
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents

Copyright Page
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Mailing List



No Strings Attached

© 2025 Mad Stories
All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


CHAPTER ONE


EVERY MORNING, I perfect my smile in the bathroom mirror – practicing the exact curve of contentment that says "I love my life" to anyone watching. And someone's always watching in suburbia. The neighbors, the other parents, my dear sweet Emma... they all need their daily dose of reassurance that Jack Morrison, former bachelor of the year and Indy Rock God, has been successfully domesticated. Alright, so maybe I wasn't actually named bachelor of the year, but I had my fair pick of women any night of the week. Besides being built like a fucking tank, I have a smile that could disarm Satan himself. And if none of that worked (but let's be honest it always worked), then I had the most beautiful hair a man could ask for. Long dreads that came down to my ass. It was all I could do to keep people from touching it whenever I walked by.

Now those dreads are held tight in a man bun, sacrificed on the altar of "growing up" – Emma's words, not mine. She says it looks more professional, and maybe she's right. But to me it just screams neutered. Yet another small death in the ongoing murder of who I used to be. The tank is still there, hidden under Oxford shirts and sweaters with baby vomit, like a tiger dressed in a kitten costume. Sometimes I catch the moms at football practice staring when I take Jack Jr. to practice. Old habits die hard, and that smile still works its magic, even if I'm not supposed to notice anymore.

I've gotten quite good at it, actually. The performance of the perfect husband and father. It's not so different from being on stage – just a much more boring set list. Instead of guitar riffs and whiskey, it's diaper duty and carpool lanes. The groupies have been replaced by soccer moms who still give me that look, the one that says they've heard about my past and wouldn't mind starring in a sequel. If they only knew how right they are. Sometimes I think about serenading them, wondering how many bars into Your Body Is a Wonderland I would get to before they would give me 'the look'. God, I miss that look. The one that screams out I'll let you do every filthy thing you've fantasized about. And they would too. Like the twins in Austin, or the goth chick with the lollipop in Jacksonville. Those were some of the best fucking nights of my life, but we'll get to those soon enough. Emma used to give me that look. It's what first attracted me to her. Now, I can barely stand to be in the same fucking room as her. And our sex life? Nonexistent. Sometimes I wonder if she'd even care if I bent one of these PTA moms over the counter and gave them a taste of the good life.

Here's a dirty little secret: sometimes during PTA meetings, I catch myself writing lyrics in my head about these desperate housewives. Jennifer with her yoga pants and knowing smirks? She's definitely getting the full "Make It Rain" treatment – that was always my closer, the one that sealed the deal. Sarah, who always brings organic snacks and judges everyone else's choices? She's more of a "Walking in Memphis" girl, likes to pretend she's above it all until that piano hits and suddenly she's not so composed anymore. The way she purses her lips when she talks about proper nutrition, I can see exactly how she'd look pressed against my studio wall, forgetting all about quinoa and kale.

It's a game that keeps me sane between discussions about bake sales and fundraisers. Old Jack would have had them all singing a different tune by now, but New Jack just smiles and nods and pretends he's interested in the upcoming spring festival. He's not, not unless Laura is going to wear that top that practically lets her tits hang out. She caught me looking last year, and I'm pretty sure she just adjusted them to expose even more. If she does it again this year, I can't be held responsible for what I do. They can sense it though – the danger lurking beneath this domesticated exterior. It's in the way their voices change when they talk to me, how they find excuses to touch my arm or ask for help with heavy lifting. The way they manufacture reasons to ask about the Superman tattoo that peeks out from my sleeve, giving them permission to pull it higher and grip my bicep, their fingers lingering just a second too long. The tiger might be wearing a kitten costume, but he still has his claws.

The thing about domesticity is it's like a slow-acting poison served in a juice box and giving the illusion of happiness. At first, you barely notice the symptoms. Sure, your skin-tight jeans get replaced by khakis with baby food stains, and your 3 AM bourbon becomes 8 AM coffee with non-fat creamer (because Emma insists we're "watching our calories" now). But you tell yourself it's just evolution, right? Personal growth. Then one day you're standing in your perfectly manicured backyard, holding a garden hose instead of a microphone, and you realize you haven't written a song in two years because your soul is too busy dying of boredom.

Emma thinks I'm working late most nights, but really I'm sitting in my car outside The Black Cat Club, watching kids half my age living my old life. They swagger onto that stage like gods, no idea that their immortality comes with an expiration date. Sometimes I catch my reflection in the rearview mirror this stranger with a man bun and a Costco membership, and I have to laugh. It's either that or scream. Other times I consider going in, and playing a setlist myself. I still know all the words. Every chord forever etched in my mind from years of practice. I could do it in my sleep, slip back into my former self in the blink of an eye. But I don't; I just watch. Knowing that it's like a drug. The minute I go back up on-stage I'm never coming off. The high too good. The pull too strong for Jaded Jack Morrison. What a great fucking life.

I should probably feel guilty about the burner phone in my glove compartment. About the Instagram DMs from former groupies that I read at 2 AM while Emma sleeps. About the way I still know exactly how to make a woman believe she's the only one who really understands me. But guilt requires regret, and my only regret is letting one of them convince me that stability was better than electricity. I never respond, not yet anyway. I know it would be opening pandora's box. Especially after looking at some of the photos. So many photos, in so many positions, none of which Emma would ever let me try on her.

The kids – Christ, I'm supposed to say they're the best thing that ever happened to me, right? Jack Jr. has my eyes and my old swagger. Sarah has my smile, the real one, not this practiced suburban dad version. But what they really have is my DNA mixed with a daily reminder of how thoroughly I've been housebroken. Every time I help with homework or attend a school play, watching other dads nod along like bobbleheads, I feel another piece of my real self fade away. It's like watching your own funeral in slow motion, with everyone celebrating your death while serving sparkling cider and gluten-free cookies.

Let me tell you about what death by domesticity really looks like. It's not just the mind-numbing routine or the soul-crushing responsibility. It's the small moments of clarity that hit you like a shot of bad tequila. Like when you're pushing a cart through Costco, and suddenly you remember how it felt to push a willing stranger up against your dressing room wall. Or when you're watching your wife fold laundry, and all you can think about is the Brazilian model who used to fold herself into positions that would make Emma clutch her pearls.

My therapist... okay fine, my best friend David who I tell all my personal shit to, says I'm just struggling to adjust. That I need to stop comparing my former life and my new life and instead find a way to make them co-exist. I just smile and nod, because what else am I supposed to do. He doesn't know what it's like, not really. He got married right out of high school and has been a dad for over half his life. He never got to feel the adrenaline kick of being on stage. Feel what it's like to be the only man in a room with four other girls who only want to please you. He thinks a wild weekend is sending the kids off to the grandparents and getting his wife drunk enough that she agrees to let him put it in her ass. He doesn't understand how dull and mundane all of it really is. I'm not struggling to adjust. I'm struggling not to burn the whole fucking thing down just to remember what it feels like to be warm.

You want to know the most fucked up part? I'm really good at being Just Jack Morrison, Family Man. I remember birthdays. I take out the trash without being asked. I've even mastered the art of looking interested during conversations about school districts and property taxes. I deserve a fucking Oscar for this performance.

But here's the punchline: every time someone tells me how lucky I am to have "grown up" and "found what really matters," I imagine them on stage with me, back when I was real. I strip away their suburban armor and picture them in their true light: desperate, wanting, alive. Because that's what I was. Alive.


CHAPTER TWO


15 YEARS EARLIER, Washington D.C.

I had just graduated high school when I realized the power my music had over people. Don't get me wrong, ever since I started teaching myself to play two years earlier, I could see the way girls would look at me. The way their eyes lit up when I told them I was learning to play guitar. But that was just teenage hormones and daddy issues looking for an outlet. The true power, the kind that makes women forget their wedding rings and morality, that didn't come until much later.

Back then, I was still rough around the edges. No dreads yet – just waves for days that made the white girls at school bite their lips and ask if they could touch it. I'd let them, of course. Even then I knew the value of letting someone think they were special. As the star running back on the football team, I was already pretty jacked. My chest and shoulders made me fill out shirts just right, and if I ever got an excuse to take my shirt off for a girl, it was a wrap once they saw my abs. Between that and my smile, I had a decent enough batting average with the local girls that I started developing a bit of a reputation of being a player. Not that that stopped any of them from wanting a chance with me.

But local girls didn't hold my attention very long. I needed a bigger challenge. Something that would take me out of my comfort zone and "homefield advantage". That's when I started playing at the coffee shops downtown and saw how the college girls, and bored housewives, would watch me. They'd cross and uncross their legs during my set, ensuring my gaze would fall to theirs right after. Then they would act like they were just trying to get comfortable, like those upscale coffee shop chairs aren't the most comfortable fucking things in the world. I knew better. Music was just foreplay with a melody, and I was learning exactly which notes made panties drop.

My brother Germain used to work at this high-end clothing store where all the rich, white women used to shop in the city. You know the type, the ones that would use daddy's money growing up to make sure they had a perfect face, perfect tits, perfect everything. When they got older they would trade daddy's money in for someone equally as rich and equally as clueless to their "extra-curricular activities."

I'd been in the store a few times before, usually just waiting for Germain to finish his shift. It was like a different world in there – all perfectly polished surfaces and soft lighting that made everything look even more expensive than it already was. The kind of place where they didn't put prices on anything because if you had to ask, you couldn't afford it. The women who shopped there moved different too. More carefree, like they could buy the very air you were breathing. More than once, I'd caught them watching me while I waited, their eyes lingering a little too long, perhaps because they weren't sure why someone "like me" was hanging out in there, or perhaps they were wondering if I could give them the things their husbands couldn't. Spoiler alert, I could.

"You playing tonight at Kate's?" Germain asked one Friday as I was picking him up from work. I didn't typically pick him up, but he was getting his car worked on and I didn't have anything better to do. I hung out by the cash register while he restocked shelves and helped customers with getting in and out of the dressing room. The store was mostly empty, just a handful of stragglers before they closed for the night.

"Yeah, every Friday. Planning to open with "Crash Into Me", that seems to be a big crowd pleasure these days." I strummed aimlessly on my acoustic guitar as I spoke not really paying much attention to anyone around me.

"Oh my God, I love Dave Matthews Band," a woman's voice said off to the side of me. When I looked up, I saw the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen in my life standing next to the purses. I mean, it made zero sense how fucking hot she was.

She was wearing this white sundress, that went just past her knees. The damn thing probably cost more than my car, but it was what was underneath that caught my attention first. Her chest was perfection, and it didn't look like it came from a surgeon's knife. Not too big, not too small, just a perfect handful of soft, squeezable flesh. She looked to be in her mid-twenties, and it threw me off because the women who shopped here usually had at least a decade on her. Her face was what really got me though – no fillers, no Botox, just pure genetic lottery. Deep blue eyes, high cheekbones, full lips that were actually hers. Her hair was a mess of blonde curls that fell past her shoulders. Everything about her felt out of place in Laurent's, like someone had dropped a wildflower in a garden of plastic roses. Maybe that's what drew me to her, because I was also out of place here. When our eyes met, there wasn't any of that practiced coyness I'd gotten used to. Just raw, honest interest that hit me like a shot of pure adrenaline. I almost didn't notice the ring on her finger. But by then I didn't care.

Her soft giggle made me realize I was staring. I faked a cough, because I'm pretty sure my mouth was hanging open. "You said you're playing at Kate's?" Her eyes scanned over me making me swell with more than just pride. "Maybe I'll come check you out."

"Yeah... I mean, yes. At Kate's. Tonight. Playing." Real smooth, Jack. Real fucking smooth. I ran my hand through my waves, a nervous habit I thought I'd broken. "It's at, uh..."

"Nine o'clock," Germain cut in smoothly, shooting me an amused look. "My brother's being modest, Miss. Walker. He's actually quite talented. Already building quite a following at Kate's."

I could have kissed him. Well, not really, but you know what I mean. My brain finally kicked back into gear. "First set starts at nine," I managed, finally finding my footing. "Our band is named In Remembrance. I'd love to have you in attendance."

She smiled, and fuck me if it didn't make my heart skip. Her eyes lingered on my hands as they rested on the guitar, and I swear the temperature in the store went up ten degrees. "I think I can manage that."

"Let me ring up these items for you, Elizabeth," Germain said, professional as ever while I stood there trying to remember how to form complete sentences. Miss. Walker. Even her name sounded expensive. As she walked to the register, that sundress dancing around her legs, I caught myself imagining what her legs looked like under that dress. What kind of panties she was wearing. If she shaved or was more natural. You know, all the things I was currently blowing any chance of knowing. She glanced back, caught me looking, and this time her smile had an edge to it that made my throat go dry.

"Your total comes to $2,437," Germain said, and she handed over a black AmEx like it was pocket change. The amount was still processing in my head when she paused by the door.

"Nine o'clock?" she confirmed, those blue eyes finding mine again.

"Nine... yep. Nine." Smooth as fucking sandpaper.

Germain waited until the door chimed closed behind her before he burst out laughing. "What the hell was that? Yeah... I mean, yes. At Kate's..." he mimicked, clutching his sides. "Where's all that player swagger you're always talking about?"

"Shut up," I muttered, but I was grinning too. "Did you see her though?"

"Oh, I saw her. I also saw you turn into a thirteen-year-old with his first crush." He wiped his eyes, still chuckling. "That's Elizabeth Walker, by the way. As in Richard Walker's daughter. As in Walker Development Group. And in case you didn't notice she's engaged to someone equally as rich."

My stomach did a little flip. "Well... shit."

"Yeah, shit is right." Germain grabbed his jacket, finally ready to leave. "Although watching you stutter like an idiot might have been worth getting fired over."

I punched his arm, but my mind was already at Kate's, imagining her in the audience. Sure, I'd made an ass of myself, but she was still coming to see me play. And on stage, with a guitar in my hands, that's where the real magic happened. Where someone even as fine as Elizabeth Walker couldn't deny my charisma. I wasn't actually sure what my plan was, but I was excited to find out.


CHAPTER THREE


KATE'S BAR WASN'T very big, but the acoustics were great and the owner, Kate, didn't mind that we were under twenty-one. It had been snowing that day and I got to the bar just before seven to help the other three guys in the band start setting up.

The regulars started trickling in around eight, stamping snow from their boots and unwinding scarves from red-cheeked faces. The heat in the bar wasn't the greatest, and every time the door opened I could feel the gust of cold air on stage, but I was sweating. I kept glancing at the door every chance I got, wondering if she'd actually show. By eight-forty-five, the place was packed, bodies pressed together against the winter chill, but no sign of her.

Nine o'clock.

The lights dimmed, and I stepped up to the mic. My fingers found the opening chords of "Crash Into Me" without thought, muscle memory taking over. Opening our set with an acoustic version of such a slow, intimate song allowed the crowd to come to a hushed silence naturally. They may have been drunk, but there's just something calming about all of it. That's when I saw her. She'd changed – tight black jeans and a sweater that looked soft enough to sink into. She was with a small group of friends, but they all looked like backup dancers to Elizabeth's beauty.

The first verse was for the crowd, but the chorus? That was all for her. I watched her eyes close as the music washed over her, watched her hips sway ever so slightly to the rhythm. When the song hit its peak, her eyes opened, found mine, and the rest of the room disappeared. The entire stage could have been on fire and I would have never known.

Two hours passed like minutes. Each song was a conversation between us, like it was our own private performance. I'm not sure I ever felt anything like that before, and I could tell by the look on her face she hadn't either. The crowd felt it too – the energy was electric, feeding back into my performance. Hell, even our drummer, Mike, said it was the best set we'd ever played.

For our closer, I slipped into the opening notes of "Your Body Is a Wonderland." Her eyes locked onto mine as the first verse began. She bit her lower lip, swaying slightly to the rhythm. I was confident that if we were anywhere and alone she'd be mine. I'd seen that look a million times before. She knew it too, I could tell by the look in her eye. The way she rubbed her thighs together as she danced. I just needed to get her alone.

When we finished, the place erupted. I packed up my guitar slowly, scanning the crowd, but she was gone. The spot where she'd been standing was already filled by someone else, and my stomach dropped. Stupid to think she'd stick around, really.

"You were incredible."

Her voice behind me sent a chill down my spine that made winter in D.C. feel like I was on the beaches in Hawaii. I turned to find her leaning against the wall, close enough that I could smell her perfume – something expensive and subtle that made me want to lean in closer.

"I didn't think you'd make it," I admitted, impressed I was able to form an actual sentence this time.

"I almost didn't." She stepped closer, those blue eyes scanning my face. "Dinner with my fiancé's family ran late."

My gaze immediately went to her engagement ring. Somehow, that band of metal made this feel even more charged. More forbidden.

"The way you play..." She reached out, her fingers brushing my callused ones. "I've always wanted to learn. My parents hired instructors, but it never stuck. Maybe I just needed the right teacher."

I nearly laughed. Guitar lessons. Classic excuse to get someone alone. I'd used it myself more than once.

"I could teach you," I said, playing along. "If you're serious about learning."

"Actually, I am serious." There was something earnest in her voice that caught me off guard. "Here, give me your phone."

I handed it over, watching as she typed in her number. Her fingers moved with the same deliberate grace I'd noticed in the store.

"Text me," she said, passing the phone back. "We can figure out when works best."

Then she was gone, leaving me with her number and the lingering scent of her perfume. I knew I should delete it. Knew this could only end badly. Instead, I saved it under "Elizabeth - Guitar Lessons."

***

I barely lasted a week before I broke down and called Elizabeth's number. She answered on the second ring then spent the next ten minutes running me down for waiting so long to call her. We made arrangements to meet later that week at her house to start her lessons. I considered offering to do them at my place, for the privacy, but something told me hers would be nicer. That ended up being the understatement of the century. They lived in a brown two-story house in Georgetown that made my apartment look like a cardboard box. It was the beginning of March, which meant rain was beating down on me as I ran up the steps to their concealed porch. Brad answered the door, wearing jeans and an old Ravens jersey. Not what I expected from a hedge fund manager.

"Jack, right? Elizabeth won't shut up about your show at Kate's." He waved me in, shaking off the weather. "She said you also did that killer version of Walking in Memphis? My mom used to play that song constantly."

Something about the way he casually mentioned his mom made him suddenly seem human. Like before this moment he was just some rich alien being that came to Earth and scooped up the hottest woman on the planet. "Marc Cohn fan?"

"More like Marc Cohn survivor." He laughed. I chuckled too, despite myself. I really didn't want to like this fucking guy, but he had a certain charm to him. "Up the stairs, first door on your left. That's our bedroom – Elizabeth commandeered it for practice space. Said something about the acoustics being better." He shrugged. "Better than her trying to learn drums, right?"

I found her sitting on their king-sized bed, the massive headboard looming behind her like a judge's bench. My mind wandered to places it shouldn't, imagining sounds that headboard might make under different circumstances. I pushed the thought away as she tossed her hair to the side, golden strands catching the light perfectly. Forcing myself to focus, I walked to the other side of the bed, passing a walk-in closet that could have housed my entire band.

Spring came and went as she learned basic chord progressions and her fingers began to toughen up. She was a dedicated student, and when I wasn't stealing passing glances at her I learned she was also an awesome person. We liked a lot of the same music, and on more than one occasion she would break into song as I entered the room, causing me to laugh and sing along.

"Like this?" She strummed the D chord, wincing at the buzzing sound.

"Almost." I reached around her, my chest nearly pressed against her back, and adjusted her finger placement. "Try now."

The chord rang clear. Her smile of triumph was pure joy, no hint of seduction. Just genuine pride in getting it right. It was right around this time I discovered my love for teaching others music. Don't get me wrong, I still had... other motives with Elizabeth, but the buzz I got watching her learn guitar was a close second to sex.

It went on like this for months. Two-hour sessions, two times a week. She practiced until her fingers were sore, determined to make each note sing. I taught her "Crash Into Me" piece by piece, breaking down each progression, explaining the theory behind the emotion. She'd giggle and hug me every time she got a piece of it right, and I made sure the hug lingered a little longer each time.

"Play something for me?" she'd ask at the end of each lesson, those blue eyes pleading. And of course, I would. Sometimes Mayer, sometimes Matthews, once even an original piece I'd been working on. She'd close her eyes, bite her lower lip, and let the music fall over her as she swayed to it. I'd study her face in these moments, wondering how she would react if I stopped singing and just kissed her.

Summer brought new energy. Tank tops that showed a belly button ring as she explained how she went through a rebellious phase. I couldn't help but hope a part of her was still going through it. Most days we would keep the windows open to catch the breeze, carrying our music down Georgetown streets. Brad would bring us iced tea, lingering sometimes to listen, genuinely proud of her progress.

I got to know Brad pretty well during all of this too. Some days we would stand by the door chatting before I went upstairs to meet Elizabeth. Like me, he was a huge football fan, although he preferred the Ravens while I was more of a Cowboys fan. He joked that I was playing with fire admitting that in a city like D.C. and I told him the story about how I got chased out of the FedEx Field once after The Boys beat the Redskins by a touchdown. We weren't exactly friends, but I had grown to respect him a bit more than I had in the beginning.

By August, Elizabeth could play the entire intro to "Crash Into Me." Not perfect, but recognizable. The way she bit her lip when concentrating hadn't changed, but now I knew her well enough to recognize when she was about to make a mistake before she made it.

The first Sunday in September found her sitting cross-legged on their bed, autumn light painting everything gold as the sun began to set. She'd tied her hair back, but a few strands had escaped, framing her face. Brad's voice drifted up from downstairs, talking fantasy football with someone on the phone.

"Some friends are coming over to watch the game," she said, tuning her guitar with newfound confidence. "But we should still be able to practice with them downstairs."

She played "Crash Into Me" all the way through. Not perfect, but beautiful in its imperfection. When she finished, her eyes were shining.

"Play it again, I'll sing to it."

The words left my mouth just as casually as the rest of our conversation. I wouldn't have given them a second thought, but her reaction – that's what changed everything. Her breath caught, just slightly, but I saw it. Watched as her pupils dilated, her tongue unconsciously tracing her lower lip. Time ceased to exist in that moment as her gaze traveled over my body, like mine had done to hers a million times before. Not just looking – consuming.

That's when it hit me. Like a lightning bolt straight to my chest making my entire body hum with newfound energy, this sudden understanding of what I truly possessed. It wasn't just about being attractive or having a good voice. It wasn't even about the music anymore. This was something darker, something primal. It was the beginning of the end of my innocence.

I'd love to say I dismissed the thought of it. Overcame the darkness, the desire I felt coursing through my veins. That's what you'd love to hear, isn't it? This isn't that type of story. The truth is, when I felt it, I didn't just embrace it. I craved it. I wanted to see just how far I could take it. If I could make a woman like Elizabeth – educated, engaged, sophisticated Elizabeth – forget everything she was supposed to be with just a few notes and a promise in my voice. Watch her become something her fiancé had probably never seen, then what else could I do?

She slid her body closer to mine, and as she began to play, our eyes locked, trapping us in a cocoon where we were the only ones that existed. As I started to sing, I saw goosebumps form on her arms. She missed the next note, too focused on me, and we had to start again. Looking back now, I could have taken her right there, there's no doubt in my mind she wanted it. But I was still processing what I had discovered. Still thinking about what it meant for me going forward. Instead, I just laughed it off and we started again.

Brad's voice floated up from downstairs, but it might as well have been coming from another planet. We were in our own universe now, one I had created with nothing but a suggestion and a song. And God help me, I loved it. When she finished playing she was practically shaking. I reached out to her, to make sure she was alright more than anything else, but she just rushed out the door and told me she would see me on Sunday.

That Sunday changed everything.


CHAPTER FOUR


I SPENT MORE time getting ready than I care to admit. I didn't even put this much thought into my wardrobe when I got ready for a show. But after my last session with Elizabeth I needed to go all out. Dark jeans that hung loose around my legs, but were snug on my hips, a black V-neck that showed off my chest without being obvious about it. I even threw some product in my waves – not enough to look like I was trying, but enough to make them do exactly what I wanted. Forty-five minutes later I emerged looking like I was ready to take over the world, but just casual enough to where it didn't feel cheap.

The drive to their place felt a lot like the first time. I was a ball of nervous energy not knowing what to expect. My leg bounced as I drove, as I replayed the way Elizabeth rushed out of the room during our last session. As their house came into view my heart started doing this thing where it couldn't decide between racing and stopping altogether.

Elizabeth answered the door instead of Brad. She was wearing yoga pants and an oversized Ravens jersey that had to be his, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. Something about seeing her in his clothes made my stomach twist. Was this what jealousy felt like? And if so, did I really have a reason to be jealous?

"We're running a bit behind," she said, glancing over her shoulder at the sounds of Brad and his friends setting up for the game. "I still need to shower and change." She bit her lip, studying my face. "You can either wait down here with the guys, or come upstairs to wait."

The pause stretched between us like a wire about to snap. My throat constricted and I must have blinked ten times as I tried to comprehend what she'd just said to me.

"Upstairs is fine." I tried to make it sound just as casual as she did, but nothing about me in that moment was casual. I almost reached out to hold onto the wall, afraid I was going to pass out as the world felt like it was suddenly spinning too fast. She lead me up the steps without ever looking back, and I wondered if she was just as nervous as I was, of if it was all just in my head.

I settled into the armchair next to their bed, pulling out my guitar to distract myself. The shower started running in the connected bathroom, and the walls felt like they were caving in on me, everything becoming too small. Steam crept under the door, carrying her shampoo scent – something floral and expensive that I'd caught hints of during our lessons.

My mind raced through possibilities. Was this a calculated move? A test of my character? Or was I reading too much into it, making something innocent into something else? I thought about our last lesson, about the power I'd felt, about the way she'd shivered and run. Had she felt it too? Was this her response?

The sound of water hitting tile filled the room, and with it came images I tried to push away. Her skin under the spray, soap trailing down... I forced myself to focus on my guitar, absently running through chord progressions. But even the familiar feel of strings under my fingers felt dangerous.

If this was a test, what was the right answer? Go in there, prove I was the bad boy she maybe wanted? Remind her of her rebellious streak and how we all have a little rebel in us? Or maybe she wanted me to stay put, show I was better than that? Let her resolve break before mine? Every scenario I played out in my head felt wrong and right at the same time. The water shut off, and I nearly jumped. I was out of time and she'd made my choice for me. I forced my fingers to keep moving over the strings, trying to look natural, trying to look like I hadn't just spent ten minutes imagining her naked.

The bathroom door opened on a cloud of steam. She stood there in nothing but a white towel, her skin flushed from the heat, water droplets trailing down her neck to places the towel barely covered. Her hair hung in wet curls around her shoulders, darker gold when wet.

"Play something for me?" The words were soft, almost shy, but her eyes... her eyes knew exactly what she was doing.

I had been right about the power I possessed. What I hadn't realized was that she had her own kind of power too. And in that moment, watching water trail down her collarbone, I wasn't sure whose was stronger.

My fingers found the opening notes to "Crash Into Me" without conscious thought. It felt appropriate – dangerous and sweet all at once. But before I could start singing, voices drifted up from downstairs. Brad and his friends, laughing about something, a reminder of reality and the danger of the moment.

She didn't move to get dressed. Just stood there, one hand holding the towel closed, watching me with those blue eyes that seemed to see right through me. Every drop of water that fell from her hair to her skin felt like it was falling in slow motion.

As I started to sing, her gaze never left mine. My voice cracked causing her to arch her eyebrow. I cleared my throat and started again, finding the confidence that had gotten me this far. Elizabeth bit her lip and took a step toward me, then another. Each step seemed to strengthen my resolve. It was like I was back on stage, where I was untouchable, only this time it was her own private show. She was close enough now I could touch her, but instead I just continued to sing, driving closer to the chorus.

When the chorus came, she stepped around me, sitting on the edge of the bed before slowly sliding her body backward. Soon, she was lying in the middle of the bed, her gaze still locked on mine. The towel had shifted slightly, revealing more of her thigh. My eyes betrayed me, and she caught me glancing at her exposed skin. I could feel the heat radiating off her body, could see the flush spreading across her chest.

I wanted to join her on the bed, to reach out and touch her. But I was worried it would break whatever spell she seemed to be under. So instead I kept playing, my voice growing stronger and more confident , as I rolled into the second verse.

When the second verse came, I nearly did as well. Elizabeth had loosened the towel slightly, causing it to sag off her chest. Beads of sweat rolled down my cheek as I took in the slopes of her perfect tits. A droplet of water slid down her neck into the valley between those slopes, and it took every ounce of restraint I had not to catch it with my tongue. Her hand came into view, gliding across her neck with a delicate touch, then over her collarbone before disappearing into that same dark valley. Her breathing had grown shallower, and her eyes had taken on a distant look—one filled with lust and desire.

My resolve was starting to crumble. I took a step forward; my legs felt like jelly, and I wasn't sure if I would make it the few short steps to the bed. When I did, Elizabeth's entire hand had disappeared into the top of the towel. Her mouth was slightly open, her tongue peeking out just past her teeth. I could just make out the outline of her fingers beneath the soft fabric. I watched as her digits twisted and turned over her nipple.

I was straining against my pants now, my cock fully hard as this absolute bombshell of a woman continued to tease herself. A soft gasp escaped her lips as I leaned forward, her eyes fluttering closed for a split second before locking back onto mine. I reached out, almost in slow motion, and grabbed the hem of the towel, ripping it open. She sucked in a sharp breath as her entire body came into view, but she didn’t bother to cover up. Instead, she continued to chew on her lip as she teased her nipple. It was the perfect shade of pink, standing out like an eraser against her golden skin. I reached for it, wanting—needing—to see if it was as soft as it looked.

"Keep playing," she whispered, sliding back just enough to stay out of my reach.

I froze, my brain trying to comprehend the words it was hearing. I must have looked as silly as I felt, because she gave another teasing laugh that rolled into a moan when her nails scraped against her hard nub. I had never seen anything as sexy or erotic as this in my entire life. As much as I wanted to join her, to get some relief for myself, the last thing I wanted to do was to make her stop.

With a frustrated sigh, I withdrew my hand and stood up straight, my fingers finding the chords again as I jumped back into the second verse. A smile formed on her lips when we locked eyes again. I wasn't sure if it was because I had honored her request or because her touch was beginning its descent down her stomach, her manicured nails slipping past beauty marks sprinkled along her skin like dots on a map—a map I desperately wanted to memorize.

Her knees were bent slightly, adding to the heightened tension of the moment. She knew I was waiting for her to straighten them out so I could enjoy the view of her fingers dancing over her skin between the apex of her smooth thighs, but she denied me the privilege. A challenging smile formed on her face that only disappeared when her lips parted into a silent moan.

Verse two was nearly complete by the time she lowered her legs and gave me the view I was desperate to see. Her fingers were tracing the outline of her folds, teasing herself as much as she was teasing me. I could see her arousal coated on her digits as they glided across the smooth surface. There wasn't a strand of hair to be seen as she used two fingers to gently open herself to me. The hint of pink tucked perfectly into her tight folds.

"Ahhhh," Elizabeth's moan broke my concentration and I watched spellbound as the tip of her finger found her entrance and disappeared inside. Her hips rose from the bed, her lips swallowing more of her.

"Mmmm fuck. p... play," her plead was just louder than a whisper. I wasn't sure at what point I had even stopped playing, but as a second finger joined the first and her juices dripped onto the bed, I found my voice again.

"Hike up your skirt, a little more," I started again and this time her eyes snapped closed. I desperately wanted to know what was behind her eyes. In that moment, as she pushed two fingers into her core and her left hand squeezed her chest was she thinking about me, or was she thinking about Brad?

I could see the orgasm building inside her. She rolled her hips, her thumb finding her clit as she worked herself faster. "Yes... yes. Oh fuck, don't stop." I wasn't sure if she was talking to me or herself, but, I wasn't stopping. My voice grew louder, both to let her know I was still playing and to make sure the people downstairs didn't hear her.

Elizabeth's body started to tremble and I could see the goosebumps forming on her skin. "Wear nothing, but you wear it so well," I continued, my cock painfully hard as I watched Elizabeth's fingers pistoning in and out of her tight hole wishing it was my cock instead. Each note brought another thrust, another whimper. She was panting now and I knew she was close to the edge.

"Oh God. Mmmm, fuck. Yes, yes, YES!" Her fingers moved in a dizzying blur as her hips lifted off the bed. The orgasm shot through her like a geyser erupting. Her body went rigid, her heels digging into the pillow-top mattress as I struggled to keep my voice loud enough to match her cries of passion.

Her arm hung off the bed, the evidence of what just occurred still dripping from her fingertips. As soon as the last note was played I took a step forward. Her eyes were half-lidded, a smile still on her lips while her body came down from her performance. I grabbed her wrist and she gave a slight moan rolling her head to the side to face me. Without breaking eye contact I brought her fingers to my mouth tasting her.

"Ohhhh fuck," she whispered as my tongue lapped up her juices. She tasted even sweeter than I imagined, like honey drizzled over warm vanilla ice cream, sweet and melting on my tongue. Her eyes were dark with desire, pupils blown wide as she watched me savor every drop of her.

I pulled her fingers from my mouth, my voice rough with desire. "I want you so fucking bad, Elizabeth."

She stared at me, her chest still rising and falling rapidly. "That was..." she swallowed hard, "holy shit that was incredible. But..." Her eyes flickered to a photo on the nightstand, her and Brad at some charity event, both laughing. "I can't. This was already too far."

"We could find other ways," I suggested, putting her hand on my thigh so she could feel exactly what she'd done to me.

"Oh my God." I wasn't sure if it was from what she felt or just from the suggest, but for a moment, her hand curled around the outline of my dick, and the world stopped spinning. But then she pulled back, sitting up on the bed and wrapping the towel back around her perfect body. "No. The show's over, Jack. I'm sorry."

I nodded, not trusting my voice in the moment. I spun around, going back to the chair and my guitar. "What song do you want to learn next?" I took the brief moment to readjust myself, try to collect my thoughts. But the desperation in my voice was evident even to me.

When I turned back to look at her I noticed the moisture in her eyes. She shook her head. "We both know that's a bad idea. This... what just happened... it can't happen again."

I stood, trying to find words that would change her mind, but I knew there were none. We'd crossed a line we couldn't uncross, and despite what just happened Elizabeth wasn't that girl, she had too much to lose. We both knew staying would only make things worse.

She stepped forward and pulled me into a hug. The scent of her shampoo filled my lungs one last time. "You're the most incredible woman I've ever met," I whispered into her hair.

"In another life..." she pulled back, those blue eyes shining with unshed tears, "maybe we could have been something amazing."

"Yeah," I managed, my throat tight. "Maybe we could have."

I gathered my guitar and headed for the door. Brad's laughter drifted up from downstairs, along with the sound of the game. A world I'd never really belonged in.

"Goodbye, Jack."

I didn't turn around. Couldn't. "Goodbye, Elizabeth."

That night changed everything. Not because I fell in love - I told you, this isn't that type of story. But because Elizabeth showed me what was possible. She taught me that power isn't just about looks or talent - it's about making someone want you so badly they'll risk everything. My fatal flaw with Elizabeth was hesitation, believing there was some moral high ground in restraint. All those moments I could have pushed further, crossed those lines she pretended she didn't want crossed. Driving home that night, I made myself a promise. No more getting invested. No more letting women like Elizabeth think they're in control. I had discovered something dangerous in that bedroom, watching her cum to my voice, my music. Going forward, I would hone that power. Because after all, what good is sex, drugs, and rock n roll without the sex?
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