

“You smell like skin and sex,” he muttered. “And maybe a little guilt.”

Her whole body clenched at that.

He leaned closer, his chest brushing the thin layer of fabric across her back. She felt the soft cotton of his shirt. The rough texture of his jeans. The hard press of his cock, already straining against the front of them.

Her mouth went dry.

“You thinking about me again?” he asked.

“I haven’t stopped.”

He brushed her hair away from her shoulder and kissed the back of her neck.

“Good,” he said. “Because I don’t stop thinking about you. Every time I close my eyes, I see you standing at that fucking fence.”

Her hand clenched around the edge of the counter.

His other hand slid lower, fingers drifting toward the curve of her ass.

“I wanted to push you down in the grass,” he growled, lips against her ear. “Hike that robe up and make you scream for me.”

Stacy moaned softly, biting her lip to keep the sound inside.

He pressed a kiss behind her ear.

“You gonna let me touch you this time?”

She nodded, almost desperate.

But she still didn’t turn around.

She didn’t need to see him.

She needed to feel him.

His hands moved like he already knew the layout of her body.

He slid them over her waist, down the gentle swell of her hips, slow and greedy. Her robe had loosened, and the warm fan-stirred air made the gap at her back widen just enough. His thumbs slipped beneath the fabric, tracing the bare skin beneath.

“Fuck, your skin,” he whispered. “You’re soft everywhere.”

His breath was hotter now, heavier. It landed on her shoulder and rolled down her spine. She could smell him—stronger now. A mix of sweat from the walk over, the faded remnants of some masculine cologne—spice and earth and something cheap but raw. Honest. It clung to his chest and neck and filled her senses as he leaned in.

He kissed the space just below her ear, then dragged his mouth lower, letting his tongue flick once across the top of her shoulder.

“You smell like warm sugar,” he muttered. “Like something I want to ruin.”

She whimpered.

“You like that?” he said.

She nodded, her hands still braced against the counter.

“Good girl.”

His right hand slipped down between her thighs, palming her over the thin fabric of her panties. She was soaked. He groaned against her ear.

“Jesus,” he breathed. “I haven’t even touched you yet and you’re dripping.”

“You keep talking like that,” she managed, “and I’m gonna come without you even getting inside me.”

His teeth grazed her neck.

“You want me inside you?”

She nodded again, barely able to speak.

He slipped his hand beneath her panties and dragged his fingers along her slit, slow and firm, dipping just enough to feel the heat inside.

“You’re throbbing,” he said. “Your pussy’s fucking begging for it.”

She gasped, her knees buckling slightly.

He caught her with his other hand, held her steady.

“I could bend you over right now,” he whispered. “Slide my cock inside you. Make you come so hard your husband hears it from three states away.”

She moaned loudly, unable to stop it.

“I want you to,” she said. “God, I want you to.”

But she didn’t move.

She didn’t open her legs wider.

And he didn’t push.

Not yet.

Blake’s fingers dipped deeper.

Two of them slid through her folds, slow and hot, spreading her wetness. The sound of it—slick, obscene—filled the silence between them, mixing with the distant chirping of birds and the low hum of the ceiling fan spinning above.

Stacy’s thighs trembled.

“I thought about this last night,” he murmured, lips dragging along her neck. “Lying in bed, hand on my cock, imagining your legs shaking just like this. You touching yourself. Right here. In this kitchen.”

“I did,” she gasped, pressing back into him. “I touched myself right here.”

That made him growl.

“Fuck. You thinking about me while your fingers were inside you?”

She nodded, eyes squeezed shut, lips parted.

He pulled his hand away suddenly. Her breath caught.

“Turn around.”

She turned, back to the counter now, her chest rising and falling in fast, shallow pulls.

Blake stared at her—hair a mess, cheeks flushed, robe clinging to damp skin. She was wrecked, and he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

He gripped her hips and lifted her effortlessly, setting her up on the cool granite countertop with her legs spread wide.

The tile stung the back of her thighs.

He didn’t care.

Neither did she.

He dropped to his knees in front of her, hands dragging her panties down, inch by inch. He kept his eyes on hers the whole time.

“These need to go,” he said. “I want to taste you.”

Her breath shuddered.

“Gonna have you moaning so loud the whole fucking neighborhood knows who this pussy belongs to.”

Her panties hit the floor.

He leaned in, mouth so close she could feel the heat of it against her soaked slit.

“You want that?” he whispered. “You want me to bury my tongue in you until you can’t fucking see straight?”

“Yes,” she panted. “Yes—yes, please.”

He growled and gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, about to dive in.

But something pulled at her.

The pressure. The moment. The edge of something real and irreversible.

Her hand found his hair—and tugged.

“Wait.”

His head snapped up. Lips parted. Chest heaving.

“You stopping me again?” he asked, voice tight with restraint.

She didn’t answer at first. Just looked down at him. The sight of him between her legs, jaw clenched, ready to devour her—it made her wetter than she could stand.

But still… she nodded.

“Not yet.”

His nostrils flared. His hands tightened on her thighs.

“You keep saying that like it’s a game.”

“It’s not,” she whispered. “It’s torture.”

“For both of us,” he growled.

“I know.”

He exhaled hard through his nose, then kissed her inner thigh—slow and hungry.

“You’re gonna break soon,” he said. “I can feel it.”

She looked down at him, barely able to breathe. “Maybe I want to.”

Blake didn’t move right away.

Still on his knees, still between her open thighs, he looked up at her with a heat that felt almost punishing. His hands stayed on her legs—firm, unmoving—thumbs dragging slow circles against her inner thighs, right above the place she ached the most.

“I can smell you,” he said, voice low, nearly guttural. “You’re fucking leaking, Stacy.”

She shivered.

The cool air from the ceiling fan above mixed with the heat of his breath below, her robe now useless, fallen open across her body like she’d been peeled. Her nipples stood tight, flushed and sensitive, brushing lightly against the humid air every time her chest rose.

He leaned in—close enough for his lips to hover just above her slit.

Close enough for his breath to ghost over slick, swollen skin.

She gasped.

He didn’t kiss her there. Not yet.

Instead, he moved his mouth to her thigh, dragged his tongue slowly up her skin, letting the tip circle just below the crease of her hip.

She whimpered.

“You want my mouth, don’t you?” he whispered, lips brushing the edge of where she needed him most.

“Yes,” she breathed.

“I want to bury my face in you. Lick you until your voice cracks. Hold your thighs wide open and make you come with your pussy on my tongue.”

Her hips jerked forward.

“I’ll fucking taste your soul, Stacy.”

His words hit like a jolt between her legs.

And still, he didn’t go lower.

He kissed her inner thigh again—then again, higher this time—tongue teasing, lips pulling at her skin.

She could feel the edge of his stubble scraping gently, sending electric shocks through her as he hovered just centimeters from her clit.

Her breath trembled.

“You feel that?” he asked, his voice so low it was almost dangerous. “That ache building up in your belly?”

“Yes,” she whispered. Her thighs tensed around him, instinctively trying to pull him closer.

“That’s mine,” he said. “You gave it to me the second you left that fucking door unlocked.”

Then he kissed her—hard—on the mound just above her slit, slow and possessive, open-mouthed and hungry. She moaned and rocked her hips into his face, nearly losing balance on the counter.

But he pulled away before his tongue touched her properly.

She cried out. “Blake⁠—”

He stood. Slowly.

His body filled her vision again—tall, sweating, cock visibly straining against his jeans. He was breathing hard now too, jaw clenched tight, eyes locked on hers like she was the only goddamn thing in the world.

He grabbed her chin and held her gaze.

“Next time,” he growled, “you’re not stopping me.”

Stacy blinked, chest heaving, her pussy pulsing and soaked.

She didn’t say no.

She couldn’t.

Blake leaned in and kissed her—messy, wet, filled with heat and promise.

Then he stepped back.

And walked out the door without another word.

The screen door creaked shut behind him.

Stacy sat on the counter, legs open, heart pounding, breath shaking.

She didn’t move.

Her fingers trembled as they slid between her thighs.

She needed to come.

Now.


CHAPTER TEN




She didn’t even dry off.

Her skin was still damp—inner thighs sticky, lips swollen, her body humming with everything Blake had almost done to her.

The kitchen counter behind her was still warm from where she’d been sitting, legs spread. The air smelled like sweat, like summer, like him. The scent of Blake was still on her—the salt of his skin, the musk of his sweat, that faint trace of leather and cedar that clung to her chest from where his mouth had pressed.

She grabbed her phone off the floor where it had fallen and hit Jason’s name without thinking.

It rang once.

Twice.

Then he picked up. “Hey.”

Her voice was already shaking. “I need to tell you something.”

There was a pause—long enough for her heart to kick.

He didn’t ask what.

He didn’t ask why now.

He just said, “Tell me everything. Don’t lie.”

Her breath hitched.

She slid down the wall, landing on the floor, robe loose, chest rising and falling. Her legs were still parted. Her panties still gone.

“He came over,” she whispered. “Today.”

Jason didn’t speak.

“He opened the door,” she went on, voice trembling. “He didn’t knock. He just… walked in.”

“Did you stop him?” Jason asked, voice tight.

“No.”

Her fingers brushed between her legs—she was still soaked.

“He came up behind me in the kitchen,” she said. “He didn’t say a word. He just pressed against me. I could feel how hard he was.”

Jason let out a breath that wasn’t quite a moan.

“And then?”

She swallowed. “He touched me.”

“Where?”

She closed her eyes. “Everywhere.”

Jason exhaled again. “Fuck, Stacy…”

“I didn’t stop him,” she whispered. “I didn’t even want to.”

“The fan was on,” she said, voice hushed. “That slow whir that barely moves the air. I could hear birds outside and the neighbor’s sprinkler clicking. And then the door just… opened.”

Jason’s breath rasped softly in her ear. “Keep going.”

“I smelled him before I saw him. Warm skin, sweat, wood shavings. He came up behind me at the sink. Didn’t say my name. Didn’t have to.” She swallowed. “He stood so close the back of my robe lifted. I could feel his chest, the heat of him, like the whole room narrowed to his breath on my shoulder.”

A beat of silence. Then, lower: “Did you stop him?”

“No.” Her cheeks burned, and she let the shame and the thrill mingle. “I froze, but not from fear. I wanted to know what he’d do if I didn’t move.”

“What did he do?” Jason asked, voice rougher now.

“He put one hand on my waist. Not gentle. Not mean. Just… like he knew where it belonged.” Her fingers trembled against the phone. “He pushed my hair aside with his knuckles and breathed in my neck. I could hear him smell me, Jase. I could feel it.”

Jason exhaled a curse under his breath. “Where else?”

“He traced the edge of my robe. Palmed my hip. His thumb found that soft spot just above the band. He said I smelled like sugar. Like I’d been thinking bad thoughts.” She closed her eyes, reliving it. “He wasn’t wrong.”

“And then?” Jason’s words came tight, hungry.

“I turned to face him. He looked at me like he’d been waiting all day to do it. He lifted me onto the counter.” The cool memory of stone flashed across her skin. “He went to his knees. Not shy. Like he’d planned it. I could feel his breath right there, hot and maddening, and I—” She stopped, pulse thudding. “I told him to wait.”

Jason groaned softly. “God. Why?”

“Because I wanted to hear you say this with me on the phone,” she whispered. “I wanted this right now. Your voice, while I tell you what I almost let him take.”

He was quiet a second, and she could hear the bed sheets shift, the soft drag of his hand. “Tell me what you wanted him to take.”

“My control,” she said, barely audible. “Just for a minute.”

Jason’s breath hitched. “Did he kiss you?”

“My mouth? Yes. My neck? Yes. Lower?” She shook her head, even though he couldn’t see. “He lingered. Teased. Left me shaking without… finishing anything.”

“Are you shaking now?”

“Yes.”

“What do you smell like right now?” he asked, voice rough velvet.

“Like him and me mixed together,” she said. “Heat. Skin. A little soap. Mostly need.”

Jason swallowed audibly. “Don’t stop. Tell me exactly how you felt when he lifted you up.”

“Small,” she said, surprising herself. “And greedy. Like I could finally breathe if I just let go.” She paused, then added, raw, “I liked how certain he was. I liked that I didn’t have to think.”

Jason’s answer came soft and fierce. “I want all of this. Keep telling me, baby. Don’t spare me a thing.”

“I need you to listen,” she whispered. “Don’t interrupt.”

“I won’t,” Jason said, breath already uneven. “Give me every detail.”

“He set me on the counter,” she said. “My legs were open. The fan was thumping slow above us, and I could feel the cool stone under my thighs. He went to his knees—eyes on me like he’d been starving.”

Jason made a sound—half groan, half plea. “What did he say?”

“He said I smelled sweet. Said I’d left the door open for him on purpose even when I locked it.” She swallowed. “He wasn’t wrong.”

“Did he touch you there?” Jason asked, voice rough.

“Yes.” Her pulse skittered. “At first just through the fabric. Slow. Like he wanted me to feel how patient he could be.”

“And you let him.” Not a question.

“I leaned into it,” she admitted. “I couldn’t help it. He talked the whole time—low, filthy, telling me how he’d keep me right on the edge so I’d remember who did it.”

Jason’s breath snagged. “Keep going.”

“He kissed the inside of my thigh,” she said, heat rising into her face at the memory. “Then higher. I could feel his mouth right where I needed him, his breath hot, the faint scrape of stubble. He told me he was going to make me forget my own name and only remember his.”

“What did you do?” Jason asked.

“I grabbed his hair,” she said, voice shaking, “and I told him to wait.”

Jason let out a helpless laugh. “You’re cruel.”

“I wanted you on the line for this,” she said. “I wanted you to hear what almost happened. He looked up at me—God, Jason—like I’d just put a lit match in his hand and told him not to drop it.”

“What did he look like?” Jason pushed, hungry.

“Wrecked,” she breathed. “Jaw tight. Eyes dark. He said next time I wouldn’t stop him. I believed him. I still do.”

A long exhale. Sheets rustled on his end. “Tell me what it felt like when he—when he had you open like that.”

“Like the room got smaller,” she said. “Like my body was a wire and he had his hand on the switch. I couldn’t think. I didn’t want to.”

“Did you want him to go all the way?” Jason asked, voice barely there.

“Yes,” she said, honest and shaking. “Every part of me. I wanted it too much. That’s why I pulled back.”

Jason groaned. “Say what you wanted him to do.”

“I wanted his mouth,” she whispered. “I wanted him to take his time and ruin me.”

“Jesus,” Jason breathed. “What would you have told me if he had?”

“Everything,” she said. “How it started. The sounds I made. The way I—” She cut herself off, breath catching. “You’d have heard it in my voice. I wouldn’t have hidden it.”

“I don’t want you to hide it,” he said, raw now. “I want you to call me while it’s happening. I want to hear you lose it.”

She went quiet, pressing a trembling hand to her chest.

“Stace?” Jason said softly. “Where are you right now?”

“On the kitchen floor,” she answered. “Back against the cabinet. I still smell him on my skin.”

He swallowed. “I’m in a hotel bed wishing I were the floor under you. Keep talking.”

She closed her eyes. “He kissed me after. Hard. Said next time I wouldn’t stop him. Then he walked out like he owned the place.”

“And do you want next time?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, no hesitation. “I want it.”

“Then tell me when,” he said, voice breaking. “Promise me you’ll tell me when.”

“I promise.”

Jason’s breathing filled her ear, deep and uneven. She could picture him—hotel lamp on, sheets a mess, eyes dark.

“Listen to me,” he said. “Next time, I want you to let him in. Don’t pretend you don’t want it. Don’t play shy. I want you to open the door and walk him to the couch. Or the kitchen. I don’t care. Somewhere I can imagine perfectly.”

Stacy swallowed. Her back pressed into the cabinet, the cool wood against her spine. “Okay.”

“I want you to tell him I said yes,” Jason went on, voice low and tight. “Say the words. ‘My husband wants this.’ I want him to hear it and look at you like he won a prize.”

Heat rolled through her. “You want me to say it out loud?”

“I want him to know this is ours,” Jason said. “That I’m in your head while he’s in your hands. I want you to keep your phone near you. If you can, call me. If you can’t, hit record. I want proof you didn’t hold back.”

Her breath stuttered. She could still smell Blake on her skin. “What do you want me to wear?”

“Something easy to move,” he said, no hesitation. “That tank you like. Those soft shorts. No bra, no panties. I want him to see how quick you are for him. I want you to be warm and ready before he even touches you.”

Her thighs pressed together. “And you?”

“I’m going to listen,” he said. “I’m going to close my eyes and picture his hands on your hips and your mouth open. I want to hear the small sounds you make when you can’t decide if you should be quiet. Don’t be quiet. I want the neighbors to wonder.”

She let out a shaky laugh. “You’re serious.”

“More than I’ve ever been,” he whispered. “Tell me you want this as much as I do.”

“I do,” she said, honest and breathless. “I want to let go and not think. I want both of you in my head at the same time.”

“Good,” he murmured. “When he looks at you, I want you to look back. Don’t blink. Don’t pretend. I want you to know I’m there with you. And when it’s over, I want you to come home to me and let me take what’s left. All of it.”

Her eyes burned, a sweet ache under her ribs. “What if I’m shaky after?”

“I’ll hold you,” he said. “I’ll put you in the shower and wash your hair and kiss your shoulders and make you feel steady again. Then I’ll pull you to bed and remind you who you belong to.”

She closed her eyes and nodded, the phone slick in her hand. “Say it again.”

“You’re mine,” he said, voice rough. “And I want to hear you give yourself away and then give yourself back.”

The kitchen felt smaller. The fan kept turning. Outside, a sprinkler clicked through its lazy arc.

“I’m close just listening to you,” she whispered.

“Me too,” he said. “But don’t finish yet. Save it for me.”

She smiled, shaky and hot. “Then tell me the last thing.”

“The last thing,” Jason said, “is simple. Next time, don’t stop him.”

“Say it back,” Jason murmured. “Tell me you won’t stop him.”

Her fingers tightened on the phone. “Next time, I won’t stop him.”

He groaned, the sound rough and helpless. Sheets rustled. She could hear his breathing, fast and jagged, the way it always got when he was past the point of pretending. “Touch yourself with me,” he said. “Slow at first. I want to hear it.”

Stacy slid her palm down, the cotton of her robe parting against her belly. Her skin was slick with sweat, pulse kicking everywhere at once. “I’m—” her voice caught, then steadied, “I’m already close.”

“Good. Think about him walking in,” Jason said. “Think about me telling you to open your legs for him. Think about both of us watching your face when you give in.”

Her head tipped back against the cabinet. The fan whirred, the sink dripped, the summer air pressed warm on her chest. She could smell salt on her own skin, the faint trace of his cologne lingering where Blake had held her. “Tell me what you’re doing,” she whispered.

“I’ve got my hand wrapped tight,” he said, breath harsh in her ear. “I’m picturing you on the counter, knees shaking, eyes glazed. I’m right there, baby. I’m telling you to let go.”

Her hips rocked, breath breaking into small, helpless sounds she didn’t try to hide. “Say my name.”

“Stacy.” He said it like a command and a plea. “I want you messy. I want you loud. I want him to know who you’re thinking about when you⁠—”

“Jason,” she gasped, the word ripping out of her. “Don’t stop talking.”

“I’ve got you,” he said. “You’re mine. You’re beautiful. You’re ruined for anyone who doesn’t know how to listen to you breathe. Come for me.”

Her body seized, heat flooding through her like a fuse catching fire. The kitchen blurred, the floor tilted, the slow thump of the fan seemed to stutter with her pulse. She cried out into the phone, open and raw, riding it hard as the wave tore through her.

On the line, Jason broke with her—voice cracking, breath punched out of him, a dragged, desperate, “Oh—God—Stace—” that told her exactly where he was, exactly how hard he’d fallen.

They panted together, neither speaking, air humming between them like a live wire.

“Record next time,” he managed, voice shredded but sure.

Her hand found the edge of the cabinet. “I will.”

“Don’t clean up yet,” he said, softer now but still urgent. “I want you to stay exactly like you are for a minute.”

She nodded even though he couldn’t see, chest lifting fast, the phone hot against her ear. “Tell me what to do next.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN




The phone call with Jason was still a pulse under Stacy’s skin when she stood up from the kitchen floor. Her legs were shaky. The house smelled like summer and sex. The fan kept its sleepy whir as if nothing in the world had changed.

“Next time, I won’t stop him,” she had told Jason.

She washed her hands in the sink, splashed cool water on her face, then caught her reflection in the window. Pink cheeks. Pupils blown. The tank top clung to her chest. The soft shorts rode low on her hips. No bra. No panties. Exactly how Jason wanted.

She slid the back door open. Heat wrapped around her like a hand. Birds talked in the trees. A lawnmower droned a block away. The air smelled like cut grass and hot wood. She padded across the patio, through the gate, and onto the strip of lawn that separated her yard from his.

Blake was already at his side door, propped open with a shoe. He stood in the shade, shirtless, his chest flashing gold where the sunlight found him. Sweat beaded along his collarbone. A bottle of water dangled from two fingers. When he saw her, his mouth curved like he had been expecting her right about now.

“You left your door unlocked,” he said.

“You left yours open,” she answered.

He took a slow drink, then tipped the bottle toward his kitchen. “You coming in, or are we gonna make the neighbors a show at noon?”

She stopped at the threshold. The tile inside was a darker gray, scuffed where boots had dragged. The kitchen smelled like citrus cleaner and something that was just him. Warm skin. Faint cologne. A hint of sawdust even now.

“Say it,” he murmured.

“What?”

“That you want to be here.”

She lifted her chin. “I want to be here.”

His eyes darkened. “And your husband?”

“He told me to tell you this is ours,” she said. “He wants me to enjoy it. He wants the truth.”

Blake’s jaw flexed. “Then we’re going to give him one hell of a truth.”

She stepped over the shoe, onto the cool tile. Goosebumps raced up her calves. He didn’t touch her yet. He let the air between them do the work, thick and sweet, like the moment the storm decides whether to break.

“Tell me your yes,” he said, voice steady.

“My yes is you can touch me,” she said. “You can kiss me. You can undress me. If I say stop, you stop.”

His nod was immediate. “I stop. And my yes is you can touch me anywhere, you can tell me what you want, and if you say stop, I stop.”

“Good,” she whispered.

He smiled like a promise. “Good.”

A fly bumped the screen and buzzed off. From somewhere out back, a neighbor’s chimes tinkled. The fridge kicked on with a soft hum. He stepped closer. She could see the drops of water on his throat now, the way one traced the cut of his chest and lost itself against his stomach.

“Close the door,” he said.

She swung it in with her hip. The latch clicked. The sound made something low in her belly clench.

He leaned one hand on the counter beside her, close enough to feel the warmth of him, not close enough to touch. His eyes dropped to the thin cotton stretched over her nipples and climbed back to her face.

“You wore this for me,” he said.

“I wore it for us.”

“Turn around,” he said softly. “I want to look.”

She turned. The kitchen window over his sink looked straight at her backyard fence. Sun shimmered off the grass. Her reflection stared back at her in the glass, flushed and breathing fast. Blake’s heat settled at her back.

“Hands on the counter,” he said.

She braced her palms on the cool laminate. His fingers gathered the hem of her tank, skimming the skin at her waist. He didn’t lift it yet. He made a low sound in his throat, somewhere between approval and hunger.

“You smell like you’ve been thinking about this all morning.”

“Afternoon,” she said, trying to sound steady.

He laughed once. “Afternoon, then.”

He traced her spine through the thin fabric, slow as if he were memorizing. She felt his breath near her shoulder. The scent of him crowded in. Sun-warmed skin. A whisper of pine. Clean sweat. He kissed the back of her neck, gentle, then again, not gentle.

“Tell me you want me to keep going.”

“I want you to keep going.”

“Turn back around.”

She faced him. His eyes were focused on her mouth. Her lips parted without her permission.

He lifted the edge of her tank an inch. Then another. His knuckles brushed her ribs. Her stomach fluttered. He paused just under her breasts and waited. She nodded. He slid the shirt up and off, slow, like unwrapping something you’ve wanted for a long time. The air kissed her skin. Her nipples tightened hard.

“Beautiful,” he said, no swagger in it, just fact.

“Take yours off,” she said, then caught herself. “I mean… you’re already…”

He stepped closer until they were chest to chest, heat to heat. “You can tell me what to do.”

“Then put your hands on me,” she said. “Everywhere.”

He did. Palms full of her waist. The span of his fingers made her feel small and held. His thumbs dragged up and found her nipples. He rolled them once, testing, and the small, raw sound that fell out of her made his breath hitch.

“Again,” she said.

He did it again, slower, eyes on her face. “You make the best sounds,” he said, voice gone rough. “You sag on your knees for me right here and I’ll spend ten minutes learning every one of them.”

“You want me to kneel?”

His smile tipped cocky again. “I want a lot of things. But first I want your mouth.”

She rose to him. The kiss wasn’t polite. It tasted like cold water and heat and the little noise she made when he nipped her bottom lip. He backed her into the fridge and it clicked against the wall. His hands mapped her back, her hips, the small curve just above the waistband of her shorts. She dragged her nails lightly over his shoulders, down his chest, following the line of hair to the button of his jeans.

“You going to blush if I talk dirty?” he asked against her mouth.

“I want you filthy.”

“Good. Then here’s filthy,” he breathed. “I’ve been hard for you since the mailbox. I dreamed about you putting your fingers in your mouth and making me watch. I want to hear you beg me to use my tongue like I’m starving and you’re the only thing that feeds me.”

Her legs went weak. “Blake.”

“Say yes to that.”

“Yes.”

He kissed her again, then eased back, eyes flicking to the shorts. “Last chance to change your mind.”

“I’m not changing it.”

“Say it for me,” he pressed, soft but firm.

“I want you to undress me.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and tugged them low, slow enough for the hem to scrape the fronts of her thighs. The fabric slid over her hips and down her legs. She stepped out, bare and warm and already breathing like she’d been running.

His pupils blew wide. He swallowed, then kissed the hollow below her ear. “Look at me.”

She did.

“This is us,” he said. “You can stop me any second.”

“I know.”

Water tapped once in the sink. A bee thudded the screen and wandered off. Blake’s fingers laced with hers and drew her forward, out of the kitchen and down the short hall toward the living room, where the light fell in long gold bars across a scuffed wood floor and a couch that had seen better days.

He stopped at the edge of the rug and turned her to face him, still holding her hands.

“Tell me what you want first,” he said.

Her mouth went dry and then wet all at once. “I want your mouth,” she said, voice steady now. “On me. Until I grab your hair and forget my own name.”

He smiled like a man who had just been given keys. “Then get on the couch and open those pretty thighs.”

She did.

The living room felt like a held breath—bars of warm light across the floor, dust motes drifting like slow sparks. The faint tick of an old wall clock. Outside, a lawnmower faded away and wind bells chimed once, twice, then went quiet.

“Last check,” Blake said, standing close enough that his heat softened her knees. “You still want this?”

Her mouth was dry and sweet at the same time. “Yes. If I say stop⁠—”

“I stop,” he finished, steady. “Every time.”

She nodded. “Then don’t make me say it.”

His laugh was a low scrape of pleasure. He smelled like sun and cedar and something salt-warm that made her skin hum. When he cupped her face, callused thumbs at her jaw, the world narrowed to the sound of both of them breathing.

“Dirty or sweet?” he asked.

“Both,” she said. “But start dirty.”

“Thought so.”

He kissed her slow and deep, tasting like cold water and summer. Her back sank into the couch and the cushion exhaled under her shoulder blades. When his mouth moved to her throat, her pulse jumped against his lips and she heard herself gasp—too loud—and didn’t care.

“Tell me what you want to hear,” he murmured against her skin.

“That you’ve been thinking about me since the mailbox,” she whispered.

His answer was a smile against her collarbone. “Haven’t stopped.” Then, rougher: “Want you needy. Want you to forget how to be quiet.”

The room answered with its small sounds—clock, chime, the soft drag of fabric as her tank slipped up and over her head. The air kissed her bare skin and her body answered with a tight, aching pull low in her belly. He looked—really looked—and the hunger in his eyes made her feel claimed without a single mark.

“Jason,” she said suddenly, breath thin. “We promised him.”

Blake’s gaze flicked to her phone on the coffee table. “How much?”

“Pics,” she said, cheeks burning. “Maybe a short clip. Nothing… you know.”

He nodded once, practical and hot. “You hold it. You frame it. You set the rules.”

Her fingers shook as she unlocked the screen. The camera opened to her face—flushed, eyes wide—and then she flipped it, angling from her shoulder down: bare skin, his hands on her waist, the warm wash of afternoon light painting her in honey. She snapped a photo; the shutter sound felt loud as a clap.

“Send it,” Blake said, voice low. “Tell him you’re not pretending anymore.”

She typed with clumsy thumbs: For you. No more pretend.

Delivered. Three dots. Then Jason: I’m here. Give me one more.

She swallowed. “One more,” she repeated, to herself as much as to Blake.

“Come here,” he said, settling her back, guiding her knees with a careful pressure that felt like both worship and promise. He didn’t rush. He knew what rushing would cost. The scent of him deepened as he leaned in, cedar and sweat and a little citrus from his kitchen soap. She wanted him everywhere.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did. He kissed her again, filth-soft and patient-rough, whispering things that made her toes curl—how he’d wanted her mouth at the fence, how her little sounds made him lose good sense, how he wanted to hear her forget her own name. The words landed like sparks. Her head fell back against the cushion.

“Phone,” he reminded gently.

She lifted it, thumbed to video, and framed tight: just his fingers clasped with hers, the rise of her breathing, the gleam of gold light on bare skin, the curve of his shoulder, his mouth at her throat—no more than a suggestion, no less than a promise. Ten seconds. She hit stop, heart pounding, and sent it.

Jason: Perfect. I can hear you breathing. Don’t hold back.

Her chest trembled. “He heard me,” she said, voice breaking in a way that made Blake swear softly, approving.

“Good,” Blake murmured. “He should.” Then, filth-warm at her ear, “You smell wrecked already.”

“Keep me there,” she whispered.

He did—by inches. The couch creaked. The clock ticked. A car rolled by outside and the light shifted a shade darker, turning her skin to amber. He talked her through it, low and mercilessly sweet: how he wanted her thighs open for him, how she’d ride his pace, how she’d let the sounds happen. She answered him in pieces, tiny honest syllables, the kind you can’t fake.

“Say yes,” he breathed.

“Yes,” she said, and didn’t recognize her own voice.

He kissed the corner of her mouth and smiled like he’d been handed proof of a rumor he’d always believed. “No more pretend.”

The dim air tasted like salt and summer. Somewhere in the kitchen, the fridge hummed. She felt the world tilt toward the next inevitable thing, and, for a heartbeat, fear flared—sharp and bright. Not of him. Of how much she wanted to be seen wanting.

“Stay with me,” Blake said softly, reading her. “Eyes on mine.”

She locked there, and the fear dissolved into heat.

“Good girl,” he said. “We’ll take our time.”

Her phone buzzed again, weak in her palm.

Jason: I’m still here.

Stacy smiled, dizzy and certain. “We all are,” she whispered, and let the light slide lower on her skin.

Late-day light poured across the rug in warm stripes. Dust floated like lazy sparks. The wall clock kept its patient tick, and from somewhere down the block came the soft thrum of a motorcycle passing and fading.

“Come here,” Blake said, settling on the edge of the couch with his knees wide, drawing her between them. His palms bracketed her hips, thumbs pressing little half-moons into her skin. He smelled like heat and cedar and rain that hadn’t fallen yet.

“Tell me what you’re going to do to me,” she said, breath thin.

“Everything you’ve been imagining since the mailbox,” he answered, gaze climbing from her stomach to her mouth. “Slow enough that you can count the seconds, dirty enough that you forget how.”

Her laugh fell apart into a gasp when his mouth met the soft spot above her collarbone. He kissed there like it mattered, tongue tasting, lips owning. Her head tipped back and a sound escaped her—the kind she usually swallows. She didn’t swallow it now.

“More,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” he murmured into her skin. “Don’t be shy. I want every sound.”

His hands mapped her ribs, the curve of her waist, the shallow scoop of her back. The couch sighed beneath their shifting weight. The old vents gave a quiet breath of cool air that raised goosebumps across her stomach. He chased each patch of chill with heat from his mouth until she was all shiver and spark.

“Put your hands on me,” he said.

She did—palms flat to his chest, then a slow rake of nails that made him grunt. He was warm and solid and just a little damp, the kind of damp that smelled alive. She leaned in and tasted his shoulder—salt and summer—and he swore softly, surprised.

“Sweet and mean,” he said, smiling against her neck. “I like that.”

“I know,” she said, and tugged his belt free with a small, confident snap.

He laughed, rough with want. “Bossy.”

“Hungry,” she corrected, and slid onto his lap, straddling him. His whole body answered—heat through denim, the shock of it making her breath stutter. He held her there with one hand cradling the back of her head, the other steady on her lower back.

“Eyes on me,” he said.

She locked there. The room narrowed to his gaze, his breath, the slow grind of their bodies finding a rhythm that made the clock disappear. He talked her through it, low and filthy-sweet.

“That’s it. Take what you want. Make the noise you make when you stop thinking. There—right there. You feel how you fit? How I fit? Say yes.”

“Yes,” she breathed, dizzy with it.

Her phone buzzed weakly on the cushion beside them—Jason: Still here. The words lit a fuse low in her belly.

“Hold it up,” Blake whispered. “Your rules. Ten seconds.”

She angled the camera close: tight frame of their faces, her lips parted, his mouth at her jaw; the honeyed light across their shoulders; the rise and fall of her breathing as she rocked once—slow, shameless. No more than a suggestion. No less than a promise. She hit stop and sent it.

Jason: Breathe into the mic. I want to hear you.

She brought the phone near her mouth and exhaled. Blake heard the message tone send and chuckled, pleased and possessive.

“He’s listening to how you sound for me,” he murmured. “Good. Let him.”

“Talk to me,” she said.

“I’m thinking about putting you on your back,” he said, voice gone gravel-warm, “and taking my time until you forget the word later. I’m thinking about how you’re already shaking for something I haven’t even given you yet.”

Lightning skittered through her spine. “Keep going.”

“I want you open and honest. I want you messy,” he said, thumbs marking slow circles at the hinge of her hips. “I want you to ride my pace until you beg to change it. You’re going to let me make you loud. You’re going to let me see you want it.”

She rolled her hips—not fast, just enough to feel the promise of him through worn denim. Her moan spilled out helpless and real; the sound felt like stepping off a ledge and flying instead of falling.

“Stacy,” he said, her name a dark vow. “You feel what you do to me?”

“Uh-huh.”

“What do you want from me?”

“All of it,” she said, surprised by her own certainty. “I want to stop pretending and I want you to hear me when I stop.”

“Say please.”

She smiled, breathless and wicked. “Please.”

He kissed her again, deeper, dirtier, the kind that left her lips tingling and her head light. When he pulled back, both of them were breathing like they’d outrun something.

“On the couch,” he said, guiding her down with a pressure that felt like worship more than control. “Let me take my time.”

She went, easing onto the cushions, the fabric warm against her skin, the light striping her belly in gold. The house smelled like heat and citrus cleaner and his skin. The only sounds were their breathing, the clock, a distant dog complaining to the evening.

“Stay with me,” he said, hovering above, eyes locked. “If anything’s too much, you say it.”

“I will,” she promised, and believed herself.

“Good.” His smile turned vicious and tender at once. “Then I’m about to ruin your good sense.”

Her laugh dissolved into a gasp as he began to do exactly that—by inches, by breath, by words that left marks without leaving a mark. She let it happen. She wanted it to happen. And for the first time all day, she didn’t think. She just burned.

The light had slipped lower, turning the room to honey and shadow. The wall clock ticked like a metronome for their breathing.

“Tell me one more time,” Blake said, hovering above her, voice gone gravel-smooth. “Your yes.”

“My yes is now,” she whispered. “If I say stop⁠—”

“I stop,” he said, immediate. “Every time.”

“Good,” she breathed. “Don’t make me say it.”

He smiled, and the smile was wicked and careful at once. His stubble scraped her jaw as he kissed her—deeper, rougher—like he’d been starving and finally decided to eat with both hands. The couch gave a soft, surprised creak. His scent—sun, cedar, clean sweat—closed around her until she could taste it at the back of her tongue.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did, and the heat in his eyes, that sure, hungry heat, rolled through her like summer thunder. His hands framed her hips; his grip wasn’t gentle, wasn’t cruel—just claiming. When she arched to meet him, the air left both their chests in the same hard breath.

“Words,” he rasped.

“Yes,” she said, the word breaking into a sound that wasn’t a word at all.

He cursed softly, praise and want tangled. The couch thudded once against the wall; the old springs answered with a low, embarrassed groan. Somewhere outside, a dog barked and wind bells chimed like somebody’s breath catching.

“Phone,” he murmured, a reminder not a command.

She fumbled it up from the cushion. The camera framed tight: a spill of amber light across her shoulder; his throat working as he swallowed; their mouths meeting again. No more than suggestion. No less than promise. Ten seconds. She hit stop and sent it.

Jason: Audio? Breathe for me.

She brought the mic close to her lips, exhaled slow, then let the next sound slip out—raw and honest—right into the speaker. The message whooshed away. She felt the answer land in her chest before the text arrived.

“Stay here,” Blake said, eyes locked on hers, pace rougher now, the rhythm of it stealing the end of her name. “With me. Don’t drift.”

“I’m here,” she said, and meant it.

He talked to her in a low, filthy sweetness that made her dizzy: how good she felt, how he wanted every sound, how the neighbors could learn her name for all he cared. The words hit like sparks; her body lit. The world shrank to the hiss of their breaths and the soft thump-thump of the couch against the wall.

“More,” she said, surprising herself with how greedy her voice sounded.

“Yeah,” he growled, pace answering, grip tightening at her hips, the line between careful and ravenous pulled taut. “Take it. That’s it. Right there. Don’t hide it from me.”

She didn’t. The light slid lower across her ribs; the room went gold, then copper. His scent got darker, saltier, and her name in his mouth lost its edges, turned into something like worship spoken through teeth.

The clock ticked, the couch complained, her breath turned to small, bright cries she couldn’t swallow, and when he told her to keep her eyes on him, she did—wide open, burning—until everything in her pitched toward the edge and the room tilted with her.

“Say yes,” he said again, voice a torn thread.

“Yes,” she gasped, and the word flew out of her like a match catching.

The couch thumped the wall and her voice rose into the honeyed air—and held there.

The room kept its honeyed hush, the wall clock ticking like it had been counting down to this. The couch sighed under her, warm where her back met the cushion. She could smell sun and cedar and the salt of both their skin, thick in the air like summer itself had pressed its cheek to the room.

Blake’s forehead rested against hers. Both of them breathing too hard. His thumb stroked once at her hip—a steadying pass that said stay with me without words.

“Call him,” he murmured, voice rough silk. “Give him the truth.”

Her fingers found the phone by feel more than sight. The screen lit her face in pale gold. Jason’s name. She hit it.

He answered on the first ring. “Stacy?”

Her breath wavered. “I’m here.”

The line went quiet except for his breathing. “Tell me.”

Her voice trembled and she didn’t try to fix it. “We did it,” she said. “I’m still shaking.”

Blake’s hand tightened at her hip—approval, possession, a little pride. She felt the echo of it in her chest.

Jason’s exhale came like he’d been holding it for hours. “Don’t spare me.”

“The room smells like him and me,” she said, staring at the amber light striping her stomach. “The couch creaked. The clock wouldn’t shut up. I couldn’t be quiet either.” She swallowed. “I didn’t want to be.”

Jason made a low sound, helpless and hungry. “Did you look at him like we talked about?”

“I didn’t look away,” she said. “Not once.”

“Good girl,” Jason breathed, then steadier, “Are you okay?”

“I’m… here,” she said honestly. “I feel full and electric and not sorry.”

Blake’s mouth brushed her temple; she felt the rumble of his chuckle against her skin. “Tell him you liked how I handled you,” he said, low enough for the mic to kiss the words.

She did. “He was careful and he took what I offered. He made me loud.” Her laugh caught. “You said not to hold back.”

“I did,” Jason said. “I meant it.” A rustle on his end. “Can I hear you? Just… breathe for me?”

She lifted the phone to her mouth and exhaled. It came out shaky, threaded with aftershocks she couldn’t hide.

“More,” he whispered.

She breathed again, a little sound catching at the end, and Blake murmured “That’s it,” like a coach and a sinner in the same sentence. The room seemed to lean in and listen with Jason.

“What are you wearing?” Jason asked, voice wrecked-soft.

“Nothing,” she said, heat touching her cheeks. “Light on my skin. That’s it.”

“Where is he?” Jason asked.

“Right here,” she said, eyes on Blake. “He’s not letting go.”

“Good,” Jason said, the word breaking a little. “Tell him I said good.”

She did. Blake smiled, satisfied and wicked, and kissed her cheek slow, like a claim and a thank-you at once.

“I want one short clip,” Jason said, breath tightening. “No show. Just sound. Your voice. His voice. Let me keep it.”

Stacy looked at Blake; he nodded. She thumbed to audio, hit record, and held the mic near her mouth. “We crossed the line,” she whispered, the words quivering. “I didn’t stop him. I didn’t want to.” She lowered the phone, let Blake’s voice pour warm and low into it: “She’s glowing.” A faint kiss at her jaw, the soft creak of the couch, her breath stuttering—click. She sent it.

Jason’s reply landed like a hand over hers: Perfect. I’m with you.

She closed her eyes, relief and heat pooling together. “Are you okay?” she asked him.

“I’m gone,” he said, honest and hoarse. “And I’ve never felt closer to you.”

Her throat tightened. “Come home to me,” she said softly.

“I will,” he promised. “And you—stay there a little longer. Memorize everything. Bring it back to me.”

She nodded, even though he couldn’t see it. “I will.”

“Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting sweet and sharp. “I love you.”

“I love you,” she whispered, and ended the call with her heartbeat loud in her ears.

Blake rested his palm flat over her stomach, warm and steady. “You okay?”

She looked at him, at the gold light softening the hard edges of the room, at the way his eyes held her without question. “Yeah,” she said. “I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.”

He grinned, slow and certain. “Then we’re not done.”

The wall clock kept time, patient as a drum.


CHAPTER TWELVE




The sheets were cool against her back, and that alone felt unfair. She was overheated, chest still heaving, thighs trembling—and the bed had the nerve to feel crisp and clean while her whole body felt ruined.

Blake stretched out beside her, propped on one elbow, watching her like a man admiring his own work. His hand dragged idly across her stomach, down to her hip, then back up again. He didn’t need to do more. The way she twitched under his touch said enough.

“You look fucked,” he said, grinning. “In the best way.”

“I am fucked,” she muttered, throwing an arm over her face.

“Not enough.” His fingers pinched lightly at her thigh, making her jolt. “Say it.”

“Say what?” she asked, peeking out from under her arm.

“That you liked it.”

She scoffed. “Liked it?”

“Loved it,” he corrected, leaning closer. “Say it.”

Her cheeks burned, but she was too far gone to pretend. “I loved it.”

He smirked, satisfied. “Good girl.”

She groaned, dragging the pillow over her head. He pulled it away and tossed it to the floor. “Nah, you don’t get to hide. Not after the way you screamed my name.”

Her pulse stuttered. He was right. She had screamed. She had let it out, unashamed, and the memory of it rolled through her belly all over again.

“Say that too,” he murmured. “Say you screamed for me.”

Her lips parted, and for a second she couldn’t. The heat of admitting it stuck in her throat.

His fingers slid down her thigh again, teasing. “You want me to make you scream again until you say it?”

She swallowed. “I screamed for you.”

“That’s better.” His grin was lazy, cocky, but not cruel. He kissed her shoulder, biting gently. “I like when you’re honest.”

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Both their heads turned. The screen lit up: Jason.

Her stomach flipped.

Blake raised an eyebrow. “Perfect timing.”

Her hands shook a little as she picked it up, thumb hovering over accept. She glanced at Blake. He was smirking, eyes dark, nodding slowly. “Answer him.”

She did.

“Stace?” Jason’s voice came through the line, low, rougher than usual. She could hear sheets shifting in the background. “You there?”

“Yes,” she whispered, glancing at Blake. He was still lounging on his elbow, watching her like she was a live show put on just for him.

Jason’s breathing hitched. “Tell me what he did first.”

Her cheeks burned. The words stuck in her throat. But Blake leaned in, close enough that his shoulder brushed hers, his voice a low, taunting growl. “Go on. Tell him.”

Stacy swallowed. “He came up behind me. In the kitchen. He didn’t knock.”

Jason groaned. “And?”

“He… pressed against me. Hard. I could feel him.”

Blake chuckled, dragging his fingers down her stomach just to make her breath catch louder for the phone. “She liked it.”

Jason’s voice sharpened. “Did you?”

“Yes,” Stacy whispered. “I liked it.”

Jason’s exhale was shaky. “Where did he touch you?”

Blake raised his brows at her, smirking, then slid his hand higher, palming her breast. “Here,” Stacy gasped.

“She’s not lying,” Blake said, giving a slow squeeze. “She begged for more.”

“I didn’t beg,” she protested, heat rushing to her cheeks.

“Not with words,” Blake countered. “Her body begged.”

Jason groaned again. “Fuck. Keep going.”

“He put me on the counter,” Stacy said, the words tumbling out now. “He went to his knees. He almost—” Her voice broke. “He almost used his mouth.”

Jason’s voice came tight, almost desperate. “Almost?”

Blake kissed her shoulder, biting lightly. “She stopped me. Said she wanted to save it for you.”

“That true?” Jason demanded.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I wanted to tell you myself. I wanted you to hear it.”

The line went quiet except for Jason’s ragged breathing. She knew that sound. He was touching himself. Fast.

Blake smirked and pressed the phone tighter against her ear. “He wants details. Give them to him.”

Jason’s breathing came ragged through the line. “Tell me everything, Stacy. No holding back. What did he say to you?”

Her face burned. She glanced at Blake—he was watching her with that same sharp hunger, like he wanted to see if she’d actually say it. His hand still rested low on her stomach, fingers tracing lazy circles.

“He… he said I smelled sweet,” she whispered, eyes shut. “Said he wanted to ruin me.”

Jason groaned. “Fuck. What else?”

Blake smirked, leaning close to the phone. “Tell him how wet you were.”

Stacy’s voice caught. “I was dripping. Before he even touched me.”

Jason swore under his breath. She could hear the faint, rhythmic sound of his hand moving. “And when he touched you—what happened?”

“He—” her throat tightened, but she pushed it out, “he spread me open with his fingers. He teased me until I couldn’t breathe.”

Blake’s laugh was low, dark. “She was grinding against my hand. Couldn’t stay still.”

Jason groaned louder. “God, Stacy. Did you moan for him?”

Her cheeks flamed hotter. “Yes.”

“Louder,” Jason pressed.

“Yes,” she said again, voice breaking. “I moaned for him. Loud.”

Blake kissed her neck, biting just enough to make her gasp for the phone. “She screamed, man. Kitchen walls probably still echoing.”

Jason’s breath hitched hard. “Did you say his name?”

Her pulse hammered. She hadn’t told Jason that part yet. She bit her lip.

Blake’s voice dipped lower. “She did. More than once.”

Jason’s groan came ragged. “Say it, Stacy. I want to hear it.”

She shut her eyes, heart in her throat. “I said his name.”

Jason’s voice cracked. “Say it now.”

She swallowed hard. “Blake.”

“Again,” Jason demanded, rougher this time.

Her body trembled, every nerve firing. “Blake.”

The line went silent for a second except for Jason’s broken breathing. Then: “Fuck. You have no idea what that does to me.”

Blake grinned, pleased, his mouth at her ear. “He’s not the only one.”

Blake plucked the phone from Stacy’s hand before she could stop him. He pressed it to his ear, eyes locked on hers, his grin wicked.

“You want the truth?” he said, voice low and certain.

Jason’s reply came ragged. “Yes. Don’t spare me.”

Blake’s gaze dragged down Stacy’s body, taking in her flushed chest, the way her thighs still trembled. “She’s spread out on my bed right now, skin still glowing. She came undone for me on that couch—loud, messy, beautiful. You should’ve heard her.”

Jason groaned, the sound guttural. “I can hear her now. Keep going.”

“She said my name,” Blake went on, voice darker. “Screamed it. Clawed at me like she’d die if I stopped. You know what that does to a man? To hear your wife fall apart and give me every sound?”

Stacy whimpered, covering her face with both hands. Blake tugged them down. “Don’t hide. He needs to hear you squirm.”

Jason’s breath caught. “Is she wet again?”

Blake smirked. “Look at her—hips shifting, thighs tight. Yeah, she’s dripping. Just from us talking about her like this.”

“Jesus,” Jason gasped. “Don’t stop.”

“She begged for my mouth,” Blake said, eyes locked on Stacy. “Told me she wanted me to ruin her until she forgot her name. I had her right there, begging, and you know what she did?”

Jason’s voice was tight. “What?”

“She pulled me back. Said she wanted to save it for you. Thought you’d like to hear it first.” Blake chuckled. “Your wife’s greedy and thoughtful at the same time.”

Jason let out a strangled laugh. “Fuck. That’s her.”

Blake’s hand traced down Stacy’s thigh, squeezing hard. “You should see her now. Hair a mess. Lips swollen. Breathing like she ran a mile. She’s perfect. You’re a lucky man.”

Jason groaned louder, rhythm breaking in the background. “I know I am. Don’t stop talking.”

Blake leaned close to Stacy, still holding the phone. “Tell him what you want next,” he said, whispering against her ear. “Make him say it too.”

Blake pressed the phone back to Stacy’s ear, his eyes holding hers like he wanted to see every reaction. Jason’s breathing was ragged, uneven, but his voice came through sharp with need.

“Listen to me, Stace,” Jason said, every word heavy. “Next time, you don’t stop him.”

Her pulse jumped. “You want me to⁠—”

“Yes,” Jason cut in, voice breaking. “Let him finish inside you. I want every second of it. Don’t pull away. Don’t hold back.”

Blake’s hand slid up her thigh, squeezing, making her shiver. “Tell him you’ll do it,” he murmured.

Stacy’s breath caught. “Jason…”

“Say it,” Jason demanded, raw. “Say you’ll take him and keep it. Say you’ll let me hear you when it happens.”

Her whole body trembled. Shame, heat, hunger—everything tangled until she couldn’t tell them apart. Her voice came out soft, but sure. “I’ll do it. I’ll let him finish inside me.”

Jason groaned, almost a growl. “Good girl. And you’re going to record it for me. Just sound if that’s all you can manage. I don’t care—just proof. I want to hear it.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. “Yes.”

Blake kissed her neck, biting down just enough to make her gasp into the phone. “She’s not lying,” he told Jason, his mouth hot against her skin. “She’s already dripping just from saying it.”

Jason let out a broken laugh, half wild. “Fuck. I can’t—Stacy, I love you. I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything. Promise me.”

“I promise,” she whispered. “I’ll give it to you.”

The line went quiet except for Jason’s rough breathing, then a low, helpless groan that told her he’d come apart completely. She lay back against Blake’s sheets, phone still hot in her hand, chest rising and falling.

Jason’s voice returned, softer now, almost tender. “Stay with him tonight. I want you wrecked when you come back to me.”

Her throat tightened. “I will.”

“I love you,” he said again.

“I love you too,” she whispered, and the call ended.

Blake plucked the phone from her hand and set it aside, then leaned over her with a wolfish grin. “Well,” he said, fingers already tracing her skin. “You heard him. We’re just getting started.”

The clock ticked steady in the next room, but inside Blake’s bed, time felt like it had no say at all.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




The afternoon sun was hotter than yesterday, pressing against her bare skin like a dare. Stacy wore what Jason asked for: thin shorts, tank top, nothing underneath. Each step across the yard made her pulse climb higher.

Her phone was pressed to her ear, Jason’s voice steady but rough on the other end.

“You’re walking over right now?”

“Yes,” she whispered, glancing at Blake’s open side door. The screen door swayed in the breeze, creaking. “I’m almost there.”

Jason’s breath hissed out. “Good girl. Don’t knock this time. Just walk in.”

Her cheeks burned. “What if he’s not ready?”

Jason laughed under his breath. “He’s ready. He’s been waiting since you left his bed.”

The sound of kids playing down the street carried on the wind, but it felt like another world. Her whole world narrowed to the path between their houses, the screen door ahead, Jason’s voice in her ear.

“What are you going to do when you get inside?” Jason asked.

Her mouth went dry. “Let him touch me.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere.”

Jason groaned softly. “Say it dirtier.”

She swallowed. “I’m going to let him put his hands on my tits, my ass, my pussy.” The word came out shaky, but she didn’t take it back.

“Fuck,” Jason muttered, low and raw. “You sound perfect already. Tell me more.”

She hesitated at the steps, the screen door inches from her hand. “I’m going to let him push me down, spread me open, make me loud for you.”

Jason’s breath hitched. “Yes. That’s exactly what you’re going to do. And you’re going to call me again after, no excuses.”

Her fingers curled around the screen door handle. She looked through the mesh and saw Blake inside, shirtless, leaning against the counter with a glass of water, like he’d known she was coming. His eyes lifted, locking on hers instantly.

He grinned.

Jason’s voice was sharp in her ear. “Go in. Now.”

The screen door groaned as she pushed it open. Heat from outside bled into the cooler air of Blake’s kitchen. The smell hit her immediately—citrus cleaner and something heavier underneath: sweat, cedar, the ghost of last night still clinging to him.

Blake leaned against the counter, one hand braced on the edge, water glass sweating rings on the laminate. He didn’t move right away, just looked her up and down, slow, like he was savoring the sight.

“Look at you,” he said, grinning. “Came dressed for trouble.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. “Jason told me what to wear.”

Blake’s smirk widened. “Good man.” He tilted his chin toward her phone. “He listening right now?”

“Yes,” she said softly.

Blake stepped closer, close enough that she felt his body heat. His voice dropped, lazy and filthy. “You hear that, Wright? Your wife just walked in here with her little shorts on and nothing under. You know what that does to me?”

Jason’s groan came through the speaker, raw. “Tell me.”

Blake’s hand brushed Stacy’s hip, knuckles grazing bare skin where her tank had ridden up. “Makes me want to bend her over the counter and make her scream your name while I use her.”

Stacy gasped, heat flooding her belly. Jason swore under his breath. “Fuck. Say that again.”

Blake leaned to her ear, letting his stubble scrape her cheek. “I said I want her bent over, taking every inch, moaning so loud you can’t tell if she’s calling for you or me.”

Stacy trembled, her grip tightening on the phone. Jason’s voice came desperate, jagged. “Do it. Don’t make her wait this time.”

Blake chuckled darkly, his hand sliding lower, cupping her ass through the thin fabric. “You hear that, sweetheart? Your husband’s giving me the green light.”

Her head tipped back, her voice barely a whisper. “I know.”

“Then say it for both of us,” Blake pressed. “Say you want me to take you right now.”

She swallowed, her whole body alive with it. “I want you to take me right now.”

Jason groaned in her ear, wrecked. “Good girl. Don’t hold back.”

Blake smiled, wicked and certain, and tugged at the waistband of her shorts. “Then let’s see if you’re as ready as you sound.”

Blake hooked his thumbs into her shorts and tugged them down slow, the fabric scraping over her thighs. She stepped out of them, bare now except for the thin tank clinging to her chest.

Jason’s voice crackled in her ear, tight with need. “Tell me what he’s doing.”

Stacy’s breath shuddered. “He—he just took my shorts off. I’m naked under my tank.”

Blake grinned, running his hands up her thighs, palms spreading wide. “Tell him how wet you are.”

Her cheeks flushed hot. “I’m already soaked,” she whispered.

Jason groaned. “Jesus, Stace.”

Blake slid a hand higher, two fingers grazing the slick heat between her legs. She gasped, clutching the phone tighter.

“Say it louder,” Blake growled. “Let him hear you.”

“I’m wet,” she moaned into the phone, louder this time. “So wet for him.”

Jason cursed low, the sound rough and broken. “Don’t stop—keep telling me.”

Blake’s fingers teased her, stroking lazy circles, never enough pressure to satisfy. His mouth brushed her ear. “Tell him what you want me to do with this pretty pussy.”

Her voice shook. “I want you to lick me.”

Jason gasped. “Yes. Fuck, yes—make her say it again.”

Blake chuckled darkly, slipping his fingers higher, just shy of sliding inside. “Say it again, sweetheart.”

Her knees wobbled. “I want your mouth on me.”

Jason’s breathing was ragged now. “God, you sound so dirty. You don’t even know what that does to me.”

Blake pressed a kiss to her shoulder, then pushed her toward the counter. “Hands flat. Let him listen while I make you scream.”

Her palms hit the cool laminate, her phone pressed tight to her ear. Blake’s hands spread her legs wider, his breath hot on the back of her thigh.

Jason’s voice broke through, desperate. “Don’t hold anything back this time. I want to hear all of it.”

Blake eased her shorts aside completely, leaving her bare and open against the counter. The laminate was cool under her palms, the air thick with the scent of his skin and her own arousal.

“Spread wider,” Blake muttered, nudging her thighs apart. “I want him to hear how ready you are.”

Her voice trembled, but she obeyed, the sound of her feet shifting on the tile filling the silence.

Jason’s breath rasped through the phone. “What’s he doing now?”

Stacy swallowed hard. “He’s—he’s behind me. On his knees.”

Blake’s laugh was low, filthy. “Tell him I’m about to make a mess of you.”

“He—he says he’s going to—” her words broke into a gasp as Blake’s mouth pressed hot and hungry against her.

Jason groaned loud in her ear. “Yes. Let me hear it. Don’t hold back.”

Blake’s tongue moved slow, deliberate, circling and teasing until Stacy’s hips bucked against the counter. Her moans filled the kitchen, spilling through the phone for Jason.

“She tastes sweet,” Blake muttered against her skin, his voice muffled but clear. “Better than I even imagined.”

Jason’s breathing grew harsh, broken. “Describe it,” he demanded, voice wrecked.

Stacy’s fingers clenched the edge of the counter, knuckles white. “He’s—he’s licking me. Hard. He’s making me—oh God⁠—”

Blake groaned into her, then pulled back just enough to speak, his mouth slick. “She’s dripping down my chin, Wright. You hearing this?”

Jason’s answer came strangled. “I’m hearing everything.”

Stacy’s head dropped, hair falling forward, her voice breaking with every sound. “I can’t—I can’t hold it⁠—”

“Don’t,” Jason cut in. “I want you to lose it right there for both of us. Loud.”

Blake’s grip tightened on her thighs, holding her steady as his tongue worked faster, filthier. The sounds filled the room—wet, raw, undeniable. Her cries grew higher, unrestrained.

“Say his name,” Jason ordered.

“Blake!” she screamed, body shuddering, the counter rattling beneath her palms.

Jason groaned into the phone like he’d come undone with her.

Blake pulled back, laughing darkly, licking his lips. “That’s what I wanted. Both of us hearing her scream it.”

Stacy slumped against the counter, chest heaving, hair sticking damp to her cheek. Her thighs still trembled where Blake’s hands held her steady. The kitchen was filled with the sound of their breathing, the faint hum of the fridge, the tick of the wall clock that hadn’t stopped through any of it.

Jason’s voice came through the phone, raw and uneven. “Don’t move. I want to talk to both of you.”

Blake smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “We’re listening.”

“Stacy,” Jason said, voice harsh but steadying, “did you like it?”

Her voice broke. “Yes.”

“Say it clearer.”

“I loved it,” she gasped, still catching her breath.

Jason groaned. “That’s what I needed. Now listen. Next time—” his voice cracked, then steadied again, “—next time, you don’t stop him. No pulling back, no holding out. You let him finish what he starts.”

Blake’s grin widened. “That’s exactly what I want to hear.”

Jason kept going, urgent. “And you’re going to record it for me. Just sound, I don’t care. I want to hear you come apart while he’s inside you. You understand me, Stacy?”

Her knees nearly buckled, the words hitting her harder than Blake’s mouth had. “I understand.”

“Say it,” Jason pressed. “Say you’ll let him come inside you.”

Her throat tightened. She looked at Blake, who was still smirking, his hand sliding down her thigh like punctuation.

“I’ll let him,” she whispered. “I’ll let him finish inside me.”

Jason exhaled hard, a broken sound. “Good. That’s what I want. That’s what I need.”

Blake leaned close to the phone, his voice dark. “You’ll get it, Wright. I’ll give you every sound you’re craving.”

Jason groaned, almost undone again just from the words. “Don’t you dare make her hold back. I want her loud. I want her filthy. I want it all.”

Stacy’s body burned with the weight of it—Jason’s command, Blake’s promise, the heat of being caught between them.

Jason’s breathing steadied enough for one last line. “Now put her to bed wrecked. I want her too tired to think straight when she comes back to me.”

Blake chuckled low. “That, I can do.”

Stacy’s grip tightened on the counter, her voice small but certain. “I will.”

The line went silent after Jason’s soft groan, and then the call clicked off.

Blake took the phone from her hand and tossed it onto the table, his grin slow and wicked. “Guess we’ve got our orders.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




The sky was heavy with evening when Stacy walked the familiar path across the lawn. The cicadas were loud now, buzzing from the trees like a chorus. Her body was still tender from last time, but her stomach was tight with something sharper: the memory of Jason’s voice telling her what to do.

Next time, you don’t stop him.

She carried those words like they were stitched into her skin.

Blake was waiting at the side door again, leaning against the frame. Shirtless, damp from the heat, a beer bottle hanging loose in one hand. He grinned when he saw her, slow and wicked.

“Back already,” he said. “Guess I didn’t scare you off.”

“You know why I’m here,” she said, her voice low.

He tilted his head, pretending to think. “Remind me.”

Her throat tightened. “Jason told me not to stop you.”

Blake’s grin sharpened. He set the bottle down, stepped closer, and bent to her ear. “Say it again.”

Her breath hitched. “He told me to let you finish.”

“Inside you,” Blake pressed. “Say the whole thing.”

Her cheeks burned, but she forced the words out. “Jason told me to let you finish inside me.”

Blake groaned, the sound low and dangerous. “Fuck, that’s what I wanted to hear.” His hand slid along her hip, tugging her closer. “And you? You want it too?”

Her body gave her away before her voice could—heat pooling low, thighs pressing together. “Yes,” she whispered. “I want it.”

Blake chuckled darkly, kissing the edge of her jaw. “Then tonight, sweetheart, no more teasing. No more almost. You’re going to take everything I give you. Every. Fucking. Drop.”

Her knees went weak. She clutched at his chest just to steady herself.

“You ready for that?” he asked, eyes burning into hers.

She swallowed, her voice shaking but steady enough. “Yes.”

“Good,” he said. “Then let’s keep your promise.”

Blake didn’t give her space to think. He caught her wrist, tugging her through the kitchen and into the living room. The old couch waited in the middle of the room, cushions worn and familiar from everything they’d already done.

“Sit,” he said.

She sank down, her pulse hammering in her throat. The cicadas outside sang louder, like the night was leaning in. Blake loomed over her, hands on his hips, that cocky grin back on his face.

“Tank top off.”

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed, peeling the thin fabric over her head. She was bare beneath, nipples already tight from the heat and the rush of being ordered around.

“Good,” he muttered, eyes dark. He tugged her shorts down next, tossing them aside. “Look at you. Naked on my couch before I even finish my beer.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t hide. Not tonight.

Blake knelt between her legs, spreading them wide with his hands. “Say it again.”

She shivered. “Say what?”

“What you promised your husband.”

Her breath stuttered. “I promised… I’d let you finish inside me.”

Blake groaned, leaning closer until his mouth hovered just above her belly. “You have any idea how filthy that sounds coming from you?”

Her voice cracked. “I know.”

“You wet just saying it?”

“Yes.”

His mouth brushed her skin, hot and teasing. “Then I’m not stopping until you keep that promise.”

Her heart slammed. “Don’t make me wait.”

Blake’s laugh was rough, hungry. “Oh, I’m not making you wait. I’m making you beg.”

He lowered his head, tongue dragging a slow line down her stomach, stopping just short of where she needed him. His breath hit her skin, hot and maddening. She gasped, clutching the couch cushions.

“Say it one more time,” he growled against her. “Louder.”

Her whole body shook as she obeyed. “I’ll let you finish inside me!”

Blake’s grin pressed into her skin. “That’s my girl.”

And then his mouth was on her.

Blake’s tongue was merciless, slow at first, then firmer, teasing circles that had Stacy’s hips rolling against the couch cushions. Every flick made her gasp louder. The cicadas outside sounded like static in her ears, but all she could focus on was his mouth on her.

He pulled back just enough to speak, his breath hot against her slick skin. “You hear yourself? You’re dripping for me. Your husband told you not to hold back. So don’t. Let him hear every sound in your head.”

She moaned, clutching at the back of his hair. “Jason wants this.”

Blake smirked, tongue sliding deep. He groaned like he was drinking her. When he came up for air, his voice was rough. “Damn right he does. He wants you wrecked. He wants you to take me and not stop until I’ve emptied myself inside you.”

Her whole body jolted at his words. “Yes⁠—”

“Say it,” he cut in, fingers digging into her thighs. “Say you’re going to let me fill you.”

Her voice broke on the confession. “I’m going to let you fill me.”

Blake laughed darkly, lapping at her again, dragging her higher. “That’s it. Louder. Don’t be shy.”

Her cries filled the room now, raw and unrestrained. The old couch groaned beneath her. Blake’s tongue worked rougher, faster, until her legs shook against his shoulders.

“Tell me whose name you’re going to scream,” he growled.

Her eyes fluttered back. “Yours.”

“Say it.”

“Blake!” she cried out, the sound sharp, desperate.

He pulled back again, chin slick, grinning up at her like a man who’d just won. “That’s what I wanted. You’re right at the edge, sweetheart. But you don’t get to fall until I’m inside you. You understand me?”

Her chest heaved. “Yes.”

“Good,” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Because tonight, you’re keeping your promise.”

Her pulse thundered, her whole body burning with the weight of what was coming. She wasn’t just ready—she was begging for it.

Blake rose from between her thighs, wiping his mouth slow, eyes burning with hunger. He tugged her forward on the couch cushions until she was perched at the edge, legs spread, chest heaving.

“You’ve been begging since you walked through that door,” he said, voice low and rough. “Time to make good on that promise.”

Her breath hitched. “Do it.”

He pushed his jeans down, the sound of the zipper loud in the room, and stroked himself once, groaning like he’d been waiting for this since the fence. His scent—salt, sweat, and cedar—hit her stronger now, making her dizzy.

Blake lined himself up, then paused, his hand gripping her thigh tight. “Say it again before I give it to you.”

Her voice shook. “Jason told me to let you finish inside me.”

He growled, leaning close, his forehead pressing to hers. “And you?”

“I want it too,” she whispered, her whole body trembling. “I want all of it.”

“Then take it.”

He thrust into her hard, and her cry filled the living room, raw and high. The couch jolted against the wall. Blake groaned deep, gripping her hips like he never wanted to let go.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he panted, pumping into her again. “You feel that, sweetheart? That’s me, stretching you open. That’s me taking what your husband begged me to.”

Her nails raked down his back, her voice breaking. “Yes—don’t stop⁠—”

He laughed breathlessly, biting her neck. “Not stopping. Not tonight. You’re mine until I’m empty inside you.”

Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. Every thrust knocked another sound from her throat, louder, filthier. The couch creaked, the clock ticked, the cicadas screamed outside—but all she could hear was him.

“Whose cock is inside you?” he growled.

“Yours,” she gasped.

“Say it again.”

“Yours!”

Her voice broke on the word, tears pricking her eyes from the sheer force of it.

Blake’s mouth twisted in a hungry grin. “That’s it. You’re gonna scream my name so loud, he’ll hear it in his sleep.”

Her body shuddered around him, each thrust dragging her closer to breaking. She couldn’t stop the words spilling out, breathless and filthy. “I want you to finish inside me. Please—please⁠—”

Blake groaned, his rhythm rougher now, chest pressed to hers. “Oh, I’m going to. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

The rhythm turned frantic, Blake’s groans growing rougher, her cries higher with every thrust. His hands clamped her hips, pulling her down hard to meet him.

“You feel that?” he rasped against her mouth. “That’s me about to lose it inside you.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders. “Don’t stop. Please—don’t stop.”

“Not a chance,” he growled. “You promised me. Promised him.”

Her body clenched around him, the edge tearing through her. She screamed his name, the sound breaking in her throat as her orgasm ripped through her, shaking her apart.

Blake cursed, teeth sinking into her shoulder as his own body jolted. He slammed into her one last time and held there, groaning raw into her neck as he poured himself into her. Heat flooded her, filling her exactly the way Jason had ordered.

Neither of them moved for a moment. The couch creaked under their weight, the cicadas screaming outside. Their breathing tangled in the still air, ragged and uneven.

Blake finally pulled back just enough to look at her, his grin lazy and satisfied. “Promise kept.”

Her whole body trembled, legs still wrapped around him, heart hammering like she’d run a marathon. She reached blindly for her phone on the cushion beside her, her fingers shaking so hard she almost dropped it.

Jason answered on the first ring. “Stacy?” His voice was low, wrecked, urgent.

She swallowed, her voice raw. “It’s done. I didn’t stop him.”

Jason groaned so hard she could hear him fall back against his headboard. “Tell me.”

“He finished inside me,” she whispered, her thighs quivering as Blake shifted against her. “I’m still full of him.”

Jason cursed under his breath, breath ragged in the receiver. “Say it again.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, heat crawling all the way to her ears. “He finished inside me. Just like you told me to let him.”

Jason’s moan was broken, desperate. “Jesus, Stace. I can hear how shaky you are. I wish I could see you right now.”

Blake leaned close to her ear, his voice low enough for the mic. “She’s a mess, Wright. Shaking, dripping, wrecked on my cock. Exactly what you wanted.”

Jason groaned again, helpless. “Fuck, yes. Don’t clean up yet. Let it stay.”

Stacy’s voice trembled. “I won’t.”

“Good,” Jason said, his voice cracking. “Bring all of it back to me.”

The line went quiet except for his heavy breathing. Stacy let the phone slip from her hand onto the cushion. Blake kissed her temple, grinning.

“You think he believed us?” he teased.

She let out a shaky laugh, still trembling. “He didn’t just believe us. He loved every second of it.”

Blake’s chuckle rumbled against her chest. “So did you.”

And she had.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




The light was thin and gray when Stacy’s eyes blinked open. For a moment she didn’t know where she was—her body heavy, her skin sticky with sweat. Then the scent hit her.

Blake.

His sheets carried him everywhere: cedar, salt, that faint smokiness that clung to his skin. She breathed it in without meaning to, her thighs aching as memory rushed back. Her body still hummed with what they’d done.

She turned her head. Blake was sprawled beside her, one arm thrown over his head, mouth slightly open. His chest rose and fell in slow rhythm, muscles shifting even in rest. He looked unbothered, like a man who’d taken exactly what he wanted and could sleep forever.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. The sound made her pulse jump.

She rolled over, careful not to wake him, and grabbed it. The screen lit with Jason’s name. Three new messages.

Are you awake yet?

Don’t clean up.

Tell me how it feels right now.

Her stomach tightened, not with guilt, but with heat. He wanted every detail, even the morning after. She typed with trembling fingers: I’m sore. I’m still messy with him. And I don’t regret it.

The reply came fast. Good. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. Keep it in you. Bring it back to me.

Her chest ached at that. Not in a bad way. More like she’d stepped across a line that couldn’t be uncrossed, and instead of falling apart, she felt steadier than she’d expected.

Behind her, Blake stirred, his hand brushing her hip, warm and heavy. “Texting him already?” he muttered, voice rough from sleep.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Blake chuckled into the pillow. “Good. He should know what he let happen.”

Her phone buzzed again. Pics. I want to see you in his bed.

Her breath caught. She looked down at her bare body tangled in Blake’s sheets, the sunlight just beginning to streak across her skin.

She lifted the phone, angled it, and snapped the shot—her face flushed, Blake’s hand still resting lazily at her hip, the sheets a mess around her. She hit send before she could think twice.

The dots appeared instantly. Perfect. Keep them coming.

Stacy set the phone down, heart racing. She wasn’t sure which thrill was sharper now: what Blake did to her, or how much Jason wanted to know.

The phone buzzed again, rattling against the nightstand. Stacy snatched it up before Blake could reach for it.

One wasn’t enough. I want to see more. Show me everything.

Her breath caught. She glanced at Blake, who was watching her now with a lazy grin, eyes still half-lidded from sleep.

“What’s he asking for?” Blake murmured.

She swallowed. “More pictures.”

Blake stretched, his arm sliding behind his head, completely unbothered. “Then give him more. Show him what he’s missing.”

Her stomach tightened. She angled the phone down her body, sheets half-pushed aside, bare skin catching the thin light of morning. She hesitated.

“Don’t be shy,” Blake teased, reaching out to tug the sheets lower until her stomach and hips were exposed. “He already knows what you look like wrecked.”

Her thumb shook as she snapped the photo and hit send.

Jason’s reply came almost instantly: Fuck. Lower. Show me where he left himself in you.

Heat roared to her cheeks. She bit her lip.

Blake chuckled. “He’s got you working for him even when you’re in my bed.” He brushed a finger down her thigh, stopping just short of where Jason wanted proof. “You gonna give it to him?”

She met Blake’s eyes, her chest rising and falling fast. Slowly, she slid the phone lower, snapped the shot, and sent it without daring to look.

The three dots popped up. Then: Jesus, Stace. You’re perfect. Don’t touch it. Leave it just like that.

She dropped the phone onto the mattress, heart hammering, face burning.

Blake leaned over, plucking it up again. “What else is he saying?”

She grabbed for it, but he held it just out of reach. His eyes skimmed the screen, his grin spreading. “He wants details, doesn’t he?”

Her pulse thudded. “Yes.”

Blake set the phone back in her hand. “Then tell him what I look like right now. Tell him what you see.”

Her thumbs hovered. She typed slow: He’s next to me. Naked. Hard again. Smirking because he knows what you want.

Send.

Jason’s reply hit hard: Describe it. Every inch.

Stacy froze.

Blake tilted his head, amused. “Go on, sweetheart. Make him picture me.”

Her thumbs hovered over the keyboard, but her mind was already filling in every detail. Blake wasn’t making it easier—he stretched out flat on his back, arms folded behind his head, like he knew he was on display. His grin told her he was daring her to say it all.

Jason’s next message flashed: Don’t hold back. Tell me everything you see.

Stacy typed slowly: He’s lying next to me. Broad chest, still damp with sweat. Muscles hard even when he’s relaxed. A scar under his ribs. Dark hair trailing lower…

Her throat tightened. She hesitated.

Blake caught her wrist, tugging the phone from her hand, reading the screen with a laugh. “That’s all? You’re leaving out the best part.”

Her face burned. “Jason wants every detail.”

Blake smirked, pushing the phone back into her palm. “Then give him what he’s begging for.”

She swallowed hard and typed: He’s hard again. Long. Thick. Veins standing out. He’s stroking himself slow while he watches me write this.

She hit send, her breath trembling.

Jason’s reply came fast, a broken line of text: Fuck. Keep going. Tell me how it makes you feel.

Blake reached for her chin, tilting her face toward him. “Tell him the truth. Tell him you’re wet just from looking at me.”

Her stomach fluttered, but she obeyed. I’m dripping again. Just from watching him touch himself. I can’t look away.

She sent it, then dropped the phone onto the sheets, burying her face in her hands.

Blake laughed, low and pleased, tugging her hands away. “Don’t hide. He needs the dirty truth, not your modesty.”

The phone buzzed again. Jason: Say it out loud. Put me on speaker. I want to hear you describe him while he’s right there.

Her chest tightened. She looked at Blake. He was already nodding, his grin feral. “Put him on speaker. Let’s both hear it.”

Her thumb hovered, then tapped the screen. Jason’s voice filled the room, raw and uneven.

“Stacy?”

“I’m here,” she said, her cheeks burning. The sound of him on speaker made it all heavier, hotter.

Blake shifted beside her, hand still working himself slow, deliberately loud. “He can hear this, can’t he?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

Jason groaned through the phone. “Then say it. Out loud. Tell me what he looks like.”

Her breath shook. “He’s—he’s lying next to me. Naked. Hard. Stroking himself while he watches me talk to you.”

Jason swore, the sound wrecked. “Fuck. Louder. Make him hear you.”

Her voice trembled but rose. “His chest is broad, muscles tight. He’s got this scar under his ribs. His cock is—” she broke off, pulse hammering.

Blake leaned close, lips brushing her ear. “Say it. Give him the size, the shape. Make it filthy.”

She swallowed hard, forcing the words out. “It’s thick. Long. Veins showing. He’s so hard, he looks painful.”

Jason’s groan was jagged, like he couldn’t hold back. “Jesus Christ, Stace. Keep going.”

Blake’s hand caught hers, dragging it down to wrap around him. She gasped, the weight of him hot in her palm.

“He’s—he’s in my hand now,” she stammered, voice cracking. “Heavy. Hot. He’s making me stroke him.”

Jason’s breathing grew louder, faster. “Yes. That’s it. Tell me how it feels.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her voice low and shaking. “It feels like I won’t be able to take him. But I want to. God, I want to.”

Blake groaned, thrusting into her fist. “She’s not lying, Wright. She’s dripping on my sheets just from holding me.”

Jason’s reply was a choked noise that made her thighs clench. “I wish I was there. I wish I could see her face while she says this.”

Blake grinned, leaning toward the phone. “Next time, maybe you will.”

Jason’s voice came through the speaker, low and wrecked. “I can’t take it anymore. Stace—get on him. Ride him. Now.”

Her whole body went hot, pulse pounding in her ears. She glanced at Blake, her hand still around him. His grin was wide, hungry.

“You heard your husband,” Blake drawled. “Climb on.”

Her breath shuddered. “Jason…”

“Do it,” Jason cut in, rough, urgent. “I want to hear you take him. No more teasing.”

Blake sat back against the headboard, spreading his legs, stroking himself slow. “Come here, sweetheart. Let him hear how greedy you are.”

Her knees trembled as she straddled him, the sheets bunching beneath her. She held the phone tight in one hand, Jason’s breathing loud in her ear, and steadied herself with the other against Blake’s chest.

“Say what you’re about to do,” Jason demanded.

Her cheeks burned. “I’m going to ride him. I’m going to take him inside me.”

Jason groaned, almost a growl. “Yes. Now do it.”

Blake guided her hips down, groaning as she lowered onto him. Her cry tore out of her, raw and high, filling the room and spilling through the phone.

Jason swore loud, breath jagged. “That’s it. Take him. Don’t stop.”

Blake’s hands gripped her waist, pulling her down harder. “She feels like she was made for this,” he groaned, voice thick. “Tight, hot, dripping. You hearing her, Wright? She’s moaning your name and mine at the same time.”

Jason’s reply was strangled. “Keep her talking. I want every filthy word.”

Stacy’s voice broke between gasps. “He’s—he’s stretching me. So deep. I can’t—oh God—I can’t stop moving.”

“Good,” Jason panted. “Don’t. Ride him until he fills you again. I want to hear it all.”

Her head tipped back, hair falling, cries spilling from her throat without restraint. Blake thrust up to meet her, groaning like he’d never had enough.

The phone shook in her grip as Jason’s voice crashed through, rough and desperate. “Don’t hold back—scream it for both of us!”

And she did, the sound ripping out of her, the bed rattling, her husband listening to every filthy second as she gave herself over completely.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




The house was quiet, but Stacy’s body wasn’t.

Blake slept soundly beside her, one arm flung across his stomach, his breathing deep and even. He looked spent, satisfied. She didn’t feel the same. She was drained, yes, but her chest was tight, her mind racing.

She turned on her side, staring at the mess of the sheets. They still smelled like him. Her thighs ached, tender from everything he’d taken from her. Every time she shut her eyes, she heard Jason’s voice again—rough, urgent, commanding her to ride Blake until she screamed.

The phone buzzed on the nightstand. She flinched, pulse spiking, and snatched it up before the sound could wake Blake.

Jason.

Are you awake?

Her thumbs hovered before she typed back. Yes. I can’t sleep.

The dots appeared, then his reply: Good. I don’t want you to sleep yet. I want you to think about what you’ve done. And about what you’re going to do next.

Her stomach fluttered, nerves mixing with heat. What do you mean?

You let him inside you. You let me hear you come apart. That was just the start, Stace. Next time, I want more. Riskier. Filthier.

Her throat went dry. What kind of more?

The reply came fast. You’ll see. But I want you to admit something to me first. If I asked you to do anything—anything at all—with him, would you?

She froze, staring at the glowing screen. Beside her, Blake shifted but didn’t wake.

Jason… she typed, then stopped. Her pulse thudded hard in her ears.

Say it, Jason pressed. Tell me how far you’ll go.

She squeezed her eyes shut, then forced the truth out, thumbs trembling. I’ll do anything you tell me. Anything.

The phone buzzed again almost instantly. That’s what I needed. Now get some rest. You’re going to need it.

Stacy lay back, the words echoing in her head, making her both ache and shiver. She wasn’t sure whether to be afraid or turned on by what “more” meant—but she knew she was in too deep to back out now.

The morning sun cut through the blinds in sharp lines. Stacy sat at Blake’s kitchen table, wearing nothing but one of his old T-shirts. The smell of coffee lingered in the air, strong and bitter. Blake was still in the shower, the earthly scent of his body wash lingering just beneath the scent of the coffee.

Her phone buzzed. Jason.

She hesitated before answering, then lifted it to her ear. “Hey.”

His voice came low, steady, too steady. “Morning, Stace. Did you think about what I asked?”

Her throat tightened. “All night.”

“And?”

She glanced toward the bathroom where Blake’s shower hissed. “And I meant it. I’ll do anything you tell me.”

Jason exhaled hard, almost a groan. “Good. Because I’ve decided what I want next.”

Her stomach flipped. “Tell me.”

“You’re not just going to let him fuck you,” Jason said, his voice sharp with certainty. “You’re going to let him push you past comfort. Whatever he wants, however he wants it. You won’t hold back, you won’t say no—unless you truly can’t take it. Do you understand me?”

Stacy’s pulse roared in her ears. Her hand shook around the phone. “Jason… that’s⁠—”

“That’s what I want,” he cut in, firmer. “I want to hear you give yourself over completely. Not just to me through him. To him, with me listening. You said you’d do anything. This is it.”

Her knees pressed together under the table, heat and nerves tangling. “So I just… let him take me however he wants?”

“Yes,” Jason said, the word rough. “You let him use you. You let him see what I see—that you’re made for this. And when he’s done, you call me, and you tell me every detail.”

Her chest heaved. Part of her wanted to protest, to say it was too far. But the other part—the stronger, hungrier part—thrummed with the danger of it.

“I’ll do it,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

Jason groaned, low and filthy. “Say it again.”

“I’ll do it. I’ll let him take me however he wants.”

The bathroom pipes groaned as the shower shut off.

Jason’s voice dropped even lower. “Good. Because he’s about to walk out of that bathroom, and I want you to start proving it right now.”

The bathroom door creaked open, and steam spilled into the hallway. Blake walked out, towel hanging low on his hips, droplets of water sliding down his chest. He caught Stacy at the table, phone pressed tight to her ear, and smirked.

“You on with him again?” His voice was teasing, rough with sleep.

Stacy’s fingers gripped the phone tighter. Jason’s breath hissed through the speaker. Tell him what I said.

Her heart thudded. She swallowed hard, staring at Blake as he leaned against the doorway, toweling his hair. “Jason told me… I can’t say no to you.”

Blake’s brows rose, towel pausing mid-rub. “That so?”

Jason’s voice cut in, sharp. Louder.

Stacy licked her lips, her face burning. “Jason told me to let you use me however you want. No holding back.”

Blake dropped the towel onto the counter, grin spreading slow and dangerous. “Well, hell. That’s the best thing I’ve heard all week.”

Jason groaned through the phone. Keep going.

Stacy’s thighs pressed together, nerves fluttering in her belly. “He… he wants me to give myself over completely. To you.”

Blake stepped closer, the heat of his body radiating even from a foot away. “And you’re okay with that?”

Her voice trembled, but the truth spilled out. “Yes.”

Blake’s grin turned feral. “Then get up.”

She pushed back from the chair, legs shaking as she stood.

“Drop the shirt,” he ordered.

Her breath caught. She glanced at the phone. Jason’s voice rasped, Do it.

She pulled the T-shirt over her head, standing bare in the middle of the kitchen, the early light painting her skin gold.

Blake’s gaze raked over her, hungry. “Look at you, already obeying. I could get used to this.”

Jason groaned loud enough to make her shiver. Tell me how it feels, Stace.

Her cheeks burned hotter. “Exposed. Nervous. But… turned on.”

Blake chuckled darkly, circling her like he was taking inventory. “She’s wet already, Wright. I can smell it.”

Jason groaned again, broken. Good. Don’t stop now. Push her further.

Blake’s hand cupped her ass, squeezing hard, making her gasp. “Oh, I plan on it.”

Blake’s hand gripped Stacy’s ass firmly, his thumb sliding down the crease until she shivered. He leaned close, lips brushing her ear. “So your husband told you not to say no, huh?”

Her voice shook. “Yes.”

Jason’s voice came through the phone, ragged and urgent. Do what he says, Stace. Every word.

Blake chuckled, the sound low and dangerous. “Then let’s test that.” He spun her gently but firmly, pressing her against the cool counter. Her bare chest met the laminate, nipples tightening against the chill. She gasped, trying not to squirm.

“Spread your legs,” Blake ordered.

Her pulse hammered. She obeyed, feet sliding wider on the tile.

Jason groaned through the speaker. Good. Keep going.

Blake’s palm cracked lightly against her ass, the sound sharp in the quiet kitchen. Stacy jolted, a cry catching in her throat.

“Fuck, you flinched pretty,” Blake murmured, rubbing the sting with his hand. “Didn’t say no, though.”

Jason’s breath came heavy. Don’t hold back, Stace. Let him hear how it feels.

Her voice trembled. “It—it shocked me. But it made me wetter.”

Blake grinned, squeezing her harder. “That’s what I thought. You like being pushed.”

Her forehead pressed against the counter, cheeks burning. “Yes.”

Jason groaned, the sound desperate. Say it louder. Make him hear it.

“I like being pushed,” she said, voice breaking.

Blake’s fingers slid between her thighs, teasing her slick folds. “And you’re dripping for it. God, Wright, she’s soaking my hand already.”

Jason cursed on the line, broken and hungry. Take her further. I want her begging.

Blake’s laugh was dark, satisfied. “You heard the man. You’re mine until I’m done with you.” He pressed harder, making her gasp. “So beg, sweetheart. Let us both hear it.”

Her body quaked, the words ripping out before she could stop them. “Please—don’t stop. Please, Blake—use me.”

Jason groaned loud, almost a roar, his voice trembling. That’s it. That’s exactly what I wanted.

Blake’s hand slid down her spine, pressing her harder against the counter. His breath was hot at her ear. “You begged. Now you’re going to prove it.”

Her pulse thudded wild. “How?”

Jason’s voice cut in, ragged, almost shaking. Do whatever he tells you, Stace. Don’t question it. Don’t stop.

Blake spread her wider with his knee, fingers pushing inside her without warning. She cried out, the sound sharp, needy.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Loud enough for both of us.”

Jason groaned through the speaker. Keep her there. Don’t let her catch her breath.

Blake worked her hard and fast, his palm smacking against her with every thrust of his fingers. The counter rattled beneath her chest. Her hands clawed at the laminate, breath coming in broken sobs.

“Listen to yourself,” Blake said, his grin audible in his voice. “Moaning for me, while your husband listens. You know how fucked up that is?”

She gasped, her body tightening around him. “Yes.”

Jason’s voice cracked. Say it louder.

“Yes!” she screamed, head dropping forward.

Blake leaned close, his teeth grazing her ear. “You love being ruined, don’t you?”

Her answer came in a sobbed moan. “I love it.”

Jason cursed, rough and broken. God, I’m—fuck, I’m losing it just hearing her.

Blake drove his fingers deeper, faster, until her thighs trembled so hard she could barely stand. She wailed, raw and unrestrained, the sound echoing in the kitchen.

“Come for us,” Blake demanded. “Now.”

Her body seized, her scream tearing out, her legs giving way as she clung to the counter. The orgasm ripped through her like fire, leaving her shaking, dripping down his hand.

Jason’s voice on the line was a groan, low and helpless. Oh, Stace. You have no idea what you just did to me.

Blake pulled his fingers free, slick and shining. He licked them clean with a satisfied grin. “She’s wrecked, Wright. You should see her. Bent over my counter, shaking, messy. Exactly how you wanted her.”

Jason let out a broken laugh. Better. More than I imagined. And we’re just getting started.

Stacy collapsed forward, cheek pressed against the cool counter, chest heaving. She realized then that the line between fantasy and reality wasn’t blurred anymore. It was gone.

And she was still hungry for more.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




The sky was turning purple outside Blake’s windows, the last threads of sunlight cutting across the kitchen floor. Stacy sat curled up on the couch in one of Blake’s hoodies, her legs bare underneath, hair still damp from a rushed shower. Blake was in the kitchen, opening a beer, humming low under his breath like he didn’t have a care in the world.

Her phone lit up. Jason.

She answered quickly, pulse skipping. “Hey.”

His voice came steady, though there was an edge under it. “Hey. You with him?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Because I’ve decided what I want next.”

Her stomach flipped. “Tell me.”

Jason took a breath, the sound of it sharp against the receiver. “I don’t just want pictures after the fact anymore. I don’t just want you telling me. I want proof while it’s happening. Live. You understand me?”

Her mouth went dry. “Live?”

“Video,” Jason said, firm. “Not just your voice. Not just your words. I want to see you. I want to watch his hands on you. I want to see your face when you can’t hold it in.”

Her breath stuttered. She glanced toward the kitchen. Blake had leaned against the counter, beer bottle in hand, eyebrows raised. He’d heard enough to catch the gist. His grin spread slow.

Jason’s voice dropped, husky. “Can you do that for me, Stace? Can you let me watch while he takes you?”

Her heart pounded so hard she thought Blake could hear it. “I—I don’t know if I can⁠—”

“You can,” Jason cut in, rougher now. “You promised me you’d give me everything. This is what I want. A live view. I need it.”

Her thighs pressed together under the hoodie, heat blooming low. She whispered, “What if he doesn’t want to?”

Blake chuckled, loud enough to carry. “Put me on speaker. Let’s clear that up.”

Her thumb hesitated, then tapped the button. Jason’s voice filled the room.

“You in, Blake?” Jason asked, no hesitation in his tone.

Blake took a swig of his beer, then smirked. “Oh, I’m in. You want a front-row seat while I use her? Consider it done.”

Jason groaned, wrecked already. “Then tonight, you’re giving me that show. No excuses.”

Stacy’s pulse thundered. The couch felt too small, the hoodie too heavy. The air itself seemed charged.

She realized there was no way back.

Blake set his beer down on the counter and walked over, bare feet silent against the hardwood. He plucked the phone from Stacy’s hand, turned it over, and studied the screen like it was a toy he’d been given to play with.

“You sure about this?” he asked, eyes gleaming.

Jason’s voice crackled from the speaker. “She’s sure. She’ll do it.”

Stacy’s breath hitched. “I—I don’t know if I⁠—”

Blake crouched in front of her, close enough that she could smell the mix of soap and sweat still clinging to his skin. He tipped her chin up with one finger. “Nervous?”

Her voice was a whisper. “Yes.”

“Good,” Blake said, grinning. “That makes it hotter.” He kissed her jaw, then stood, looking around the room. “We’ll set it up here. Couch has good light. Phone propped on the table should catch everything.”

Jason groaned faintly through the speaker. “Perfect. I want a clear view of her face. I want to watch every time her eyes roll back.”

Blake smirked, dragging the coffee table closer to the couch. He set the phone down, angling it until the camera caught Stacy sitting curled on the cushions, hoodie slipping off one shoulder. “There,” he muttered. “Frame’s good.”

Her cheeks flamed. “Jason, I can’t believe you want⁠—”

“Don’t think,” Jason cut her off, his voice rough. “Just obey. You promised me.”

Her thighs pressed together, heat throbbing between them. She glanced at Blake, who leaned against the arm of the couch, arms crossed, smirk sharp.

“You hear him?” Blake asked.

“Yes.”

“Then strip,” Jason ordered.

Stacy’s breath caught. “Now?”

“Yes. While I watch. While Blake watches. No stalling.”

Blake leaned down, whispering hot in her ear. “Do it slow. Make us both wait.”

Her hands trembled as she unzipped the hoodie, letting it slide down her arms. The cool air brushed her bare chest, nipples tightening instantly. She hesitated, fingers hooked in the hem of her shorts.

Jason’s voice broke through, rough and desperate. “Take them off, Stace. I need to see you.”

Blake’s chuckle rumbled low. “Guess you don’t have a choice, sweetheart.”

Her pulse thundered as she pushed the shorts down her thighs, kicking them aside. Sitting naked on Blake’s couch with the phone pointed at her, she’d never felt so exposed.

Jason groaned. “God, you’re perfect. Now lean back. Let me watch him touch you before he takes you.”

Stacy leaned back against the couch, the cushions cool against her bare skin. Her breath trembled as the reality sank in: Jason was watching, right now. Not imagining. Not listening after. Watching.

Blake crouched down between her knees, one hand braced on the cushion beside her hip. His grin was wolfish. “Smile for your husband, sweetheart. Let him see how bad you want it.”

She tried to, cheeks burning, lips parting in something that was closer to a moan than a smile.

Jason’s voice came through the phone, raw. Good. Now let him touch you. Don’t hide a thing.

Blake’s fingers slid up her thigh, deliberate, slow. He didn’t go straight for what she craved—he traced circles, teasing close and pulling away. Stacy whimpered, her hips jerking despite herself.

“You see this, Wright?” Blake said, his voice low, taunting. “She’s dripping already. Can’t sit still.”

Jason groaned loud enough that the sound fuzzed the speaker. Closer. I want to see your hand on her. I want to watch her squirm.

Blake shifted, angling his body so the camera caught his hand sliding higher, finally brushing between Stacy’s thighs. She gasped, head tipping back, one hand clutching at the cushion.

Her voice came out raw. “Jason… he’s touching me.”

Jason’s breath broke. Describe it. Tell me how it feels.

Her eyes fluttered shut, but Blake tugged her chin forward, forcing her to look at the phone. “Eyes open. Let him see you when you say it.”

Her chest rose and fell, voice shaking. “His fingers are teasing me—slow, just enough to drive me crazy. It’s… it’s wet. It’s too much.”

Blake pressed harder, stroking her with rougher intent now, making her hips lift off the couch. Her moan filled the room, spilling into the live call.

Jason’s groan matched hers, ragged. That’s it. Don’t hold back, Stace. Give me every sound.

Blake leaned closer, tongue flicking her nipple as his hand worked faster. “Hear that? He wants you loud. So scream for him.”

Her body quaked, every nerve lit. She cried out, voice breaking, not sure if she was saying Jason’s name, Blake’s, or both.

Jason’s voice came rough, desperate. More. Make her beg, Blake. I want to see her lose control right in front of me.

Blake hooked his arms under Stacy’s knees and dragged her down the couch until she was spread wide, completely exposed to the phone camera. She gasped, trying to cover herself, but he caught her wrists and pinned them to the cushions.

“Don’t hide,” Blake growled. “Your husband’s watching. Give him the show he begged for.”

Jason’s voice cut sharp through the speaker, ragged. Yes. Open her up. I want to see everything.

Blake used one hand to spread Stacy’s thighs even wider. The air hit her, cool and humiliating, but her body betrayed her—slick, dripping, need undeniable.

Her face flamed. “Jason…”

His voice came back low and hoarse. You’re perfect. Don’t fight it. Show me how bad you want him.

Blake smirked, fingers sliding through her wetness before pressing inside her with no hesitation. She cried out, back arching off the couch.

“You hear that?” Blake taunted, pumping his fingers harder so the sound of it filled the room. “She’s soaking my hand. She can’t take it quiet.”

Jason groaned, the sound broken. Good. Don’t let her stop. Keep her wide open. I want to see her beg.

Blake thrust deeper, curling his fingers until Stacy’s hips bucked helplessly. Her moans grew louder, filling the living room, spilling through the phone.

“Beg,” Blake demanded, his grin sharp. “Say what you want in front of him.”

Her breath hitched. “Please…”

“Not enough.”

“Please, Blake—don’t stop. Please make me come.”

Jason groaned again, raw and desperate. God, yes. Say it again, Stace.

She sobbed it out, louder this time. “Please make me come!”

Blake slammed his fingers harder, rougher, until she was crying out with every thrust, body shaking against the couch.

Jason’s voice broke through the speaker, strangled. She’s gorgeous. She’s fucking gorgeous like this. Don’t stop until she screams for both of us.

Blake’s grin widened, his voice dark. “You heard the man. Give us both what we want.”

Her cries built higher, her body right at the edge, every sound spilling into the call, until she couldn’t hold it back anymore—her scream ripping through the room, raw, filthy, and meant for both of them.

Blake’s hand never slowed. His fingers drove into her with merciless rhythm, knuckles slick, the sound obscene in the quiet living room. Stacy’s legs kicked helplessly against the cushions, her cries filling the air, raw and unrestrained.

Jason’s voice rasped from the phone, jagged with need. That’s it, Stace. Don’t fight it. Give it to us.

Blake leaned over her, lips brushing her ear. “Your husband’s watching you lose your mind on my couch. You gonna let him see you come all over my hand?”

Her answer was a sobbed moan. “Yes!”

“Say it,” Blake demanded, pumping harder.

“I’m going to come for you!” she screamed, voice breaking. “For both of you!”

Jason groaned, the sound rough and desperate. Fuck, yes—don’t hold it back.

Blake shifted, grinding his thumb against her while his fingers curled just right. Stacy’s back bowed off the cushions, the camera catching her face twisted with pleasure, mouth open, tears streaking her cheeks.

“Louder,” Blake growled. “Let him hear you.”

Her scream tore out of her, shaking the room. Her body seized, every muscle locking as she shattered around him, her orgasm crashing so hard it left her gasping, twitching against his grip.

Jason’s voice cracked on the line, a broken groan of her name, like he’d come undone right along with her.

Blake finally pulled his fingers free, holding them up slick for the camera, grinning down at her wrecked body. “You see that, Wright? That’s your wife, dripping all over me. Exactly like you wanted.”

Jason’s reply was ragged, worshipful. She’s perfect. She’s more perfect than I imagined.

Stacy collapsed against the cushions, chest heaving, legs trembling so hard she could barely keep them apart. Her whole body burned, her ears ringing from the scream she’d let loose.

Jason’s voice softened, still hoarse. Don’t clean her up. Not yet. I want her messy when she comes back to me.

Blake leaned down, kissing her temple roughly, his grin never fading. “She’s not going anywhere until I’m done with her.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, the phone still buzzing faintly with Jason’s breath, the weight of what she’d just done sinking in. There was no taking it back. She’d been put on display—filthy, shameless—and both of them had loved it.

And so had she.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




The sun had dipped low, leaving the sky streaked orange and pink. Stacy stood in Blake’s living room, wearing one of his old flannels that hung open down the front, nothing beneath it. The cicadas outside were louder than ever, their chorus buzzing through the muggy evening air.

Blake stood at the window, one hand on the frame. “It’s hot in here,” he muttered, pushing it open a few inches. The sound of kids laughing down the street floated in. Somewhere nearby, a lawnmower hummed.

Stacy froze. “Blake—someone could see.”

“That’s the point,” he said with a grin. “You think they’re looking in? Or do you think they’re too busy mowing their lawns to notice me spreading you out in here?”

Her pulse jumped, heat crawling up her neck. “Jason would⁠—”

Her phone buzzed on the couch. She snatched it up, Jason’s name glowing on the screen. She answered quickly, voice shaking. “Jason.”

His voice came low, rough. I heard him. Let him. Open the window. Tell me what it feels like to know anyone could see you.

Her breath hitched. “Jason…”

Do it, Jason pressed. Be a good wife. Show me you’re not scared.

Blake’s hand slid down her back, cupping her ass through the thin flannel. “Hear that? He wants it. So quit stalling.”

Her knees trembled as Blake pushed her closer to the glass, the warm air brushing her bare skin. The streetlight outside flickered on, bathing the room in a dim glow.

“Spread your legs,” Blake ordered, voice low.

She obeyed, heart hammering, every nerve on fire at the thought of a neighbor walking past, glancing in, seeing her like this.

Jason groaned through the phone. Tell me how it feels, Stace. Tell me the truth.

Her voice cracked, shaky. “It feels dangerous. Like someone could see me… like I want them to.”

Blake chuckled, sliding his hand between her thighs. “Now that’s the kind of honesty we like.”

Jason’s breath broke through the speaker. Good girl. Keep going. Don’t close that window until you scream for him.

Blake spun her gently, guiding her until her chest pressed against the cool pane. The glass fogged faintly with her breath. The sounds of the street drifted in clearer now—footsteps on pavement, distant chatter, the hum of a car passing by.

Her hands flattened on the glass. “Blake…”

“Relax,” he muttered against her ear, one hand sliding under the loose flannel. “Nobody’s looking. And if they are? Let them enjoy the view.”

Jason’s voice rasped from the phone speaker she’d set on the sill. Tell me what he’s doing. Right now.

Her breath shook as Blake cupped her breast, his thumb dragging over her nipple until it tightened painfully. “He’s—he’s touching me. Against the window.”

Jason groaned. God, yes. Louder. Make me hear how dangerous it feels.

Blake’s other hand slid down her stomach, fingers slipping between her thighs. “Say it, sweetheart. Say you’re spread open where anyone could see.”

Her face burned, body betraying her with a slick rush of heat. “I’m—I’m spread open at the window,” she gasped. “Anyone walking by could see me.”

Jason cursed under his breath, the sound raw. Keep going. Don’t stop until she’s moaning, Blake.

Blake pressed her harder against the glass, the edge of the sill biting into her thighs as his fingers worked her mercilessly. “You hear that, Wright? She’s dripping on my hand, begging to be caught.”

Stacy whimpered, hips rocking helplessly against him. The thought of a neighbor glancing up, seeing her bare skin framed in the window, made her pulse race even faster.

Jason’s voice broke through, jagged. Don’t close it. Don’t hide. I want her loud enough the whole block could hear.

Blake growled against her neck, grinding his palm rougher between her legs. “You heard your husband. Give us both a show.”

Her cry tore out, muffled against the glass, her body trembling as she clung to the sill. Every sound outside—the laugh of a kid, the bark of a dog—made her squeeze tighter around his fingers, like she was seconds from exploding.

Blake’s grip tightened on Stacy’s hips, pulling her back just enough to slide his hand deeper between her thighs. His fingers pumped hard, fast, obscene sounds filling the small gap between her body and the glass.

She whimpered, forehead pressed to the cool pane, but Blake wasn’t having it. He fisted a hand in her hair, yanking her head back until her cries filled the room.

“No hiding,” he growled. “Not with the window open. Not with your husband listening.”

Jason’s voice crackled through the phone, ragged. That’s right. Louder, Stace. I want the neighbors to wonder what’s happening in there.

Her chest heaved. “I can’t—someone will⁠—”

Blake’s grin pressed hot against her ear. “That’s the idea.”

His thumb found her clit, grinding ruthlessly, and her scream tore out before she could stop it. The sound bounced off the walls, loud enough to bleed into the night air through the open window.

Outside, a dog barked, sudden and sharp, like it had heard her. Her pulse spiked with panic and heat, her whole body quaking.

Jason groaned so hard it fuzzed the speaker. Jesus Christ. Do it again. Make her scream again, Blake.

Blake pumped faster, forcing her up on her toes. “You heard him, sweetheart. Scream for us.”

Her voice broke into a wail, raw and unrestrained, echoing out into the street. The thrill of it—of someone hearing, of Jason watching her humiliate herself this way—shattered what little control she had left.

Her orgasm hit fast, violent, her knees buckling as she cried out loud enough to make her own ears ring. The glass fogged with her ragged breath, her body trembling as Blake held her upright, still working her through it.

Jason’s groan came through the phone, strangled. Oh, fuck. She’s perfect. You have no idea how hard I am right now.

Blake kissed her shoulder roughly, his laugh dark. “Oh, I think we do.”

Stacy sagged against the glass, her breath fogging the pane, thighs trembling from her release. She thought maybe Blake would be satisfied—until his hands caught her hips, pulling her back just enough that she felt the hard press of him against her ass.

Her breath stuttered. “Blake…”

“You thought we were done?” he murmured, voice rough with hunger. He ground into her, making her feel just how ready he was. “Not even close.”

Jason’s voice came through the phone on the sill, ragged, urgent. Do it. Right there. With the window open.

Her pulse roared. “Jason—what if someone⁠—”

That’s what I want, Jason cut in, his voice cracking. I want you on display. I want you to let him fuck you where anyone could see if they just look up.

Blake chuckled darkly, sliding the flannel off her shoulders until it pooled at her elbows. “You hear your husband? He’s begging for it. And so are you.”

Her hands clenched against the sill. The street outside hummed with ordinary life—crickets chirping, a car door slamming two houses down, voices carrying faintly in the warm air. And here she was, naked, flushed, about to let her neighbor take her against the glass.

Blake positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing at her slick entrance. Her whole body jolted. “Oh God⁠—”

Jason groaned through the speaker. Say it, Stace. Say you’re about to let him take you at the window.

Her voice cracked, trembling but clear. “I’m going to let him fuck me at the window. Where anyone could see.”

Jason’s groan was broken, guttural. Yes. Do it. Now.

Blake thrust inside her in one hard push, and her scream tore out of her throat, high and unrestrained. The glass rattled with the force of it.

Outside, a car drove by slow, headlights washing across the yard. Stacy froze, panic sparking, but Blake grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to moan louder.

“Too late to be quiet,” he growled. “Let them hear you.”

Jason’s voice was wrecked, desperate. Oh, fuck, yes. Don’t stop—don’t stop until she can’t stand.

Blake slammed into her again, harder, the open window framing every filthy sound as the night swallowed them whole.

Blake’s thrusts shook the windowpane, his hips slamming into her with hard, relentless rhythm. The glass rattled with each push, her hands splayed against it, her forehead pressed to the cool surface. The street outside carried on—voices down the block, a car pulling into a driveway—but all she could hear was the obscene slap of skin and her own desperate cries.

Jason’s voice rasped from the phone on the sill. Louder, Stace. Don’t hold back. Let the whole neighborhood know he’s inside you.

Her body clenched around Blake, shame and heat colliding until she couldn’t tell one from the other. “Jason—someone’s going to⁠—”

Blake yanked her hair back, forcing her head up, her flushed face reflected faintly in the glass. “They already hear you, sweetheart. You think they don’t know what’s happening in here?” He thrust deeper, groaning into her ear. “Give them a show.”

Jason’s groan was jagged, urgent. Yes. Don’t stop until she screams my name. Then scream his. I want both.

Blake’s hand slid around her throat, holding her steady as he pounded into her. The pressure made her breath hitch, made her moans sharper, filthier. Her body trembled, teetering on the edge.

“Whose cock is inside you?” Blake snarled.

“H—yours!” she cried, voice cracking.

Jason’s breath hissed through the line. Say mine too. Tell me you’re still mine while he fucks you.

Her whole body jolted, the words tearing from her throat. “Yours, Jason! I’m yours too!”

Blake groaned, hips snapping harder. “That’s it. Scream for us both.”

Her climax hit like lightning, ripping through her, her scream muffled only by the night air swallowing it. The sound echoed out the open window, raw and unrestrained, as her body shook violently against Blake’s relentless thrusts.

Jason’s groan on the line was guttural, broken. Oh, Stace—fuck—I can hear you. I can feel it.

Blake drove into her once more, groaning as he finished inside her, holding her pinned to the glass while she convulsed around him.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths, cicadas buzzing, a dog barking faintly down the block.

Jason’s voice came again, softer now but still wrecked. Don’t you dare close that window. Let the air hit you while you drip for him. Bring it back to me just like that.

Blake kissed the back of her neck, laughing darkly. “Guess the neighbors got an earful tonight.”

Her body trembled against the glass, cheeks wet with tears she hadn’t noticed, heart hammering with both terror and satisfaction. She’d never been so exposed.

And she’d never been so turned on.


CHAPTER NINETEEN




The morning light cut across the bedroom in harsh lines. Stacy blinked awake, her body aching everywhere Blake had held her down the night before. Her thighs were sore, her voice rough from screaming. She turned on her side and breathed in the sheets. They reeked of Blake—sweat, cedar, sex.

The memory of the window hit her in a rush. Her hands on the glass. The cool night air on her bare skin. The street just outside, so close it felt like someone had to have heard her. She shivered, not from shame, but from the raw thrill still clinging to her skin.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Blake was still asleep, sprawled naked beside her, but she grabbed it quickly, heart jumping.

Jason.

Did you think about last night?

Because I can’t stop replaying it.

Hearing you scream with the window open—fuck, Stace, it was everything.

Her breath stuttered. She typed slowly, careful not to wake Blake. I can’t believe we did that. I thought someone would see.

The dots appeared instantly. That’s the point. That’s what made it perfect. And now I want more.

Her pulse raced. More?

Daylight.

Her stomach dropped, twisting in equal parts fear and arousal. She typed with shaky fingers. Jason… people will definitely see.

Exactly, came his reply. You promised me you’d do anything. This is what I want. Let him take you where there’s no hiding. Outside. Broad daylight. Let me watch.

Her breath caught in her throat. Outside. No curtains. No shadows. Just the three of them and the risk of being fully exposed.

She set the phone down, covering her face with her hands. Her body burned at the thought. She wasn’t sure if she could say no anymore.

Beside her, Blake stirred, rolling onto his side and draping an arm heavy across her waist. His voice came rough with sleep. “What’s he got you all wound up about now?”

Her lips trembled as she whispered, “Daylight.”

Blake’s grin spread slow against her shoulder. “Oh, fuck yes.”

The phone buzzed again. Stacy hesitated, but Blake reached past her and tapped the screen, putting the call on speaker. Jason’s voice filled the bedroom, rough but steady.

“Stace. You there?”

She swallowed. “Yes.”

Blake stretched beside her, hands laced behind his head, grinning at the ceiling. “We’re listening, Wright. Go ahead and lay it out.”

Jason’s breath rasped through the line. “Last night was perfect. But now I want more. I don’t want curtains or shadows or nighttime to hide behind. I want broad daylight. I want her outside.”

Stacy’s pulse spiked. “Outside? Jason, people will see⁠—”

“That’s what I want,” he cut in, voice sharp. “I want the risk. I want to know anyone could glance over and catch you being taken by him. And I want proof. Video. No exceptions.”

Blake chuckled low, tilting his head toward her. “You hear him, sweetheart? He’s upping the stakes.”

Jason’s voice grew rougher. “Picture it, Stace. The sun on your skin. The neighbors mowing their lawns while you’re bent over for him. Me watching every second from my phone. You think you can handle that?”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. “I… I don’t know if I can.”

Jason groaned, urgent now. “Yes, you can. You said you’d do anything for me. This is it. This is what I need. Tell me you’ll do it.”

Blake’s hand slid across her stomach, fingers dipping lower, teasing. “Say it, baby. Tell him yes.”

Her body quivered, torn between fear and need. She closed her eyes. “I’ll do it. I’ll let you watch me outside. In daylight.”

Jason’s groan was ragged, relieved. “Fuck, Stace. That’s it. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

Blake laughed, rolling out of bed and stretching, his cock already half-hard. “Guess I better mow the yard, huh? Give the neighbors a reason to look over.”

Jason chuckled darkly through the line. “Do it soon. I don’t want to wait. I want her dripping in the sun before the day’s out.”

Stacy’s stomach fluttered wildly, her body already betraying her. There was no going back now.

The sun was already high, pouring through the blinds in harsh white streaks. Stacy sat on the edge of Blake’s bed, tugging the hem of one of his T-shirts down over her bare thighs. Her hands wouldn’t stay still—twisting the fabric, smoothing it, letting go, then clutching again.

Jason’s voice hummed through the speakerphone on the nightstand. Don’t overthink it, Stace. You promised. This isn’t the time to get shy.

Her throat tightened. “Jason, it’s different at night. No one saw⁠—”

“No one saw because it was dark,” he interrupted, firm. “That’s not enough anymore. I need to see you risk being caught. That’s what makes it real. That’s what makes it mine.”

Blake stepped out of the bathroom, towel slung over his shoulder, grin wide. “He’s right. Stop stalling. Get up. We’re doing this.”

Her pulse leapt. “What if someone actually does see?”

Blake tossed the towel aside, unabashedly naked, stretching like he had all the confidence in the world. “Then they get a free show. No skin off our backs.” He glanced at the phone, smirking. “Unless Wright has a problem with that.”

Jason’s laugh came dark, shaky. I’d pay to see their faces when they realize the pretty housewife next door is bent over outside. Don’t back out, Stace. Don’t you dare.

Her stomach twisted. Fear coiled tight, but underneath it was a sharper ache, low and insistent. The idea of someone catching her, of Jason watching live, made her thighs press together despite everything.

Blake caught the movement, his grin widening. “She’s wet already. Just from thinking about it.”

Jason groaned. Perfect. Keep her that way until you’re outside.

Blake tugged the T-shirt up, baring her to the waist. “Lose this. Sun’s out—your tits should be too.”

“Blake!” she gasped, clutching the fabric down again.

Jason’s voice cut in, hard. Do it. Now.

Her heart slammed, heat crawling to her face. She pulled the shirt off, dropping it to the floor.

Blake let out a low whistle, circling her like prey. “Fuck, you’re beautiful. The neighbors won’t know what hit them.”

Jason’s breath rasped through the line. Take her outside. I want her in the sun before she changes her mind.

Stacy stood on shaky legs, completely bare now, the heat of the day pressing in even from inside the house.

The back door creaked as Blake pushed it open, sunlight spilling in hard and bright. The air outside was thick with summer heat, heavy with the smell of fresh-cut grass. A mower droned faintly two houses down, and a dog barked somewhere on the next street.

Stacy froze in the doorway, bare skin prickling under the flood of light. “Blake—what if someone looks over the fence?”

Blake glanced back, grin lazy. “Then they’ll see exactly what your husband wanted them to.” He caught her hand, tugging her gently but firmly onto the porch.

Her feet met the warm wood, each step feeling louder than it should, as if the whole neighborhood could hear her bare soles against the boards. She fought the urge to cover herself, but Blake yanked her arm down when she tried.

“Hands at your sides,” he ordered. “Let him see you trembling.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. She turned her face toward the phone Blake had set on the porch rail, Jason’s voice already filling the quiet.

Tell me where you are, Stace. Right now.

Her throat went dry. “I’m… outside. On his porch. Naked.”

Jason groaned, low and jagged. Say it louder. Own it.

Her voice cracked, but she forced it out. “I’m naked outside. In daylight.”

Blake’s hand slid up her spine, warm and possessive. “Good girl. Let him hear you blush.”

Her body burned hotter. The sound of a car passing at the end of the street made her knees buckle, the thought of someone glancing over enough to make her thighs clench.

Jason’s breathing was ragged. Perfect. Now let him touch you where anyone could see.

Blake’s hand slid lower, cupping her ass, squeezing hard. He smirked, his voice dark. “You heard him. Time to put on a show.”

Blake guided Stacy down the porch steps, his hand heavy on her bare hip. The grass was warm against her feet, the sunlight beating down on her shoulders. She felt like the whole world was staring—even if no one actually was.

“Here,” Blake muttered, pushing her toward the side of the yard where the fence was lowest. “Right where the neighbors could get an eyeful.”

Her chest tightened. “Blake, please—someone will see⁠—”

Jason’s voice cut sharp through the speakerphone perched on the porch rail. That’s the point, Stace. Don’t you dare back out. I want you to give him everything, right where anyone could notice.

Blake spun her, pressing her back to the fence. The wood was rough against her skin, the heat of it soaking into her. He grinned down at her, his cock already hard against her stomach. “Hands up,” he ordered.

Her pulse thudded. She lifted her arms, bracing them against the top of the fence, the pose leaving her fully exposed to anyone who might glance over.

Jason groaned, ragged. Fuck, that’s it. Tell me how it feels, Stace.

Her voice broke. “I feel… naked. Like I’m going to get caught. Like I can’t breathe—” She moaned as Blake’s hand slid between her thighs, fingers stroking her open. “—and it’s making me wetter.”

Blake laughed softly, curling his fingers inside her until she whimpered. “She’s dripping already, Wright. Your perfect little wife’s about to soak my hand in her own backyard.”

Jason groaned louder, the sound desperate. Good. Don’t let her hold back. Make her scream out there.

Blake’s thumb ground hard against her clit, and Stacy’s cry ripped through the quiet air. She froze, horrified at how loud it had been, but the sound of the mower two houses down kept buzzing.

“Too loud,” she whispered, panicked.

Blake smirked, pumping harder. “Not loud enough.”

Jason’s voice came jagged through the line. Yes, louder, Stace. Don’t hide it. Let me hear you risk it.

Her whole body shuddered. She couldn’t stop the moans spilling out now, high and sharp, her voice carrying over the fence. Somewhere close by, a dog barked again, as if answering her cries.

Blake’s grin widened, his voice dark against her ear. “You’re gonna come with your neighbors home. Scream my name so they know exactly who’s fucking you.”

Her head dropped back, tears pricking her eyes from the sheer intensity. “Blake!” she cried, the sound breaking as her climax ripped through her, raw and unrestrained.

Jason’s moan filled the phone speaker, guttural and helpless. Oh, fuck. That’s it. That’s everything.

Stacy collapsed against the fence, trembling, her whole body still buzzing. Blake pulled his hand away, slick and shining, licking his fingers with a satisfied grin. “Think they heard you, Wright?”

Jason’s laugh was broken, filthy. They heard. And I want more. Next time—we don’t stop at fingers.

Stacy’s breath caught. Her body was still coming down, but her heart was already racing at what that meant.


CHAPTER TWENTY




The morning sun was already blazing when Stacy’s phone buzzed on Blake’s nightstand. She reached for it with shaky hands, knowing before she looked that it would be Jason.

She answered, voice still rough from sleep. “Jason?”

His voice came low but steady, humming with a hunger that made her pulse quicken. “Stace. I can’t stop thinking about yesterday. Hearing you come with the window open, screaming in the yard—I can’t get it out of my head.”

Her chest tightened. “Jason…”

He didn’t give her a chance to stall. “Today, I want everything. No more teasing. No more almost. I want you and Blake outside. In daylight. No clothes. No hiding. And I want to see it live.”

Her stomach dropped, heat and panic flooding her veins. “Jason, that’s⁠—”

“That’s what I want,” he cut in, voice hard. “You promised me. And I don’t care if the neighbors see. I want you bent over for him where anyone could watch, with me on video the whole time. You understand?”

She sat frozen, phone hot against her ear, words lodged in her throat.

Blake came out of the bathroom, towel slung low on his hips, catching her expression. “What’s he asking now?”

Jason’s voice carried sharp through the receiver. “I’m not asking. I’m telling. Outside. Broad daylight. He fucks you until you can’t stand, and I watch every second. No more limits.”

Blake’s grin spread slow and hungry. “Hell, yeah. Took him long enough to say it out loud.”

Stacy’s breath shook. “Jason… this isn’t like before. What if someone⁠—”

“Then they see,” Jason snapped. His voice cracked with need. “That’s the point, Stace. You give yourself over completely. You let him fuck you outside where there’s no pretending anymore. You want this as bad as I do—so stop fighting it and say yes.”

Her throat worked, heart pounding so hard it hurt, yet the excitement of it all brewed deep inside of her. She closed her eyes, trembling. “Yes.”

Jason groaned, the sound ragged, broken with relief. “You’re so hot! Get the phone set up. I want to see everything.”

Blake tossed his towel aside, already hard, and clapped his hands once. “You heard your husband. Let’s give him a finale worth remembering.”

Stacy stood on unsteady legs, knowing the consequences but eager to take the risk anyway.

The air outside was hotter than the day before, the sun hanging high and merciless in the sky. Stacy’s bare feet sank into the grass as Blake led her out the back door, her body exposed to the open yard. The brightness felt brutal, every inch of her skin lit up like a spotlight.

Blake carried her phone, smirking as he scanned the yard. “Here’s good,” he muttered, setting it on the patio table and propping it against a planter. He tapped the screen, making sure the camera framed the scene: the lawn, the fence, and Stacy standing in full view.

Jason’s voice came through the speaker, rough with anticipation. Perfect. Back her up a little so I can see all of her. Don’t block the shot.

Blake chuckled, gripping Stacy’s wrist and pulling her toward the patch of grass just in front of the table. “You heard him. Step into the frame.”

Her pulse raced. She stood there, naked under the blazing sun, the heat already prickling her skin. Every sound seemed louder—the cicadas in the trees, a car pulling away two streets over, the faint laughter of kids drifting from down the block.

She whispered, “Jason, this is too exposed. If anyone looks over⁠—”

That’s what I want, Jason cut in sharply. I want to watch you risk it all. Tilt the camera lower, Blake—I want her whole body, head to toe.

His words excited her while her anxiety of being caught increased.

Blake adjusted the phone, then stepped back to admire the shot, his grin widening. “There. You’ve got a perfect view, Wright. Like you’re sitting right here with us.”

Jason groaned faintly through the line. Closer. Make her spread for me. I want to see how ready she is before you even touch her.

Stacy gasped, clutching her arms around herself, still somewhat unsure even though she was extremely aroused. “Jason⁠—”

Blake smirked, grabbing her wrists and pulling them down. “Don’t argue. Show him.” He pressed two fingers between her thighs, stroking once before holding them up to the camera, glistening. “She’s dripping already.”

Jason groaned, his voice jagged. Good. Now get her on her knees first. I want to watch her take you in her mouth before you bend her over.

Blake’s grin turned feral. “Show time!”

Stacy’s knees hit the grass, the blades warm and scratchy against her skin. The camera caught everything—her flushed face, her trembling hands, the sun lighting her up in full view.

The grass was warm under her knees, little blades sticking to her damp skin. Stacy tilted her face up toward Blake, the sun in her eyes, heart hammering not from fear this time but from a wild, hungry need that seemed to burn brighter than the daylight itself.

Jason’s voice came through the phone, rough and urgent. Look at her, Blake. She’s glowing. Open that mouth for him. I want to see you take him like you’ve been waiting for this moment all your life.

Stacy licked her lips, moaning softly at just the thought of it. “Yes… I want it.”

Blake’s grin widened as he stroked himself slow, the thick length of him already slick at the tip. “Hear that, Wright? She’s begging for it now. She’s done pretending.”

“Please,” Stacy whispered, leaning forward, her hands reaching for his thighs. “I want to taste him with the sun on me. I want you both to watch me.”

Jason groaned, wrecked. God, yes. Do it, Stace. Take him. Let me watch you choke on it.

Blake gripped the back of her head, guiding her closer until her lips parted around him. The heat and weight of him filled her mouth, stretching her jaw. She moaned low, sucking hard, her tongue swirling as her eyes watered in the bright light.

“Fuck,” Blake growled, thrusting shallowly, letting the camera catch the shine of her lips sliding down him. “She’s perfect. No hesitation. Look at her swallowing me like she was made for it.”

Jason’s breathing grew jagged through the speaker. Tell me how it feels, Stace. Tell me while he’s in your throat.

She pulled back just enough to gasp, spit glistening on her chin. “So full. So thick. I love it—I love doing this out here, knowing anyone could see me.” Then she dove back down, hungrier, gagging softly around him as she took more.

Blake groaned, fist tightening in her hair, hips rolling deeper. “You hear that? She’s loving this. She’s desperate for us both.”

Jason’s groan was broken. More. Take him deeper. Show me how much you can handle.

Stacy obeyed instantly, sliding down his length until her nose brushed his stomach, throat tightening around him. She choked, moaned, then pulled back with a filthy gasp, drool spilling down her chest.

Her eyes flicked to the phone, pupils blown wide. “What’s next, Jason? Tell me what to do. I need it.”

Jason’s moan turned into a command, sharp and ragged. Bend her over, Blake. Right there in the yard. I want to see her take you in broad daylight until she can’t stand.

Blake pulled free from her mouth with a slick pop, wiping her chin with his thumb before smearing the drool across her lips. “Up,” he ordered, grinning down at her. “Your husband wants the main event.”

Stacy scrambled to her feet, chest heaving, skin flushed from sun and arousal. She turned toward the table where the phone rested, Jason’s ragged breathing filling the air. Her voice trembled, but not from nerves this time. “Jason… tell me.”

Bend over, Jason growled. Hands on the grass. Spread yourself wide. I want to see him slide into you where anyone could walk by.

A shiver ran down her spine. She nodded quickly, eager, and dropped to all fours on the lawn. The grass was hot under her palms, scratching at her knees. She arched her back, spreading herself open to the camera without hesitation.

Jason groaned so loud it fuzzed the speaker. God, yes. Hold her there, Blake. Don’t let her move until I’ve seen every inch of her filled.

Blake knelt behind her, hands gripping her ass hard enough to leave marks. “Look at this view. She’s dripping already, Wright. Begging for it.”

“I am,” Stacy gasped, wiggling her hips, desperate for more. “Please—don’t make me wait.”

Jason’s voice cracked. Do it. Now. I want to hear her scream.

Blake pressed forward, sliding into her in one hard thrust. Her cry ripped out, raw and loud, echoing across the yard. The camera caught everything—her face twisted with pleasure, the way her body stretched to take him.

“Oh, fuck—Jason!” she cried, fingers clawing into the grass. “He’s so deep—I can’t—I can’t stop⁠—”

Jason groaned, wrecked. Don’t stop. Ride it, Stace. Give me every sound. Let the neighbors hear how good he’s fucking you.

Blake slammed into her again, harder, his groans low and guttural. “She’s milking me already. She loves this. Loves that she’s wide open in the sun with her husband watching.”

Her moans turned into screams, high and desperate, her body shaking with every thrust. The thought of a neighbor glancing over, of someone seeing her like this—bent over, taken raw in the middle of the yard—made her clench tighter around him.

Jason’s voice was sharp, commanding. Scream his name. Then mine. Let everyone know exactly who owns you.

Her voice broke, wild and unrestrained. “Blake! Jason! Oh God—both of you!”

The sound carried into the neighborhood, impossible to take back. And it only made her wetter.

Blake’s thrusts came harder now, relentless, his hips slamming into her with a rhythm that made the grass dig into her knees. The sunlight burned across her back, sweat trickling down her spine. The heat was unbearable—and perfect.

Jason’s voice crackled from the phone, broken and jagged. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop. I want her screaming until the whole block knows she’s ours.

Stacy’s breath came in sharp sobs. “Jason—Blake—I can’t⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” Blake snarled, gripping her hips so hard it hurt. He drove into her deeper, rougher. “Take it. Show him how much you love being used right here where anyone could see.”

Jason groaned, desperate. Say it, Stace. Tell me you love it. Tell me you love being fucked in broad daylight for everyone to hear.

Her voice broke into a wail. “I love it! I love being your dirty wife—I love being his slut—I want everyone to know!”

Her words tore the last thread of control. Blake growled and pounded into her faster, his cock hitting deep until she was sobbing from the force of it. The phone captured every filthy sound—the slap of skin, her cries, Blake’s groans—and fed them straight to Jason.

That’s it, Jason shouted through the line, undone. Come for us, Stace. Come loud enough the neighbors never forget it.

Blake’s thumb pressed hard against her clit, and the world shattered. Her scream ripped out of her throat, wild, raw, carried straight into the open air. She convulsed around him, body clenching so hard she nearly collapsed into the grass.

Blake groaned, thrusting once, twice more before spilling inside her with a guttural roar. His weight pinned her down as she shook violently through the aftershocks.

Jason’s voice came ragged, broken by his own climax. Fuck, Stace. You’re perfect. You’re everything.

The yard went quiet again except for cicadas buzzing and the faint sound of someone’s sprinkler hissing next door. Stacy lay trembling in the grass, her face pressed against the blades, her body leaking Blake’s release, her chest heaving.

There was no undoing this. She had given herself over completely—in the sun, in the open, to both of them.

And instead of shame, all she felt was hunger for whatever would come next.


EPILOGUE




The key turned in the lock, and Stacy’s pulse kicked like she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t. She stood barefoot in the kitchen, her silk robe tied loose, hair damp from a shower that hadn’t calmed her nerves. Blake leaned against the counter, shirtless, sipping a beer, and when he heard the door he smirked like he’d been waiting for this exact moment.

“He’s home,” Blake said, low, almost teasing.

Jason stepped inside, duffel bag slung over his shoulder, his travel clothes clinging to him from the summer heat. He dropped the bag by the door with a thud. His eyes locked on Stacy instantly—her bare legs, the edge of the robe showing more than it hid—and the tension in his face melted into something darker.

“Stace,” Jason rasped, voice hoarse from days of silence.

Her breath caught. “Jason.”

He crossed the room in three strides and grabbed her face, kissing her hard. The kiss was messy, desperate, months of distance poured into one moment. His beard scratched her skin, his tongue pushed deep, and her knees almost buckled.

When he pulled back, his eyes slid to Blake. “So it’s real.”

Blake lifted his beer in a mock toast. “Every damn second.”

Jason’s jaw flexed, then his hand slid down Stacy’s throat to her chest, pressing her robe against her skin. “And you let him?”

Her voice trembled. “Yes. I let him. I wanted you to know everything.”

Jason groaned, low and guttural. “Good girl.” His gaze flicked back to Blake. “And you’ve been taking care of her?”

Blake’s grin widened. “She’s been taking care of me.”

Jason laughed once, dark and broken. “Fuck.” He yanked the robe loose and shoved it off her shoulders. The silk whispered as it fell to the floor, leaving her bare in the kitchen, her nipples tightening under his stare.

“Jesus, Stace,” Jason said, voice thick. “You’re dripping already. You’ve been waiting for this.”

She flushed hot. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Jason kissed her again, then pulled back, his voice turning sharp. “On your knees.”

She dropped instantly, the tile cool under her skin. Blake set his beer aside, unbuttoning his jeans. Jason pulled at his own belt, his cock swelling against his hand.

“Take him,” Jason ordered, his eyes dark. “Take him while I watch.”

Blake’s cock jutted thick in front of her, and she opened her mouth eagerly, wrapping her lips around him. The salty taste hit her tongue, and she moaned as she sucked him deep. Jason groaned above her, stroking himself slowly, his fist sliding slick.

“Fuck,” Blake growled, his hand in her hair. “She’s starving for it. You see this, Wright? Your wife’s gagging on me like she’s addicted.”

Jason’s laugh was jagged. “I know. Look at her lips stretched around you. Drool dripping down her chin. That’s my greedy little slut.”

She moaned louder at his words, spit running down her chest as she bobbed faster. Jason crouched beside her, his cock brushing her cheek. “Look up at me, Stace. Look at your husband while you choke on him.”

Her eyes watered as she obeyed, staring up at Jason while Blake thrust deeper. Jason shoved the head of his cock between her lips too, feeding it in alongside Blake until her mouth was overflowing, her throat gagging.

“God, yes,” Jason groaned. “Take us both. Stretch your throat until you can’t breathe.”

She choked, gasped, then moaned, saliva spilling everywhere. Blake pulled free just long enough to smear himself across her lips before shoving back in.

Jason’s hand stroked her messy face. “Perfect. But I want more. Get her up. I’m fucking her while she sucks you.”

Blake tugged her to her feet, spinning her toward the couch. Jason bent her over the armrest, yanking his zipper down the rest of the way. He slid into her in one hard thrust, filling her deep.

Her scream was muffled as Blake pressed his cock back into her mouth, her throat stretched as Jason slammed into her from behind. She was taken at both ends, her body jolting between them, stuffed full and shaking.

Jason groaned, pounding her harder. “You feel this, Blake? She’s squeezing me tighter because she’s gagging on you.”

Blake laughed, breathless. “She’s perfect. Your wife’s a goddamn dream.”

Stacy sobbed around Blake’s cock, her body clenching wildly, every nerve sparking. Jason leaned over her back, his voice harsh in her ear. “Come for us, Stace. Come while you’re full of both of us.”

Her orgasm ripped through her, sudden and violent, her scream muffled around Blake. Her cunt clenched tight on Jason, milking him until he groaned, spilling inside her. She shook between them, her body convulsing as Blake pulled free, stroking fast until he painted her face and chest.

She collapsed on the couch, trembling, sweat slick on her skin.

But Jason wasn’t done. He grabbed her chin, tilting her face up, smearing Blake’s release across her lips with his thumb. “Lick it,” he commanded.

She moaned, sucking his thumb clean, tasting both of them.

Jason kissed her rough, then pulled back, his voice dark. “On the floor. On your back. I want to watch him fuck you while I make you come again.”

Her body ached, but she obeyed, sprawling on the rug, legs spread wide. Blake knelt between them, sliding back into her with a groan. Jason straddled her chest, feeding her his cock, his eyes burning down at her.

“Take us both again,” Jason growled. “Scream for him. Moan for me. Show us you’re ours.”

Blake thrust hard into her pussy, his hips snapping, while Jason slid into her mouth, fucking her throat. She was wrecked, overwhelmed, her body shaking.

Jason’s voice broke. “Come for him again. Let me feel your scream around my cock.”

Her body clenched, her second climax crashing down, harder, wetter, soaking Blake as he groaned and spilled inside her. Jason growled, shoving deep into her throat until he emptied himself, his groans ragged.

They collapsed together, Jason on one side, Blake on the other, Stacy trembling between them. The air smelled of sweat and sex, the faint fizz of Blake’s forgotten beer still audible from the counter.

Jason kissed her temple roughly, his voice low and certain. “This isn’t the end, Stace. Tonight was just us catching up. Next time, I’m not keeping you inside. You’re going to scream for us both where the whole world can hear.”

Blake chuckled, stroking her thigh lazily. “Guess we’re just getting started.”

Stacy’s body was spent, her skin marked by both of them, but her whisper came steady, certain. “Yes.”

Jason grinned, pulling her closer, Blake pressing in at her other side. “Good. Then the three of us? We’re all in.”
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