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Chapter 1

The farm market buzzed with vendors arranging produce beneath striped awnings. Kaidence trailed her fingertips across fuzzy peach skins displayed in wooden crates, their sweet aroma mingling with earthy beetroots and delicate herbs. Her cotton dress—pale yellow with tiny blue flowers—clung to her collarbones where humidity pressed inward, though she’d deliberately chosen the high neckline and knee-length cut.
Kieran’s shadow fell across the fruit. “These look ripe.” He plucked a peach, testing its cleft. “Bet they’re juicy.” His grin sharpened as he leaned into her space, sweat glistening at his temple. “Makes me think about tasting yours.”
Her stomach dropped. She stepped back, sandal scraping gravel. “Not this again.” A vendor glanced over, and Kaidence hunched her shoulders. 
“C’mon, it’s just a joke.” He set the fruit down, stickiness clinging to his fingers. “You used to laugh.”
“When we were nineteen.” She rolled her eyes. Two years of his “jokes” piled up like unwashed dishes, not to mention his hand sliding too high during movies, whispered innuendos at family dinners… “I told you I’m waiting. Why can’t you—”
“Respect that?” He finished, voice flattening. “I do. Doesn’t mean I’ve stopped wanting you.” His gaze dipped to her mouth. “You’re killing me, Katie.”
The nickname grated. It was a relic from their first date, when she’d been too shy to correct him. She turned toward a stall selling jars of local honey, glass shimmering in the white glare.
His hand closed on her elbow, gently as he could. “Hey. I’m sorry.”
She studied a handmade sign’s curvy writing. “You think everything’s a game.”
“Not everything.” His voice lowered. “Not how I feel.”
A child squealed by the lemonade stand. Kaidence risked glancing at her boyfriend. His smile had softened, the arrogant edge smoothed away. For a heartbeat, he looked like the boy who’d brought her mother flowers in the hospital.
She laced her fingers with his. “I need you to be okay with this. Really okay.”
“I just… I’m trying to understand. We’re on vacation, it’s supposed to be romantic. I thought maybe…” His eyes were fixed on the ground. Finally, he nodded. “Yeah. Okay. I get it.”
“You sure this time?” Kaidence asked, her voice gentle but firm.
Kieran sighed. “I’m not trying to push. I’ll stop. I’ll stop bringing it up.”
Kaidence searched his face, looking for any hint that he wasn’t being sincere. But all she saw was vulnerability. “Thank you.”
He nodded again, his shoulders still tense. “Yeah.”
* * *
The B&B’s wraparound porch glowed with string lights as cicadas thrummed in the oaks. Rowan emerged first, his bola tie gently swinging. “Welcome to Chivalry Farm.” His voice rolled like a campfire storyteller’s, low and gritty from decades of cigars and bourbon. Piper followed, all wide hips and hippie wisdom. Her gaze swept Kaidence’s dress. “Darling, you’re a vision. So refreshing to see a young woman who understands elegance.”
Kieran hoisted his duffel bag. “We’re in room three, right?”
Piper’s smile didn’t waver, and her eyes remained fixed on Kaidence. “Your generation drowns in crop tops and ripped denim. But you…” She flicked a manicured hand toward the embroidered collar hugging Kaidence’s throat. “A rare bloom.”
They followed Rowan inside. The foyer was cozy, with an array of antique and freshly-polished furnishings. “Piper’s obsessed with aesthetics. Me? I’d rather discuss our heirloom tomatoes.” He gestured through French doors to raised garden beds brimming with okra and squash.
Kieran shifted, phone buzzing in his pocket, which he pulled out to check recent sports scores.
Piper’s lashes lowered as she handed Kaidence a brass key. “Your sanctuary awaits.”
Rowan led them up a set of creaking stairs to a door with a small chalk sign reading “K&K’s B&B.” He stepped aside, gesturing for them to explore. “If you need anything, just let us know.”
Kaidence thanked him, waiting until he left before exhaling slowly. She moved to the chest of drawers, opening the top drawer to begin unpacking her clothes. As she folded her hiking clothes and placed them neatly inside, her attention drifted to a standing mirror.
It was an antique, its frame carved with intricate patterns of vines and flowers. The glass was slightly wavy, giving her reflection a soft, fairytale quality. She leaned in, studying her face. The light from the window fell just right, illuminating her features in a way that made her skin seem to glow. Her hair looked more vibrant, her eyes brighter. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d seen herself look so… radiant.
Kieran flopped onto the bed, his hands behind his head. “This place is something else, huh?”
Kaidence nodded absently, still focused on the mirror. There was something about it, it almost seemed to… she reached out, her fingers brushing against the glass. For a moment, it felt as though the room around her had shifted. The silence was profound. She felt… sacred. But then the feeling passed, and she stepped back, blinking as if waking from a daydream.




Chapter 2

Kaidence stretched lazily the next morning, happy to remember that there would be no pressure for the next few days. She could hear Kieran in the bathroom, the sound of running water and his faint humming drifting through the closed door. She scooched up against the headboard, her gaze drawn once again to the ornate mirror looming over the space.
It was beautiful, its frame intricately carved with decorations that seemed to shift and change the longer she looked at them. Just tired eyes, surely. The glass itself had a faint, almost imperceptible glow, as if it were lit from within. Kaidence got out of bed, padding across the room barefoot.
Her reflection stared back at her, but wait, no, that couldn’t be… her eyes seemed sparkly, more intense, and her lips curved into a subtle, knowing smile that Kaidence couldn’t feel. She leaned in closer, her breath fogging the glass for the briefest moment before it cleared.
Hiya, sexy, a feeling whispered through her. It was in her mind, soft and seductive. She froze, her heart skipping a beat, but she couldn’t look away.
“What?” she murmured, her voice barely audible.
Her hand reached up almost involuntarily, her fingertips brushing the surface of the mirror. It was warm. The glass rippled faintly, like water disturbed by a fallen leaf. She gasped, pulling her hand back, but the reflection didn’t budge. Instead, it leaned in closer, its expression shifting to something… inviting.
Her pulse was thrumming in her ears. The reflection’s hand moved, fingers trailing down its own neck, over the delicate curve of its collarbone, and lower. Kaidence’s mouth went dry, her own fingers twitching, wanting to follow the same path.
Kaidence stumbled backward, her calves bumping into the edge of the bed. She gripped the mattress, and tore her gaze from the mirror. The bathroom door creaked open, steam billowing out as Kieran emerged with a towel slung low on his hips. Water droplets clung to the ridges of his abdomen.
“Check this out,” she blurted, voice higher than intended. Her index finger jabbed toward the mirror. “It’s… there’s something wrong with it.”
Kieran scrubbed a smaller towel over his damp hair. “Looks fine to me.”
“No, touch it.” She grabbed his wrist, dragging him forward. His palm met the surface with a dull thud. “Feel that? It’s warm. And when I—“
“Feels like glass.” He rapped his knuckles against it, producing sharp clicks. “You sure you didn’t just zone out staring at yourself?” His mouth quirked, fingers reaching out to squeeze her hip. “Not that I blame you.”
Kaidence flinched away from his touch. “It talked to me. My reflection moved on its own.”
Kieran’s smile faded. He cupped her face, thumb brushing her cheekbone. “Babe, we drank a lot of wine last night. That shit gives me weird dreams too.”
She inched forward, shoulders tense. The reflection showed exactly what she expected this time: no overdone makeup, no smoldering gaze, no phantom smile. Just her. Vulnerable. Ordinary.
Her exhale shuddered out. “I’m losing it,” she muttered.
“You’ll be fine.” Kieran offered a hug.
The mirror stayed silent.
* * *
Piper gestured toward a weathered brick building. “That was a speakeasy during Prohibition,” she explained, her voice lilting like she was sharing a secret. “Lovers used to meet there, stealing kisses between gunfights and bootlegging whiskey.”
Kaidence gulped. The word lovers slithered through her mind, reminiscent of the reflection’s coy smile, the way its fingers had teased its—her?—skin. A bead of sweat traced her spine, and she pressed her thighs together reflexively.
Rowan chuckled beside her, hands tucked into his shorts. “Nothing like rebellion to make passion bloom, eh?” His tone was light, but Kaidence froze. Passion. The mirror’s mental voice purred the word, liquid and tempting.
Kieran bumped her elbow, holding out a paper cone of melting peach ice cream. “They ran out of vanilla,” he said, brow furrowed like he’d failed a test. She managed a smile, accepting it.
Piper led them past a boutique, its window displaying complicated lingerie. “Local craftsmanship,” she winked. Kaidence’s gaze snagged on a deep red satin chemise. The mirror version of her would’ve bought it. Would’ve worn it tonight, let the straps slip, let Kieran tear it off—
“You’re quiet.” Kieran nudged her, slurping his ice cream. 
“Just… enjoying the scenery.”
He followed her gaze to the window, cheeks coloring. “Oh. Yeah, that’s… nice.” Awkwardness stiffened his shoulders, and he quickly steered her away. 
Rowan and Piper fell strolled behind them, arms linked. “Everyone hid their secrets here,” Piper murmured, nodding at a narrow alley. “Trysts, scandals, a whole underground of desire.”
Rowan’s laugh rumbled. “Still do, my dear.”
Desire. The idea throbbed in Kaidence’s core. She envisioned her reflection’s hands again, sliding down its hips. The real her itched to trace the same path, here in the open, where anyone could see… she shook her head, overcome by shame.
Kieran tugged her toward a shaded gazebo. “Look, a swing.” He nodded at a wooden bench swaying from chains. “C’mon, let’s get a pic.”
The bench creaked beneath them. His arm slung over her shoulder, tugging her close. “Smile!” He held up his phone. Kaidence’s cheeks ached with the effort. The reflection would’ve nibbled his ear whispered dirty words… “Cut it out!” she mentally chastised herself.
He lowered the phone. “Let’s try another.” His lips crashed into hers—sticky and urgent. A whoop echoed from the street. A group of cyclists zipped past, one whistling. Kieran pulled back, flushed. “Sorry, I just—”
“It’s fine.” She stood too fast, the swing swaying. “Let’s catch up.”
Piper and Rowan waited by a fountain, tossing pennies. “Make a wish,” Piper suggested. Kaidence dug a coin from her purse. The water shimmered, refracting piles of previous wishes—and for a heartbeat, she saw the mirror’s seductive surface. Let go, it seemed to say.
She closed her eyes. The coin slipped from her fingers.
* * *
Magnolia blossoms infused the breeze as Kieran spread their checkered blanket under a large oak. Kaidence arranged cheese cubes and grapes, her modest collar chafing her. Across the lawn, a girl in a bright orange crop top shrieked with laughter while her boyfriend chased her with a water gun. The girl’s bare midriff glistened, her shorts riding up as she collapsed into the grass.
“Rowan’s heirloom tomatoes,” Kieran said, brandishing a container. His shirt stuck to his chest, sweat darkening the fabric. Her fingers twitched with the absurd impulse to trace the wet contours.
Kaidence cracked open a lemonade. Condensation dripped onto her skirt. “At least we found shade,” she offered, watching a couple tangled on a nearby blanket—the woman’s sundress straps slipping down freckled shoulders as her partner nuzzled her neck.
The mirror’s purr threaded through the noise. Freedom.
Kieran wiped his mouth. “You seem… distant.”
“Hot.” She fiddled with a button. “Just the heat.”
A toddler squealed. Kids that were too old to squeal also squealed. Mothers fanned themselves under wide-brimmed hats. Dresses clung to their thighs. She needed to breathe.
Why not, she told herself. Just the top one.
Her thumb hooked under the top bit of fabric at her neck. The collar parted, exposing her throat. Air kissed the fresh dampness there. It was a pinprick of rebellion, and for once, it didn’t feel wrong. The orange-top girl giggled again, now straddling her damp boyfriend in the grass.
“You’re—” Kieran licked his lip. “Not too hot, I hope?”
“A little.” The mirror’s sultry laugh spiraled through her as she caught a man’s glance from a neighboring blanket—middle-aged, pretending to read a book—his eyes flicking to her exposed collarbone. A thrill sparked low in her belly, unfamiliar but welcome.
She blushed.
Kieran reached into the basket. “Need sunscreen?”
“Forever and ever, Amen,” she agreed with a smile.
* * *
Four hands moved puzzle pieces across the mahogany coffee table. “The wings are coming along,” Piper murmured, dragging a fingernail along the half-finished butterfly puzzle. Rowan’s knee pressed against Kaidence’s thigh as he reached for his wineglass. Just an accident, right? Didn’t mean anything.
Kaidence sipped a crisp Viognier, its floral notes blooming across her tongue. Her flannel pajama top felt looser with each swallow. Weird. She’d buttoned all five buttons before they’d come downstairs. Yet now the third gaped open, exposing lace trim. She fixed it quickly.
Kieran snorted at a mismatched piece. “This moth’s looking drunk.” His arm encircled her waist, way too warm. She leaned slightly away, watching Rowan’s steady fingers slotting a crimson fragment into place.
Piper stretched, linen blouse riding up to reveal a sliver of her soft midriff. Her smile was almost audible as Rowan’s palm supported her lower back. They had a decades-old intimacy, practiced and fluid.
Kaidence’s second button slipped free. Cool air teased her sternum. She didn’t remember undoing it.
Kieran yawned dramatically. “Midnight’s my pumpkin hour. Got that hike tomorrow.” His kiss landed near her ear with an exaggerated mwah. “Don’t let the monsters keep you up.” The staircase creaked under his exit.
Three hands now. Rowan’s thumb brushed hers reaching for the same piece. “Apologies,” he rumbled, not moving his hand. Piper watched them over her glass, lips stained violet at the rim.
…share me like dessert wine… she felt in her mind.
Kaidence glanced down to see that four buttons were undone. Rose-gold lace bloomed in the gap. Rowan’s gaze dipped as well, lingering shamelessly. Piper traced the puzzle’s edge. “You’ve got a strategic mind, darling. Such… attention to detail.” Her toe brushed Kaidence’s ankle under the table.
Skin tingling, Kaidence stood. “More wine?” Rowan’s fingers closed around her wrist as she reached for the bottle. Not restraining. Testing.
…pin me down please… her soul urged. Was it hers?
“Allow me.” He poured slow, watching rivulets slide down the glass. Piper hummed something sultry. The final button fell open as Kaidence sat, pajama top draping to reveal both lace cups. Cold wine hit her tongue. Hot silence thickened.
Piper slid a completed wing segment toward her. “Look how the veins meet.” Blush exploded up Kaidence’s neck as the woman’s pinkie traced a suggestive curve.
…beg them to lick wine off my—
“Bed.” Kaidence stood too fast, puzzle pieces scattering. “I should… Kieran…”
“Sweet dreams, butterfly.” Rowan’s smile carved dimples into silver stubble. “We’ll save the last piece for you.”
Upstairs, Kieran snored into his pillow. Kaidence lay vibrating, nerves aflame. She felt a pang of guilt, and a lingering heat that refused to dissipate. Her body ached, her mind replaying the moments with Rowan and Piper, until sleep finally claimed her.




Chapter 3

Kaidence’s eyelids fluttered open to the sound of Kieran’s congested breathing, his arm thrown across her hips like a sandbag. The digital travel clock pulsed 1:47 AM in an unnatural green. Her skin felt too small.
…come play…
She turned her head abruptly. The mirror’s surface shimmered with a rainbow mirage. The woman in the reflection blew her a kiss, and Kaidence felt her real tongue dart out and moisten her lower lip.
Kieran snorted into his pillow. Kaidence stayed still until his breathing stabilized, trying to blink the phantom away, but it refused. Her t-shirt’s neckline gaped as she sat up, exposing one pale shoulder.
…let him dream…
Her bare feet met hard wood. The mirror pulled like a magnet between her rib cage. The reflection’s nails traced the slope of its collarbones, leaving faint pink memory trails. Kaidence’s own hands remained clenched in her lap.
“Stop,” she mouthed silently.
The reflection slowly shook her head, hips undulating in a slow figure-eight. …still playing pretend… Its fingertips slipped beneath the t-shirt, hiking fabric to reveal shameless thighs. …we ache to be tasted…
Kaidence clenched her fists. The tension grounded her for three shaky breaths. Then the reflection peeled its shirt off entirely, pushing bare breasts together and offering them up. It was an absurd male gaze pose, but Kaidence felt a compelling tingle.
…imagine their touch…
“No.” The whisper escaped like steam from a kettle. Kieran grunted, flipping onto his stomach. Kaidence watched him until his snores resumed.
The reflection pressed palms against its side of the mirror, making the surface ripple. …they want to help… it purred as Kaidence’s legs carried her forward without permission. …find the truth…
The alter ego licked the mirror where their faces aligned, but it left no mark. Kaidence’s tongue tasted the air in helpless mimicry.
…good girl…
Warmth flooded her abdomen. What was going on, seriously? They both sank to the floor. The reflection’s fingers dipped below a lace waistband, mouth falling open in silent ecstasy. Kaidence’s hand hovered over her own thigh, trembling.
…pleasure is a free dessert…
“Can’t,” she choked out. The t-shirt clung to her peaking nipples. Across the room, Kieran’s phone buzzed with a notification, screen flashing blue in the dark.
The reflection seized a breast, nails digging into flesh that remained untouched on this side of the mirror. …want to be free… Hips rolled beyond the glass, a obscene undulation that made Kaidence’s core clench. …open this cage…
Her index finger brushed cotton. The reflection moaned, head falling back. Kaidence’s real breath caught. One fingertip slipped under elastic.
…yes…
The bed creaked. Kieran’s arm flopped off the side. Kaidence yanked her hand away, heart hammering.
…he can’t own you…
Misty eyes blurred the tantalizing image. Kaidence pressed a fist to her mouth. The reflection mirrored the gesture, then slowly sucked two fingers past glossed lips.
…feel bliss…
Her free hand crept upward, brushing a stiff nipple through thin cotton. The reflection shuddered, back arching. Kaidence bit her knuckle to stifle a whimper.
The glass fogged where their foreheads nearly touched. The reflection’s mouth formed words that bypassed her ears and embedded directly in her womb. …it’s time…
Fingertips brushed her nipples hesitantly until the woman in the glass clicked her tongue.
Harder.
She pinched, gasping. Her double mimed the motion with exaggerated care, painted nails sharp against phantom flesh.
“I shouldn’t…”
…shouldn’t feel good? The reflection tested her resolve.
Kieran snored louder. Kaidence pressed trembling thighs together, but the mirror’s occupant spread hers wide in invitation, revealing skin flushed ripe as a rinsed peach.
…just explore…
Night air licked her collarbones as the shirt found its way up and off. The reflection hummed approval.
…same skin… came the whisper, though the reflection’s lips didn’t move. …same hunger…
Her fingers dipped down without her asking.
A strangled yelp died against her free hand as fingertips found slick heat. The reflection arched, lewdly plunging three fingers deep inside while maintaining eye contact. Kaidence mirrored the motion, but with one tentative digit. Shockwaves rippled outward. Her thigh muscles were quaking, toes curling.
…good, right?
Her hand moved automatically. The reflection’s free hand tweaked a nipple, so she did the same, moans strangled into silence.
“Dirty,” she mouthed against her wrist.
alive, corrected her mirror-self.
Rowan’s voice appeared in a fleeting memory: “Everything grows well here.” Her thumb found the swelling nub of her clitoris. A fantasy appeared sudden and vivid: his weathered hands guiding hers, Piper’s laughter twining through instruction. “Slower, dear… yes… feel how she opens for you?”
“I don’t…”
…end this dry spell…
Through a haze of lust, Rowan’s imagined thumbs traced her areolae while Piper’s voice purred against her nape: “Good girls get seconds.” Her traitorous fingers stirred between her nervous thighs.
…they see me, the reflection cooed as Kaidence’s hips stuttered.
Moisture dripped onto the floorboards. The reflection was nodding her head, fingers pistoning faster.
“Teach me,” Kaidence whispered from the depths of her addled mind, gazing toward the ceiling.
Rowan’s phantom beard tickled her inner thigh in reply. Piper’s nails etched columns down her back. Fantasy touches overlapped until distinction was meaningless.
Two fingers explored inside her now, the burn exquisite. Her free hand mauled a breast, kneading, pulling. The mirror’s surface rippled with her frantic rhythm.
“More,” she mouthed.
Above Kieran’s snoring, floorboards creaked. Or perhaps it was Piper’s ghostly heels circling her naked form, Rowan’s luscious kiss warming the shell of her ear. Her reflection’s eyes indulged in the debauched display.
…delicious…
The room melted around Kaidence, walls dissolving into liquid shadow. Time stretched…
minutes or hours, impossible to tell…
Her fingers moved without conscious thought, painting dripping wet circles against flushed skin. The reflection’s whispers curled through her mind like incense smoke.
…they’ll help…
Rowan’s imagined hands replaced hers. Broad palms and age-worn fingers  guided each stroke. His lips brushed her shoulder.
“Yes, please,” she breathed, arching into his ghostly touch.
…so sensitive… so eager…
Kaidence whimpered.
The reflection’s eyes gleamed.
Rowan’s mouth was tasting her virgin dew. Piper’s tongue drew arabesques on Kaidence’s breasts. Kaidence’s moans were deep throaty noises that surprised her.
“Is this right?” Her fingers curled inside herself.
“Perfect,” Piper purred in her vision, teeth grazing a nipple.
She was stretched so full. The burn morphed into a need for more as Rowan’s voice rumbled against her clit. “Good girl.”
Shuddering at his naughty encouragement, her free hand found her throat, thumb finding her pulse. “Feels… so…” Kaidence’s voice broke as her hand tugged on her hair. New knowledge burst forth behind her eyelids.
The reflection’s smile sharpened. …worship the pleasure.
“Worship pleasure,” Kaidence whisper-moaned, the phrase dripping with longing.
…don’t stop…
“Can’t…”
Her ghostly teachers’ guidance mixed and swirled until instruction became instinct. Her body knew what to do now, writhing and touching without conscious decisions. The fantasies shifted, possibilities multiplying.
Rowan’s hands on her thighs, prying them apart. Piper’s fingers in her hair, guiding her head lower.
“More,” she pleaded, though whether to the fantasies or the mirror, she couldn’t say.
Kaidence’s fingers moved with newfound confidence, the phantom guidance of Rowan’s mature hands and Piper’s whispered praise overriding years of hesitation. Her hips rolled in time with the mirror’s undulations, each thrust of her fingers drawing wet sounds that mingled with Kieran’s snores.
…almost…
Her belly tightened, unfamiliar and terrifying. The reflection arched its back, raking nails over her tits as pearlescent fluid streaked Kaidence’s inner thighs.
…let go…
Muscles fluttered around her fingers. Her free hand clawed at the floorboards. The coil snapped taut—
Stop.
Her body locked mid-arc, pleasure suspended, frozen in time. The reflection smiled, fingers still plunging into its glistening sex.
Beg.
“W-why?” Her whisper cracked. Sweat dripped between from her chest to her neck.
…good girls ask nicely…
She tried moving her hand. Bones refused to obey. The ache between her legs sharpened into agony. “Please. Let me…”
…say it…
“Let me… come?”
…who’s asking?…
Her thighs trembled. “I am. Kaidence. Please.”
The reflection tsked, circling a nipple in the glass.
…wrong answer…
The suspended pleasure was all that mattered. Kaidence choked back a sob. “What do you want?”
…let me make the choices…
“I can’t.”
…then stay empty…
A strangled whine escaped her throat. Her body was caught between need and denial. The reflection slowed its movements, savoring each languid thrust.
…my turn to drive…
Kaidence’s pussy clenched. “You’ll… you’ll let me?”
…if you yield…
The pleasure-pain twisted viciously. Her vision whited out for three heartbeats. “Yes! God, yes. Your turn. Just let me—“
…promise…
“I promise.”
Her mirror-self pulsed. …good girl…
The room grew darker around her, her reflection pulsing and warping. Her breathing was shallow, her heart pounding so fucking loudly. The fantasy in her mind solidified with a visceral thud: Rowan pinning her down, dominating, stretching, filling… Piper’s nails were digging into her thighs, their voices filling her ears, urging her to take it, to surrender, to come for them.
Her clit throbbed, hot, insistent, demanding. Her fingers curled inside her, pressing against a spot that made her gasp. “Fu… ck,” she eked out, her voice barely able to obey her will. She trembled, her thighs squeezing tight around her hand. The sensation was unbearable, too much and not enough all at once.
“Oh God,” she gasped. Her hips jerked uncontrollably, fingers sliding in and out of her slick pussy. Her clit pulsed under her hand, the pleasure exploding outward. The shame of it blended seamlessly with the pleasure that burned low in her belly. Fuck that. She needed this.
…finally…
…thank you…
Her legs trembled as the pleasure slowly began to ebb. She felt herself sinking back to Earth, limp and boneless, her mind just as open as her thighs. Her fingers slid out of her, her hand resting on her stomach as she panted.
She had never felt anything like that before. The pleasure had been all-consuming, overwhelming her completely. She lay there, dazed and breathless, her body still trembling with the aftershocks.
Again.
She looked down to see that she was swirling her finger around her clit, watching the way her body jolted at the barest touch. The temptress in the mirror was watching too, wicked and insatiable. Kaidence braced one hand against the floor. Her fingers probed inward again, curling deep where she was most sensitive.
Her hips surged automatically against the touch, little breathy noises escaping her throat. Her other hand rubbed smooth circles around her clit, and she felt a giggle in her throat at the newfound freedom. The mirror’s reflection was playing also, two fingers sliding into her mouth while the other disappeared between her thighs.
Kaidence’s fingers worked faster now, up and down, in and out, as her breath began to shake. A flush spread up her chest and throat, lighting her cheeks on fire. Each thrust of her fingers elicited soft moans, each one higher and needier than the last.
She let her eyes close. Every ounce of her being was focused on the exquisite sensations. Her fingers delved, teased, replaced modesty with lust… her other hand teasing her clit with the knowledge of the night. She clenched her jaw to stifle the moans that threatened to escape.
Visions of Rowan and Piper populated her fantasies, sometimes solo, usually together, as her pleasure built to a fever pitch. The second orgasm of her life slammed into her, her body convulsing as she rode out the waves of ecstasy, her whispers growing more and more desperate.
Again.




Chapter 4

Kaidence felt sore muscles as Kieran’s alarm buzzed. Way too loud. She blinked, disoriented, her body still humming with the remnants of the mirror’s whispers. Kieran rolled over, groaning as he slapped at the clock.
“Time for that hike,” he muttered. He stretched, muscles flexing beneath his tanned arms, and greeted her with a lopsided grin. “You ready to crush it?”
Her stomach lurched. The thought of spending hours navigating steep paths while Kieran raced ahead was too much. She groaned. “I… don’t think I can. I feel… off.”
Kieran sat up. “Off how?” His brow furrowed as he scanned her. “You look fine.”
She swallowed hard, exaggerating the motion. “Maybe last night’s wine didn’t sit well.”
He studied her, fingers drumming the mattress. “Want me to stay? We can—“
“No!” The answer came too quickly. She softened it with a demure smile. “Don’t waste your day. You’ve been looking forward to this hike forever.” Her fingers twisted in the sheet. “I’ll just… rest here. Maybe take some photos in the garden later… if I feel better.”
Kieran’s jaw worked. For a heartbeat, she thought he’d decide to stay. Then he swung his legs off the bed. “Text me if you need anything. I’ll check the trail maps for shorter routes.”
She nodded, sinking back into the pillows.
The front door thudded fifteen minutes later. Through parted curtains, she watched Kieran adjust his backpack straps, his easy stride carrying him down the gravel path until he disappeared behind the neighbor’s bushes. Her pulse quickened.




Chapter 5

Kaidence’s palms left damp streaks on her dress as she navigated the creaking farmhouse stairs. Through the kitchen window, she spied Rowan’s broad frame hunched over fallen peaches, his rolled sleeves revealing forearms bronzed from morning labor.
She flexed her hands open and closed as she stepped into the back garden. When she pressed her tongue to the roof of her mouth, phantom lips whispered how to pose her legs just so.
“Need help watering?” Her voice was suddenly sultry.
Rowan turned carefully. His smile faltered as his gaze dipped to her exposed décolletage. “Not unless you’re volunteering.”
With a wink and a smile, Kaidence stepped onto smooth paving stones, each footprint bringing her closer to her prey. Her sandal strap slipped. Rowan’s hand shot out to steady her, keeping her up with a firm grip on her hip.
“Careful now.” His thumb lingered, burning a brand through to her skin.
She inhaled the scent of turned earth. “Seems there’s danger everywhere lately.”
The watering can trembled in her grip. Liquid poured over thirsty leaves as the mirror spoke through her. “Piper’s lucky. Most men don’t…” a deliberate pause to make sure he was listening, “…nurture what they plant.”
Rowan blinked. “Well. Some blossoms need more than sunlight and water.”
“Mm.” She kneeled and picked up a peach. “What do they need?”
His pruning shears snapped shut around dead growth. “A gardener willing to get dirty.”
The rusty squeal of the tool’s hinge mirrored the twist low in her belly. Kaidence watched as she cupped the overripe peach, thumb denting the flesh just enough to release tangy juice, which trickled down her wrist. Rowan’s nostrils flared as she brought the glistening digits to her mouth.
“Sweetness,” she murmured around sticky fingers, “always tastes better earned.”
Rowan’s gaze tracked the juice sliding down her inner wrist. The mirror purred approval through her synapses, reminding her how to angle her hips and flutter her eyelashes.
“Be a shame to waste it.” Rowan muttered, his hand closing over hers. She dropped the watering can when he lifted her wrist to his mouth.
Warmth surged through Kaidence as soon as his mouth worked over her wrist, lapping up the sticky nectar. His palm pressed firmly against the curve of her spine, gripping her possessively. She leaned into him, her fingers tightening in the soft weave of his shirt.
“Dangerous game you’re playing,” he murmured against her palm, teeth grazing the tender flesh below her thumb.
She looked deeply into his eyes. “Games imply someone might lose.”
His hand, large and warm, trailed up her back, fingers twisting into her hair. He tilted her head back, exposing the delicate line of her throat. “Then let’s ensure we both win.”
The first brush of his lips on hers sparked a taboo thrill. Kieran’s kisses were tentative, but Rowan’s demanded surrender. Or perhaps her mirror-self had come downstairs intending to surrender. She moaned into his mouth as he guided her backward toward the weathered garden shed.
Wood slats bounced against her shoulder-blades when he pressed her against the door. His thigh shoved between hers, hiking up her sundress. The growl that ripped from his throat when he found her bare beneath the dress let her know that she was a goner.
“Christ, girl.” His fingers explored her personal Eden. “You come out here without panties just for me?”
She dragged his bottom lip between her teeth before releasing it. “Maybe I like gardening au naturel.”
His chuckle dissolved into a groan as she rolled her hips. The shed door creaked open from their insistent humping, spilling them into a dim space smelling of aged wood and motor oil. Sunlight pierced cracks in the walls, striping Rowan’s face as he kicked the door shut.
Rough hands slid under and gripped her thighs, lifting her onto a workbench cluttered with terra cotta pots. Kaidence’s dress rode up as Rowan stepped between her legs, and his belt buckle was oddly cold. She fumbled with his shirt buttons, sighing at the first brush of coarse chest hair against her knuckles.
“Take your time,” Rowan said between deep kisses. He captured her trembling fingers, guiding them lower. “You’ll get what you need.”
The metallic clink of his unlatching buckle snapped her eyes open. Kaidence whimpered when he pressed her palm against the straining denim. “Rowan, I… I should…”
“Tell me.” His lips closed gently on her earlobe.
Dust motes swirled around them as she forced the truth past swollen lips. “I’ve never… not with anyone.” The confession hung between them, heavier than the humidity.
Finally, his fingers cleared the hair out of her eyes. “A flower like you deserves careful tending.” He began to back away, the heat between them dropping, until her nails dug into his shoulders.
“Wait.” Her hips jerked forward, seeking a closeness she had barely gotten to know. “What if I want the opposite of careful?”
A muscle twitched in his stubbled cheek. His palm slid up her inner thigh, fingertips denting sweaty skin. “Your young man never even touched this pretty honeypot?”
She shook her head, and her thighs tensed as his hand inched higher. The mirror’s phantom tongue licked the back of her neck, urging her to spread wider. “I need… unf…”
His thumb brushed her exposed clit. “Proper ladies ask nicely.”
She bit her lower lip as pleasure swelled all along her virgin vulva. “Need you to ruin me.”
Rowan’s growl was all the agreement she needed to hear. Fabric tore as he ripped her dress open, buttons pinging against garden tools. “Naughty little slut.” He palmed her breast, rough fingers tweaking the taut peak. “Taking what’s not yours.”
The obscenity sent sticky heat rushing south. Kaidence clawed at his zipper, mouth watering at the thick length she finally freed. “Oh, God.”
“Wrong deity, baby.” Rowan’s lips closed over one nipple, sucking hard.
Her lifted her dress to bunch around her waist, revealing glistening and swollen pussy lips. Kaidence’s hips jerked when he slid two fingers along her slickness. “So wet for a man you shouldn’t touch.” The words came between licks along her outer ear. “Bet you’ve been dripping for days.”
His fingers traced her carefully, a cartographer mapping uncharted territory. He recognized opposing desires in her eyes.
Soft lips pressed to her trembling knee. She looked down to see Rowan’s hungry eyes when he looked up from between her legs. Her hips jerked as his thumb brushed featherlight over her clit.
…such a good girl…
Rowan sighed over her mound. “Christ, you’re red as rose hips.” One broad finger circled her entrance, gathering slickness. “Tighter than a preacher’s fist around collection money.”
The crude analogy made her clench around nothing. His fingertip breached her, stretching nearly-untouched flesh with exquisite slowness. Her nails scrambled for stability among the rusted tool shelves as she arched.
…much bigger than ours…
“Easy now.” His free hand tried to calm her trembling. The finger retreated, returned slicker, deeper. A second digit joined, scissoring gently, so slowly. “There’s my girl.”
Her thighs quivered as he curled fingers upward, brushing a spot that made her vision blur. “Oh! Oh, that’s—“
…he loves this…
His rhythm intensified, then kept her guessing with shallow thrusts alternating with deep pressure. The workbench creaked in time with her gasps.
“Rowan I’m… it’s too…”
“You’ll love this.” His stubble scraped her inner thigh as he suckled her clit.
The dual assault shattered coherence. Her back arched off the bench as sparklers burned behind clenched eyelids. Falling flying breaking…
She shattered with a guttural cry, back bowing off the workbench. Rowan didn’t relent—tongue fluttering while his fingers maintained their ravishing rhythm. Her second climax crested before the first fully ebbed. “OhgodOhGOD Rowan pleeease—!” Tears mixed with sweat as her body convulsed beyond control.
Begging. Burning. Being.
She grasped fistfuls of his hair, hips pistoning against his face. A third release tore through her, so raw and primal—no words left, only animalistic grunts and whines. Would this ever stop? Did she want it to?
“Sinful little thing,” Rowan rasped against her over-sensitized flesh. His fingers continued working even as she could barely inhale. “Made for this.”
Her fourth climax arrived silent and seismic—muscles seizing so violently her teeth drew blood from her wrist. Rowan finally stilled, watching her twitch through half-lidded eyes.
“Attagirl.” His praise spread her legs further apart. Or was it the mirror? Or was it all her?
…more more more…
“Please,” she panted, still riding aftershocks and dragging him back up to kiss him urgently. “I need—inside me. Now.”
“You sure?” His strained voice betrayed how hard he’d been holding back.
She reached down, guiding his leaking crown to her swollen entrance. “Take me.”
…fuck… finally…
Rowan’s calloused hands framed her face. Cicadas thrummed their approval past the warped wooden slats.
“Look at me, darlin’.” Rowan’s kissed his index finger, then pressed it to her lips. “Every inch. Slow.”
She nodded, inhaling sharply as his blunt crown pressed against unfucked flesh. Her heart and libido both fluttered with anticipation.
“Easy now.” His gruff tone softened as he rocked forward, gaining a centimeter. “Breathe through it.”
Tighter than I thought—stretching burning—ohgodohgod—
“Shhh.” He stilled, sweat dripping from his jaw onto her heaving chest. “Your fuck lips are so pretty.”
…dirty words make us wetter…
“F-feels…” She swallowed, the woman in the mirror curling her tongue. “…bigger than my fingers.”
Rowan’s chuckle vibrated against her throat where he pressed open-mouthed kisses. His hips retreated, allowing cool air to brush her weeping entrance. “Gonna ruin you proper, just like you asked.”
Her back arched when he thrust back in—deeper this time. A broken squeal escaped as her inner walls fluttered around invading heat.
“Attagirl.” His praise warmed the shell of her ear. “Take your medicine.”
Medicine? Fuck yes—
“More,” she gasped, surprised by her own boldness. “Please, Rowan, I need—“
“Need what?” His thumb found her clit, circling with just enough pressure to make her hips jerk. “Use your words, little slut.”
The obscenity should’ve shocked her. She should’ve slapped him. Instead, pride swelled beneath his touch. His slut. His good dirty—
“Need your cock!” The confession tore from her throat, vulgar and triumphant. “All of it… please, sir…”
Rowan’s control snapped. He sheathed himself to the hilt with a guttural groan, their pelvic bones meeting with a damp slap. Kaidence’s scream tangled with the cicadas’ song.
“Christ almighty.” His forehead dropped to hers, both trembling.
She clenched experimentally, drawing a ragged “Fuck!” from his chest. Power surged through her at this experienced man undone by her talent.
…make him beg…
“Move.” She nipped his stubbled jaw. “Or I will.”
His laughter held awe as he withdrew. “Bossy little thing, ain’t—ungh!” The complaint died as she slammed her hips upward, taking him deeper.
Slow drags burned so sweetly. Rowan’s work-roughened palms worshiped her breasts, thumbs flicking peaked nipples between thrusts.
“Y-yes! Right there!” Her heels dug into his flanks, urging him harder. “Don’t stop—ohgodohGOD!”
“Look at you.” Wonder bled through his usual authority. “Riding cock like you were made for it.”
…we were…
Ecstasy was building… not the sharp peak from before, but a swelling tide. Kaidence’s fingers tangled in silver-streaked chest hair, pulling his mouth to hers. The kiss turned feral, all teeth and shared breath.
“Gonna make you come again,” he growled against her swollen lips. “Let me feel that pretty cunt squeeze.”
His thumb pressed harder on her clit, circling in time with deep strokes. The mirror’s voice dissolved into her own filthiest thoughts—full so full, stretch me wreck me, yes Daddy—
“Rowan I’m—“
“Let go,” he commanded. “Now.”
She practically levitated off the well-worn workbench, a guttural “Aaah! AAAAAH!” shredding her throat further as Rowan’s cock filled her beyond imagination. Her inner muscles spasmed around the invading thickness in erratic pulses—clench, release, clench—each contraction wringing whimpers from her heaving chest. Her wail shook dust from the rafters.
“Fuck, so warm…” Rowan’s hips stuttered, veins standing out on his neck as he fought to keep control.
Kaidence could only stare at the ceiling as another shockwave hit. “Nnngh! Ohgodohgod—!” Her thighs shook around his waist, nails leaving crimson trails down his slick back. The mirror’s phantom hands ghosted over her breasts, whispering Again. Harder,
so she said it out loud, “Again. Harder. Please?”
Rowan’s gasps came ragged and dark. “Greedy little thing.” He pistoned into her with renewed force, each snap of his hips punching high-pitched “Uh! Uh! Unh!” sounds from her overstimulated body.
Kaidence watched her actual reflection in the shed’s grimy window: disheveled hair sticking to her face, slutty tits bouncing with each brutal penetration.
Her cunt clamped down. “Y-yours! Your pussy, sir!” The words burst out between sobbing gasps. “Only yours, p-please—!”
Rowan’s rhythm faltered. A muscle ticked in his jaw as he stilled, buried to the hilt. “Cock-hungry bitch,” he rasped, resuming thrusts, shallower now but no less intense.
Need gripped Kaidence. Her cunt pulsed around Rowan’s cock in time with the mirror’s urgings: take his seed, all for you. She dragged her teeth along his stubbled jaw, voice breaking on desperate gasps. “Want your cum, sir. Pretty please?” Her hips jerked upward, trying to force him deeper through the ache. “Need you to fill—ah!—fill my slut cunt…”
Rowan’s rhythm faltered. A guttural “Fffuck” escaped through clenched teeth.
Her inner muscles fluttered around him on command—tight, release, tight, release—techniques her reflection had drilled into her through phantom touches. “Uh! Want it s-so bad!” Fingernails scored his biceps as she rolled her hips obscenely. The squelch of her overstuffed pussy was her new mantra. “Make me—mmph!—drip with you all day.”
Rowan’s hips snapped forward. “When that boy fucks you tonight.” Another piston-hard drive that made her shriek. “What then?”
“I’ll be ruined!” Her legs locked around his waist, heels digging into his ass. “Feel you leaking out while he—ah!—can’t even compare!”
“Christ!” Rowan’s thrusts  were unpredictable—deep, shallow, deep again. Sweat dripped from his nose onto her trembling stomach. “Such a greedy fucking cunt.”
Kaidence seized her opportunity. “Breed me like a bitch! Wanna feel your—hnng!—thick load filling up my womb!” Her wet hole clenched him again and again. “Please, mister! Wanna be your dirty little cum slut!”
The shed filled with wet slaps and choked grunts as Rowan’s control frayed. His hand twisted in her hair, yanking her head back. “Where do you want it?”
Her hips pistoned upward to meet every drive. “Inside! Deep!” Tears streamed down her temples as another torturous orgasm built. “Knock me up! Ruin me!”
Rowan’s roar scared the birds a block away.
Kaidence’s world narrowed to the pulsing heat splitting her apart. Rowan’s grunts were primal as his cock twitched uncontrollably inside her. The first hot jet marked her inside—a visceral, liquid conquest triggering convulsions. “Oh! Oh, FUCK!” Her mouth stretched wide around the cry, hips canting upward to milk him thoroughly.
“Fuck yes, take it!” Rowan’s voice was both commanding and desperate, hips pounding her erratically. Another thick pulse. Then another. Kaidence’s cunt fluttered around the invading heat, each throb wringing shaky “Nn! Nn! Nnn!” sounds from her throat.
Her squeezing insides pulled another ragged groan from Rowan. His thrusts lost rhythm, grinding deep as he sought to claim her womb forever. The squelching sounds turned obscenely wet, her overstimulated sex struggling to contain the reward for being his good little slut.
Ecstatic triumph surged through her veins. “F-feel you!” Her fingertips scrabbled along his sweaty shoulders, voice hoarse with awe. “So m-much… filling me up…” Another twitch of his cock dragged a whimper. “Did I—ah!—did I do good, sir?”
Rowan’s lips twitched with feral satisfaction. He pulled nearly out, making her gasp at the sudden emptiness, then slammed back in hard. Cum leaked around his shaft in creamy rivulets. “Perfect little whore.”
The words lit a pyre in Kaidence’s belly. She rolled her hips in slow, filthy circles.
His kiss tasted like sweat, and her own pussy, and coming home. His tongue thrust deep in counterpoint to his retreating cock. Kaidence whimpered against his mouth as the thick shaft slid free, encouraging trails of sticky heat to leave her as well.
The sudden emptiness brought a pang of grief. “Nn—no…” she mumbled into the bruising kiss.
“Still hungry?” Rowan winked at the sweaty mess beneath him, fingers gathering cum that leaked from her well-used cunt. “So beautiful.” He held glistening fingers to her lips. “Open up.”
The mirror’s phantom purred through her veins as Kaidence sucked his digits clean, tongue swirling between each knuckle. “Perfect… filthy angel,” he rasped.
Her hands roamed his chest, marveling at the angry red scratches she’d marked him with. The shed smelled of sex and satisfaction. Sweat droplets dripped along Rowan’s collarbone. Kaidence licked one away, savoring the salt-bitter tang.
“Nap,” she panted against his chest when they broke for air. “Need… rest.” Her libido spasmed at a perverse idea: Kieran would return expecting her to have a headache, not a well-fucked pussy leaking another man’s cum.
Rowan’s smirk crinkled the corners of his eyes. He palmed her ass, helping her down. “Shower first, petal. Garden work gets dirty.”
Kaidence stumbled upright. Cum trickled down her inner thigh… thick, warm, obscene, addictive. She pressed her legs together, fabric of her useless and ruined dress dragging over sensitized skin. The wobble-step toward the shed door became a mortifying shuffle.
Rowan’s approving hum followed her exit. “Good girl.”




Chapter 6

Kaidence stretched awake for the second time that day, mentally scanning her sore muscles.
“Enjoy your beauty sleep?” Piper’s voice was a sharp alarm.
Kaidence jerked upright, squinting against the golden afternoon light. Her B&B host and adultery victim sat primly in a wicker armchair, legs crossed at the ankle. A glass of sweet tea perspired in her hand.
Kaidence’s throat constricted. “I… I wasn’t—“
“Darling, spare me.” Piper set her drink on the nightstand with a thud. The ice cubes rattled like unlucky dice. “Your little escapade has Rowan walking around whistling showtunes.” Her coral-painted lips twitched. “His back needed bandages, by the way.”
Silence followed. The oscillating fan persisted through it, pushing hot air across Kaidence’s burning cheeks. Her shameless reflection smirked in the mirror behind Piper, dolled up in a tight red dress and fishnet stockings.
“Relax, hon.” Piper uncrossed her legs. A gold anklet glinted above her strappy sandal. “Not here to scold. Just balancing the scales.”
Kaidence’s tongue felt swollen. The mirror’s reflection hiked up her dress to an obscene length and blew Kaidence a kiss. Say yes, the phantom mouthed.
Piper stood in a quiet swoosh of linen. Her perfume smelled of crushed mint leaves. Cool-ish fingertips traced Kaidence’s collarbone. “Shall we discuss your terms of surrender?”
Kaidence inhaled through clenched teeth as Piper’s nails trailed down the gap in her torn sundress.
The older woman leaned in. Her fingertips brushed along Kaidence’s left thigh. “Do you always sleep so soundly after… exercise?” Piper’s eyebrow raised.
Kaidence’s neck flushed, but she couldn’t help her hips twitching, seeking more of Piper’s touch. The memory of Rowan’s hands, his mouth, his hard thickness, sent a rush of wetness between her thighs. Her reflection in the mirror winked and began a stripper dance to unheard music.
Piper’s other hand joined the first, fingertips dancing along Kaidence’s inner thigh. “So sensitive,” she purred, her nails barely grazing the delicate skin. “Trembling for me.”
The younger woman bit her lip, a whimper escaping despite her efforts. Her hands fisted the sheets. Piper’s touch was maddening, teasing, somehow activating all her nerve endings at once.
“Want more?” Piper’s breath was warm against Kaidence’s ear, rippling goosebumps down her spine. Her thumb brushed the crease where thigh met hip, just barely skimming the edge of her pubic hair.
Kaidence nodded frantically, words failing her as Piper’s fingers dipped lower, exploring the edges of her dampened slit. Kaidence’s breath got faster, hips arching off the bed in a silent plea.
“Use your words, cutie,” Piper teased, removing her fingers. “Tell me what you want.”
Kaidence whined, her thighs shaking with the effort to stay still. “Please… touch me more.”
Piper’s grin was nearly audible. “As you wish.”
A second caress against Kaidence’s slick entrance drew a long sigh from her lips. Her hips kept bucking, asking for more, but Piper kept her touch light, and maddeningly slow.
“So wet,” Piper murmured, her fingers slipping through Kaidence’s obvious arousal. “Such a greedy little thing, just like my man said.”
Kaidence’s lashes fluttered closed. She burned with a shame that nevertheless felt like an epiphany.
“Ah-ah, eyes here.” Piper pinched the tender flesh beneath Kaidence’s knee, forcing a yelp that morphed into breathy laughter. “Good girl.” Piper’s praise dripped through Kaidence’s veins as the older woman’s index finger slid through swollen folds still tender from Rowan’s earlier conquest. “Oh my stars, you’re puffy as cotton candy.”
Kaidence’s hips made circles in the mattress. “Nngh! Piper, I—“
“Shush now.” The older woman’s free hand pressed flat against Kaidence’s trembling stomach. “Let’s count your sins, shall we?” Her fingertip dipped into slick heat. “One…” The knuckle-deep thrust elicited a guttural moan that rattled the bedside water glass. “Fucking your host’s husband.” A second finger joined the first, stretching sensitive flesh. “Two…” Her palm smacked Kaidence’s thigh, the sharp crack echoing off the hard glass of the mirror. “Not inviting me.”
The mirror-Kaidence arched her back, swaying to the music with her arms crossed over her head, as real-Kaidence’s toes curled against the sheets. “Th-three?” she panted.
Piper’s evil little chuckle warmed her heart. “Anticipating number three.” Her circling thumb pressed on the swollen bud of her clit as her fingers crooked upward.
The mirror behind Piper blurred at the edges. Alternate-Kaidence now sprawled across a velvet chaise with legs spread wide, beckoning.
“F-faster, please, miss,” Kaidence begged.
“Such a pretty mess you are.” Piper’s other thumb cleaned off tears Kaidence hadn’t felt forming. “All conflicted and throbbing.” Piper’s fingers worked magic between her eager thighs. Kaidence couldn’t tear her gaze away from Piper’s delicate fingers, slick with her own wetness, moving in and out of her in a tantalizing rhythm.
“Feels good, hmm?” Piper purred. Kaidence nodded, her tongue darting out to wet her parched lips. She could barely form coherent thoughts, to say nothing of words.
Who needs thoughts, anyway?
Piper’s fingers curled inside her, pressing against Kaidence’s new favorite body part. A low moan escaped her lips, her hips jerking involuntarily, desperate for more. Piper smiled, her gaze flickering up to meet Kaidence’s.
Kaidence could see her alter ego in the mirror, her reflection’s glossy lips sucking on her own fingers. The sight was intoxicating, the combination of Piper’s own tempting lips, her reflection’s lewd expression, and the slick sound of Piper’s fingers moving in and out of her was overwhelming.
“Please, Piper,” Kaidence’s hands clutched at the bedsheets. “Please, let me—“ Her words broke off into a strangled gasp as Piper’s fingers slammed into her. Piper’s other hand circled her clit, each stroke bringing iron spikes of pleasure and warm ripples of relief.
Her mirrotic double writhed and moaned, her painted eyelids heavy with ecstasy. Kaidence matched her phantom teacher, her hips bucking wildly against Piper’s hand, desperate for more friction, more of that divine pressure.
Piper’s lips pressed gently down on hers, swallowing Kaidence’s cries of pleasure. Then suddenly, sharp teeth nipped Kaidence’s bottom lip before her tongue delved into her mouth, the kiss searing and possessive. The combination of Piper’s mouth on hers, fingers loving her poor abused pussy, and the sight of her reflection lost in pleasure was too much.
Kaidence began to tense uncontrollably, her muscles focusing as an orgasm built from deep in her soul. Piper broke the kiss, humming approval, her tender gaze locked on Kaidence’s flushed face. “That’s it, little one,” Piper murmured, her voice barely audible over the wet sounds of her fingers plunging into Kaidence’s dripping pussy. “Come for me.”
The younger woman’s fingers stiffened, grabbing at her stomach as a guttural moan tore from her throat. The tension in her body snapped, pleasure exploding through her with an intensity that left her hungry for air. Kaidence’s mind was completely consumed by the sheer bliss Piper’s touch brought. Her reflection’s mouth hung open in a silent scream, her chest heaving as she watched her new and improved self shaking on the bed.
Piper’s thumb pressed harder on her clit and the view of the mirror broke apart into prismatic shards. Those heavenly fingers moved faster, encouraging every last bit of ecstasy. Her strokes in and out rode the aftershocks throughout Kaidence’s trembling body. Innocence died, replaced with relief.
As her climax receded, fingers unclenched from her skin one by one. Piper’s fingers withdrew with a lewd squelch, glistening strands bridging between her knuckles and Kaidence’s quivering entrance.
“Breathe, dear heart.” Piper’s husky suggestion barely made it past the ringing in her ears. Kaidence’s chest heaved. The older woman inspected her sticky fingers with a smirk before pressing them between Kaidence’s lips. “Sweet as honeysuckle.” Kaidence obediently suckled.
Piper straddled Kaidence’s limp thighs, the thin linen of her embroidered crop top riding up to reveal a sun-kissed midriff. Her high-waisted shorts barely contained voluptuous curves.
“Now,” Piper said, trailing a damp fingertip down Kaidence’s sternum. “You might could return the favor.” She shifted back, settling her weight on Kaidence’s pelvis.
Kaidence’s sore fingers reached for the crop top’s hem. The older woman inhaled loudly with the first revealing inch, abdominal muscles fluttering beneath cinnamon freckles.
Every fold of discarded clothing exposed new pleasures: the slope of Piper’s breasts springing free from a lace bralette, the crescent scar beneath her left collarbone, the constellation of beauty marks along her ribcage.
“Confess your sins,” Piper demanded.
Kaidence’s palms slid up Piper’s bare thighs, a confused expression gracing her face.
“Admit your foolishness about preserving virtue,” her host explained.
Through a suddenly dry throat, Kaidence confessed. “I… it was wrong.” The admission bubbled up slowly like magma, heat spreading through her chest. “Waiting.” Her fingers slipped beneath Piper’s shorts, peeling them down wide hips. “Depriving myself.” The shorts hit the floorboards with a whisper. “This… this feels right.”
Piper lay back, and her skilled hands guided Kaidence’s face between her thighs. “Don’t be nervous,” she murmured as Kaidence’s tentative tongue found its mark. “You’ll be great.”
Piper’s fingers lightly gripped Kaidence’s curls. “Flatten your tongue,” she breathed. “Broad strokes first… ohhhyesss…” Her hips canted upward as Kaidence learned what she liked, tracing a wet stripe through salt-and-honey pussy lips.
“Good girl, just like… ah!” Her thighs quivered against Kaidence’s ears, feminine musk making the younger woman’s nostrils flare.
Kaidence’s nose bumped Piper’s clit, drawing a sharp gasp. “Easy, darling.” Maternal thumbs smoothed Kaidence’s temples. “Use your lips more—nnh—worship me…”
Kaidence closed her mouth over Piper’s emerging clit and a high-pitched whine escaped her throat. The older woman’s hips stuttered, bedsheets rasping beneath her shifting weight. “Told you… y-you’d be great,” she panted, nervous giggles bubbling through.
Piper’s heel dug into Kaidence’s upper back. “Add your fingers while you…” Her command dissolved into throaty groans as two hesitant digits pushed inside. Hot velvet walls clenched instantly. “Other thumb on my clit,” she managed between gasps. “Yes—ohfuck—circles, just—nnh—like I showed you!”
Kaidence’s wrist ached from the awkward angle, but Piper’s louder moans fueled her determination, and she knew she was pleasing the older woman when she threw her head back. “F-faster,” she managed, nails scraping Kaidence’s scalp. “yesyesyeslikethat—“
The room filled with wet squishing, hums, and staccato breaths. Piper’s eyes shut as she neared climax. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, voice cracking. “A little deep—ohgodDON’TSTOP—“ Her abdomen tensed, muscles jumping beneath rippling skin. Kaidence tongued her way through a dozen filthy curses, fingernails scraping skin, the slap of Piper’s palm against her own tits.
“Faster with—ungh—with your fingers,” Piper demanded, hips rolling with growing need. Blood in her clit pulsed against Kaidence’s thumb, swollen and insistent. “That’s it—ah!—make me… fuck!”
Kaidence curled her fingers upward once more. Piper released a guttural scream, legs clamping around Kaidence’s head as her body seized. Warm liquid gushed over thrusting knuckles, the sudden flood drawing a shocked whimper from Kaidence’s throat. Piper’s palms drummed against the sheets as her climax ripped through her.
“Yesss… fuck… fucking hell…” Piper sighed. Her hand fisted in Kaidence’s hair, holding her in place through the onslaught. Words dissolved into faster and faster grunts.
The mirror across the room pulsed with movement but Kaidence was on a mission, and having too much fun to risk a glance.
Piper’s second orgasm hit with no warning. She thrashed and squealed. “Ohgodohf—“
Her thighs quivered against Kaidence’s ears, muscles fluttering like bird wings. Kaidence couldn’t remember anything more beautiful. Slick sounds grew quieter, accompanied by Piper’s broken whimpers. “S-slower now… gentle… gentle… yesss thank you…”
Kaidence eased off, switching to soft licks between shallow thrusts. Piper collapsed back onto the mattress with a shuddering sigh, chest glistening with sweat. “Good… so good…” Her trembling hand stroked Kaidence’s hair. “You’ve got… nngh… natural talent…”
Pride bloomed in Kaidence’s chest.
Kaidence renewed her attentions, alternating broad tongue strokes with delicate suction. Kaidence’s fingers found stiff nipples beneath the lace bralette.
“Enough…” Piper gasped, chest heaving. “I beg you… mercy…” Her hand slid from Kaidence’s damp curls to cradle her jaw, caressing swollen lips. “Let me taste us,” she asked, guiding their mouths together. Their kiss dragged like lazy Sunday mornings, slow licks tracing each other’s contours, softly seeking liquid lust. Kaidence moaned into the embrace, the now-familiar tang of arousal mingling with Piper’s minty perfume.
Their torsos pressed together, Piper’s breasts flush against Kaidence’s. “Should chain you to this bedstead,” Piper breathed against her throat. “Feast for days.”
Reality clawed through the haze, and Kaidence’s ribs ached. “Kieran…”
“Could return.” Piper nodded, then giggled. “Let him. Let him see what proper attention looks like.”
Kaidence’s gaze flicked to the bedroom door, and imagined Kieran’s shocked arousal, his clumsy hands fumbling with his belt. “Not… no,” she managed, fingers playing with Piper’s hair. “This is ours.”
Piper’s laugh warmed the hollow of her collarbone. “Selfish creature.” She rolled them sideways, where they lavished gentle attention on each other. The grandfather clock’s ticking seemed to grow louder with each passing minute.
Kaidence traced the faint stretch marks across Piper’s hips, trying to memorize her topography. Rowan’s frenzied fucking had been a wildfire—this slow sizzling with Piper felt dangerously permanent. Her thumb brushed a faded scar below Piper’s navel.
“Chainsaw accident,” Piper offered without prompting. Her palm covered Kaidence’s, pressing it flat against the marred flesh. “Twenty-three and invincible. Sound familiar?” The wistfulness in her smile bonded them even more than the following deep, soulful kisses.
Somewhere downstairs, something creaked. Both women froze. Piper’s mischievous grin returned as the sound resolved into settling floorboards rather than returning hiking boots. “One more kiss,” she offered, capturing Kaidence’s mouth.




Chapter 7

Piper hefted Kaidence’s suitcase into the trunk. Rowan adjusted the strap of Kieran’s hiking pack with a friendly chuckle, telling him, “Well, son, you two surely made your mark here.”
Kieran slammed the trunk shut, oblivious to the double meaning. “Appreciate the help.”
Piper’s coral-tipped fingers slid along the passenger doorframe as Kaidence buckled herself in. “Our sweet girl looks… rested.” The wink she aimed at Rowan carried decades of shared secrets.
Kaidence smiled, then her pulse quickened when her reflection shifted in the rearview mirror. Her alter ego—or was it her real self, now?—was lounging across the backseat in that red chemise from the lingerie store. Go on, mouthed her duplicate with those bedroom eyes. Show him.
Kieran started the engine, and birds quickly relocated.
He settled a sunburned hand on Kaidence’s warm thigh, fingers drumming along to the radio’s country twang. Three miles had disappeared beneath their wheels when he noticed she was frequently glancing into the mirror.
“Everything okay?” Kieran asked with a squeeze of her thigh.
Her hand gently encouraged his higher up her leg. His sharp inhale when her teeth grazed his earlobe made the doppelgänger in her mind purr approval. “Missed you yesterday,” she breathed, savoring the smell of his neck. Her other hand snaked toward his belt buckle. “I think I’ll just…”
Tires veered onto the shoulder before Kieran jerked them back. “Jesus, Kai! We’re doing seventy on a state highway! And you’re—“
“Then slow down.” Kaidence nuzzled the pounding vein beneath his jaw. Her tongue traced the shell of his ear as her fingers lowered his zipper. “Or don’t.”
The speedometer crept upward.
◆◆◆
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