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Chapter 1

Shelby

The Rusty Bucket reeked of stale beer and unfulfilled promises. Shelby balanced the bucket of ice-cold bottles in one hand, the plate of steaming chicken wings in the other, and navigated through the Friday night crowd with the precision of someone who'd done this too many times before. Her eyes, rimmed with carefully applied liner that had begun to smudge in the bar's humidity, fixed on Jake lounging at his usual corner booth. The sight of him—relaxed, oblivious, maddeningly handsome—sent a familiar current through her body, one that had grown from a gentle hum to an insistent throb over the past year.

She'd worn the white blouse deliberately—the one with the neckline that dipped just low enough to be interesting without crossing into desperate territory. More significantly, she'd left her bra hanging on the bathroom door knob at home, a decision that made each step across the scuffed wooden floor a sensual reminder of her intentions. The cotton brushed against her nipples with each movement, hardening them in a way that had nothing to do with the bar's aggressive air conditioning.

"Your usual," she announced, setting down the food and drinks with more force than necessary, sending a splash of condensation across the scarred tabletop.

Jake glanced up, his smile easy and warm. "You're a lifesaver, Shelby." His eyes did a quick, almost imperceptible flick to her chest before returning to her face. Almost imperceptible, but she caught it. She always caught it—those millisecond acknowledgments of her as a woman rather than just a friend. They were rare treasures she collected and replayed during sleepless nights.

"The wings are extra spicy tonight," she said, sliding into the seat across from him. "Like your mood, apparently."

He chuckled, popping a bottle cap with practiced ease. "Long week at the garage. Nothing a few beers and the Eagles game can't fix."

Shelby watched his throat work as he swallowed, the strong column of his neck disappearing into the worn collar of his t-shirt. She remembered the first time she'd seen him, standing in her ex-boyfriend Dave's living room during a summertime with ‘nothing else to do’ party.

Jake had been leaning against a doorframe, nursing a beer, his laughter at something another guest said revealing dimples she hadn't expected on such a rugged face. Dave had introduced them with casual indifference: "This is Jake. We work together." Nothing to indicate she would still be thinking about that moment a year later, long after Dave had become a bitter memory.

"Earth to Shelby." Jake's voice pulled her back. His fingers snapped playfully in front of her face, close enough that she could smell the faint motor oil that never quite washed away from his mechanic's hands. "Where'd you go?"

"Just thinking about how we met," she admitted, reaching for one of his beers. "Through Dave."

Something darkened in Jake's eyes at the mention of her ex. "That asshole didn't deserve you."

"No arguments there." She took a long pull from the bottle, letting the cold bitterness slide down her throat. "But if he hadn't cheated, you wouldn't have been the one to help me move out of his place. Or fix my leaking shower. Or teach me how to change my oil."

"Basic human decency doesn't deserve a medal," he said, but his expression softened.

"Maybe not. But showing up at midnight with ice cream when I called you crying does." She hadn't meant to bring that up—it made her sound pathetic, and tonight was supposed to be about being desirable, not pitiful.

"Mint chocolate chip fixes everything," he said simply, turning his attention to the wings. His fingers, thick and capable, tore into the meat with focused precision.

Shelby found herself mesmerized by the movement, by the suggestion of strength and dexterity. Those hands had lifted her furniture, had steadied her elbow when she'd had too much to drink, had wiped away her tears—but never, not once, had they touched her with anything approaching desire.

The bar's noise swelled around them—shouts at a referee's call on the television screen, the clatter of pool balls, laughter from a group of women celebrating something by the dart board. Shelby let her posture shift, leaning forward to reach for a wing, knowing the movement would create a shadow between her breasts, a glimpse of what the blouse was designed to showcase.

"How's work?" he asked, his eyes determinedly fixed on her face.

She resisted the urge to sigh. "Same old. The bank isn't exactly a hotbed of excitement."

"I don't know," he teased, "all those numbers must get pretty steamy."

"Oh, absolutely. Nothing gets me going like a balanced spreadsheet." She let a suggestive note creep into her voice, testing the waters.

Jake laughed, but it wasn't the response she wanted. There was no recognition of the invitation in her tone, no answering heat. Just the same comfortable camaraderie that had become both precious and infuriating.

Two hours and three beers later, Shelby's patience was wearing thin. She'd tried everything short of climbing into his lap—leaning close to whisper comments about other patrons, letting her fingers brush his when passing drinks, even tucking her hair behind her ear in that universal gesture of flirtation. Jake remained steadfastly in friend territory, his eyes occasionally wandering to her neckline but never lingering, his smile warm but never hungry.

Finally she’d had enough. This was it—the moment she'd promised herself she'd make a decision. She looked up at Jake, at the familiar planes of his face half-illuminated by the sickly glow of the muted bar lighting. His stubble had grown thicker throughout the evening, and a treacherous part of her brain wondered how it would feel against her inner thighs.

"Jake," she began, her heart hammering.

"Yeah?" His voice was soft, expectant.

The words died in her throat. She couldn't do it—couldn't risk the naked vulnerability of proposition only to see pity or, worse, discomfort in his eyes. Instead, she reached up on tiptoe and pressed a kiss to his cheek, lingering a half-second longer than friendship warranted.

"Thanks for tonight," she said, pulling back.

A flicker of something—disappointment? relief?—crossed his face before he smiled. "Yeah, sure. Anytime.”

Shelby excused herself to go to the ladies’ room and brushed past him, wondering if she should just pack it in, call a cab and head home. Jake had been her ride, but he didn’t seem in a hurry to get anywhere soon.

Especially with her.

***

Jake

Jake's eyes flicked between the television and Shelby's figure as she navigated through the Friday night crowd. The Eagles were down by seven in the fourth quarter, but he couldn't focus on the game—not with her moving like that, each step a deliberate exercise in grace that made his throat dry. His Eagles jersey suddenly felt too warm in the cigarette-hazed air of the Rusty Bucket. He took another pull from his nearly empty beer, hoping the cold liquid would douse the heat spreading through his chest at the sight of her as she disappeared down the hallway that led to the ladies’ room.

The bar hummed with Friday night energy—conversations bleeding into one another, the sharp crack of pool balls, bursts of laughter from the group of office workers celebrating by the dartboard. But Jake's mind was on one thing: Shelby. He hadn’t been able to think of anything else since he saw her in that low-cut top. He’d had a hard-on since they sat down, and he felt rooted in place. Damn, she had an effect on him–and it hadn’t just started. He didn’t remember exactly when he started feeling this way about her, but he knew one thing, it had started when she was still Dave’s girl.

He caught a familiar movement and looked up. He tried not to watch as Shelby approached, her hips swaying slightly as she made her way through the crowd. The overhead lights, dim and amber-tinted, caught in her hair, turning the brown strands into something richer, more alive.

He forced himself to look away when she got closer, pretending to be engrossed in a beer commercial. It was a practiced deception—this careful dance of appearing casual while his peripheral vision cataloged every detail of her. Tonight, those details were particularly torturous. The white blouse she wore clung to curves he'd spent months pretending not to notice, and the neckline dipped low enough to reveal the gentle swell of her breasts. But it was what wasn't there that snagged his attention most forcefully—the absence of a bra, evident in the way the fabric draped and shifted with her movements, in the visible points of her nipples pressing against silk.

“What’s up?” Shelby asked as she slid into the booth opposite him. “You look like the cat that ate the canary or something along those lines. You aren’t keeping secrets from me, are you?” She gave a little giggle to show she was teasing.

“Just watching the game,” he lied.

Their eyes locked. In that moment, Jake felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with his recent activities. It was as if she could see through him, past his careful defenses, to the wanting at his core.

She was watching him with those eyes that seemed to see more than he wanted to reveal. It had been that way from the first moment Dave had introduced them at that summer houseparty jazz. Jake had noticed her immediately—not just her beauty, but the intelligence in her gaze, the way she seemed both part of the crowd and somehow separate from it. He'd made himself scarce after the introductions, uncomfortable with the immediate attraction to his coworker's girlfriend.

When Dave's cheating had come to light months later, Jake had been the one Shelby called. He still remembered the raw pain in her voice, the way something protective and fierce had risen in him at the sound of her tears. He'd helped her move out that weekend, working alongside her in a silence broken only by occasional strategizing about furniture placement or shared contempt for Dave.

That should have been the end of it—a good deed for a casual acquaintance. But then came the leaking shower in her new apartment, the car trouble she couldn't afford to fix, the midnight call when the loneliness had become too much. Each interaction cementing a friendship that grew more precious and more torturous with every passing week.

"Earth to Jake," Shelby said, waving a hand in front of his face. "You're a million miles away."

He wasn't. He was right there with her, acutely present in a way that made his skin feel too tight for his body. "Just thinking about that last play," he lied again, reaching for his beer to give his hands something to do besides reach for her.

“And here I was thinking you were thinking of me!” she teased easily.

He swallowed hard. There was something in her tone—a suggestive lilt that sent blood rushing southward. Was she flirting, or was he projecting his own desires onto innocent banter?

He laughed, the sound slightly strained to his own ears, and turned the conversation toward mutual friends, safer topics that wouldn't feed the inappropriate scenarios already playing at the edges of his mind.

But as the evening progressed, those scenarios grew more insistent. Each time Shelby leaned close to make herself heard over the bar noise, each time her fingers brushed his when passing another beer, his imagination pushed further into dangerous territory. By his third beer, the fantasies had taken on a life of their own.

He imagined what it would be like to reach across the small table and pull her to him. How her lips would taste—probably like the cherry chapstick she was constantly applying, mixed with the bitter tang of beer. How her body would feel pressed against his, soft where he was hard, yielding where he was insistent.

In his mind, he saw himself backing her against the wall in the dim hallway leading to the restrooms, his hands finally free to explore the curves that had haunted him for months. He could almost feel the weight of her breast in his palm, the hardened nipple pressing against his thumb. Would she gasp? Moan? Whisper his name with the same urgency he felt whenever she was near?

The fantasy shifted, grew more explicit. His apartment, her naked on his bed, hair spread across his pillows like spilled ink. Her thighs parted, welcoming him. Her voice, usually so composed, breaking on pleas for more, harder, deeper.

Chapter 2

Jake

Jake pushed through the bar's side exit, the metal door slamming behind him with a finality that matched his resolve. The cool night air did nothing to dampen the heat coursing through his veins; if anything, the contrast between the chill against his face and the burning beneath his skin only heightened his awareness of his body's demands. He couldn't go back inside—not with this ache, this need that had progressed beyond mere desire into something primal and insistent. His car sat at the far end of the lot, shrouded in shadow where the reach of the security lights failed, offering the only privacy he could hope for.

He’d taken a chance and slipped out while Shelby chatted with some lady at the bar. He hoped she wouldn’t even notice he was gone.

Gravel crunched beneath his boots as he crossed the parking lot, the sounds of the bar—muffled music, occasional bursts of laughter—fading behind him. Above, a three-quarter moon hung in a cloudless sky, casting just enough light to navigate but not enough to expose. Perfect for what he needed to do. What he had to do, before he lost his mind entirely.

The walk seemed longer than usual, each step bringing a friction that both tortured and teased. By the time he reached his car, an older-model Jeep with tinted windows, his breathing had grown shallow, his pulse hammering at his throat. He fumbled with his keys, the metal cool against his overheated fingers, and unlocked the vehicle with a soft chirp that seemed obscenely loud in the quiet corner of the lot.

Jake slid into the driver's seat and sat for a moment, hands gripping the steering wheel as he tried to regain control. This was madness—jerking off in a bar parking lot like some desperate teenager. But the alternative—returning to sit across from Shelby with her perky damn nipples visible through that white blouse and her lips slightly parted when she laughed—was unthinkable.

Decision made, he reached into the backseat for his gym bag. Inside, beneath sweaty workout clothes and a pair of sneakers, he found what he needed: a small bottle of lotion he kept for his perpetually dry hands and a clean towel. Practical items, innocent in any other context.

Jake checked the parking lot once more—still deserted, the bar crowd contained within its walls—before clambering awkwardly over the center console into the backseat. The leather creaked beneath his weight as he arranged himself, spreading the towel beside him. The bottle of lotion felt cold in his palm as he squeezed a generous amount, the faint scent of aloe rising between his fingers.

His belt buckle made a soft clink as he unfastened it, the sound somehow both vulgar and thrilling in the confined space. The button of his jeans, the slow drag of his zipper—each small action bringing him closer to relief. He pushed the denim down his thighs, just far enough, his erection straining against the thin cotton of his boxer briefs.

Jake closed his eyes, letting his head fall back against the seat. Without the visual distractions of the bar, Shelby's image appeared more vividly in his mind—not as she'd been tonight, but as he imagined her in his most private fantasies. He slipped his hand beneath the waistband of his underwear, hissing at the first contact of his lotion-slicked palm against sensitive flesh.

"Fuck," he whispered, the word hanging in the car's interior like a prayer or a curse.

In his mind, it wasn't his hand but Shelby's—smaller, softer, but just as insistent. He imagined her kneeling between his legs, looking up at him with those eyes that always seemed to see too much. In this fantasy, they held nothing but desire, a mirror of his own need.

His hand began to move, establishing a rhythm that matched the pulse throbbing at his temples. Slow at first, then gradually building, just as he imagined Shelby would—tentative initially, then growing bolder as she gauged his reactions.

The fantasy shifted, evolved. Now she was straddling him, her thighs gripping his hips, her breasts—finally free from that torturous blouse—swaying gently with each movement. He could almost feel the weight of her, the heat where their bodies would connect.

"Shelby," he murmured, the name escaping into the empty car, a confession to no one.

His hand moved faster now, twisting slightly at the upstroke in the way he'd perfected through years of solitary release. Pleasure built at the base of his spine, a coiling tension that demanded resolution. In his mind, Shelby was moving atop him, her head thrown back, throat exposed, lips parted in silent ecstasy.

The fantasy fragmented, became more disjointed as his body's demands overrode narrative coherence. Shelby beneath him, her hair spread across his pillows. Shelby on her knees, her mouth—God, her mouth—enveloping him with wet heat. Shelby bent over his kitchen counter, looking back at him with a mixture of challenge and need.

Her voice, as he imagined it in these moments, wasn't the composed, often wry tone he knew from their friendship. It was breathier, needier, breaking on his name and half-formed pleas. "Jake, please," she would gasp. "More. Harder. Don't stop."

The tension within him built to an almost unbearable peak. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the car's cool interior. His breathing grew ragged, his movements more frantic, less controlled. The leather seat squeaked beneath him with each thrust of his hips into his fist.

In the fantasy, Shelby was close too—he could tell by the flush spreading across her chest, the way her movements grew erratic, the tightening of her thighs around him. "Come for me," he imagined her whispering, her voice a command he couldn't refuse.

Release hit him with the force of a physical blow. His back arched, muscles tensing as pleasure crashed through him in waves. He bit his lower lip to keep from crying out, the sound trapped behind clenched teeth emerging as a strangled groan. His hand continued to move, drawing out every last pulse of sensation until the pleasure edged into discomfort.

Reality reasserted itself slowly, in increments. First, the confinement of the car, the cramped backseat, the cooling sweat on his skin. Then the sounds—his own breathing, gradually slowing, and the distant noise of the bar. Finally, the hollow emptiness that always followed these solitary sessions, amplified now by the specificity of his fantasy.

Jake cleaned himself with methodical efficiency, using the towel to wipe away the evidence of his weakness. Shame crept in as the last traces of pleasure faded—shame not for the act itself, but for the betrayal of Shelby's friendship, even if only in the privacy of his own mind.

He tucked himself away, zipping and buttoning with hands that felt clumsy in the aftermath. The used towel went into a plastic bag from the gym gear, to be dealt with later. He was just reaching for the door handle, preparing to climb back into the driver's seat, when a sharp rap on the window nearly stopped his heart.

Adrenaline flooded his system as he whipped around to face the sound. Through the tinted glass, illuminated by the distant parking lot lights, stood Shelby.

"Shit," he hissed, frantically checking that he was fully dressed, that no evidence remained of what he'd been doing. His heart hammered against his ribs as he rolled down the window, offering what he hoped was a casual smile. "Hey, what are you doing out here?"

Shelby's expression was unreadable, her eyes shadowed by the angle of the light. "I saw you leave. Thought maybe you weren't feeling well." There was something in her voice—a tension, an awareness—that made him wonder if she knew exactly what he'd been doing.

"Just needed some air," he lied, voice rougher than he intended. "The bar was getting stuffy."

“So, you’re not ready to call it a night?” she asked, seeming confused.

He shook his head. “I wanna finish watching the game before I head home. Maybe have another brew.”

He climbed out of the backseat and stood beside her, more self-conscious than comfortable.

Their eyes locked. In that moment, Jake felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with his recent activities. It was as if she could see through him, past his careful defenses, to the wanting at his core.

“Ready?” she asked, still eyeing him suspiciously.

He nodded. “Yep.”

He walked close to her as they headed back into the bar. The scent of her perfume—that same floral warmth he'd caught when she kissed his cheek—filled the space between them.

She smelled like heaven. Shit, he could feel himself becoming aroused again.

Chapter 3

Jake

Back inside the bar, they seated themselves in the booth they’d occupied earlier and Jake again turned his attention to the game. Jake ordered another beer and offered to get Shelby one, but she declined, saying she needed to tell the barmaid something she’d forgotten earlier.

He nodded, staring unseeing at the final minutes of the game. He wasn’t one hundred percent sure who had won at first, but he finally realized his favorite team had lost. He hoped it wasn’t a bad omen of things to come, and felt a little twinge of relief that he wasn’t a superstitious man.

“Great, I’ll be  right back,” Shelby said, her hand resting for a second on his forearm as she slid out of the booth.

Jake almost flinched at the pain of her touch when he still wanted to do so much more with her than just a friendly touch. He tried not to react visibly, and he wondered if she was aware of the effect she was having on him.

He took a quick swig of beer and didn’t look as she walked, her hips swaying he knew, towards the bar.

The fantasy images from earlier returned, but now they were tinged with a new element—an imagined anger in Shelby's eyes, a frustration matching his own. He pictured her confronting him, demanding to know why he kept his distance, why he pretended not to want her. In this fantasy, her cheeks were flushed with indignation, her finger poking his chest accusingly.

Even this imagined scenario—Shelby angry, challenging—sent heat coursing through him. There was something compelling about her strength, about the idea of that passion directed at him, even in anger. Especially in anger, which might then transform into something else entirely.

He shook such thoughts from his head and became suddenly aware that Shelby was back, sliding back into the booth opposite him and speaking.

"—tomorrow," Shelby was saying, her voice cutting through his inappropriate reverie.

Jake blinked, dragging himself back to the present. "Sorry, what?"

"I said maybe we should get going. Early day tomorrow." She was gathering her purse, preparing to leave, and he felt a disproportionate panic at the thought of the evening ending.

"On a Saturday?" he asked, unable to keep the disappointment from his voice.

She sighed boredly. "Life of a working girl," she shrugged, standing up and stretching in a way that pulled her blouse tight across her chest.

The movement was deliberate, he was certain. A test, perhaps, or an invitation. His body responded immediately, desire pooling hot and insistent in his groin. He shifted in his seat, grateful for the dim lighting and the concealing bulk of the table. He was glad he’d taken his jacket off. He grabbed it off the seat beside him and strategically placed it in front of him as he slid out of the booth and walked with her out of the bar.

Outside, the night air was a blessing on his overheated skin. The parking lot's harsh lights stripped away the bar's forgiving dimness, but even in the unflattering fluorescence, Shelby was beautiful. Her heels clicked against the asphalt as they walked, the sound oddly intimate in the relative quiet.

When they reached her car, she turned to face him. Something in her expression made his heart accelerate—a vulnerability, an expectation. She looked up at him, lips parting slightly.

"Jake," she said, his name soft and loaded with unspoken meaning.

For one wild moment, he considered kissing her. Considered throwing caution and friendship to the wind, giving in to the desire that had been building for longer than he cared to admit. His hands, hanging uselessly at his sides, actually twitched with the effort of restraint.

"Yeah?" he managed, his voice rougher than he intended.

Whatever she'd been about to say seemed to die on her lips. Instead, she rose on tiptoe and pressed a kiss to his cheek, lingering just long enough to send his pulse into a frenzy. The subtle scent of her perfume—something floral and warm—enveloped him, weakening his resolve.

"Thanks again," she said, smiling up at him in the dim light.

Disappointment and relief warred within him. He'd been spared making a decision, but the moment had passed, leaving him stranded in the same limbo of wanting and not having.

The drive to her place was quiet, but there was something unspoken between them–and Jake had a feeling it was just a matter of time before it made itself heard.

Chapter 4

Jake

When they reached Shelby’s apartment, she invited him to come up and stay a while before heading home. He’d been reluctant at first, but she’d insisted, and he was finding it harder and harder to say no to her.

Shelby's apartment welcomed them with cosy warmth and darkness. She flipped on a single lamp—a thrift store find with a tasseled shade that cast the room in amber half-light—rather than the harsher overhead fixture. The space was small but distinctly hers: mismatched furniture arranged with deliberate care, walls adorned with framed vintage movie posters, a collection of plants clustered by the window as if holding a silent conference.

Jake had been here countless times before, had helped assemble the bookcase in the corner and hung the curtains that now filtered the streetlight into soft, diffused patterns on the worn hardwood floor. Yet tonight, the familiar space felt charged with new possibility, as if the walls themselves held their breath in anticipation.

"Drink?" Shelby asked, dropping her keys into a ceramic bowl by the door, the metallic chime punctuating the quiet.

Jake nodded, grateful for the familiar ritual. "Whatever you're having."

She moved to the kitchen, separated from the living area by a narrow breakfast bar. The sound of ice cubes dropping into glasses provided a mundane soundtrack to the extraordinary tension between them.

Jake remained standing, suddenly unsure of his place in this space he knew so well. His fingers fidgeted with the edge of his jersey, the fabric soft from years of washing.

"I only have bourbon," Shelby called over her shoulder, her voice carrying a deliberate casualness that matched his own uncertainty.

"Perfect," he replied, though he'd never developed a taste for whiskey. Tonight, he'd drink battery acid if it helped steady his nerves.

She returned with two glasses, amber liquid swirling around the ice. Her fingers brushed his as she handed him his drink, and the contact sent a jolt through him, despite its innocence. They'd touched a thousand times before—passing beers, steadying each other after too many drinks, the occasional hug of greeting or farewell—but never with this awareness humming between them.

"TV?" she suggested, gesturing toward the couch with her glass.

He nodded again, wondering if they'd speak in single words and gestures for the rest of the night.

The couch—a second-hand affair with cushions that bore the memory of countless bodies—received them with a soft groan of springs. Shelby kicked off her heels and tucked her feet beneath her, creating a careful distance between them. Jake settled at the other end, the middle cushion a demilitarized zone neither seemed willing to breach.

She reached for the remote, turning on the television with practiced ease. The screen flickered to life, bathing them in its blue glow, the volume low enough that it provided ambiance rather than entertainment. Some late-night talk show, the host's exaggerated gestures and the audience's dutiful laughter creating white noise against which their own silence seemed more pronounced.

"So," Jake began, desperate to pierce the bubble of tension, "how's your mom doing after the surgery?"

The mundanity of the question seemed to release something in Shelby. Her shoulders relaxed slightly, and she took a sip of her drink before answering. "Better. The doctor says she'll be back to gardening by spring."

"Good. That's good." He swallowed a mouthful of bourbon, the spirit burning a path down his throat. "And your sister's kids? Still destroying everything they touch?"

Shelby laughed, the sound rich and genuine. "Of course. Last week they decided her makeup drawer was actually an art supply cabinet. You should have seen the living room walls."

They shared a quick laugh. And just like that, they fell into the comfortable rhythm of their friendship—exchanging stories, sharing observations, the easy back-and-forth that had defined their relationship for the past year. With each passing minute, the bourbon and the familiar conversation lowered their guards, drawing them incrementally closer on the couch until their knees almost touched.

The talk show gave way to an old movie, Roman Holiday, one of Shelby’s favorites. The black and white images flickering across their faces. Shelby's eyes grew heavy, her responses becoming more delayed, punctuated by small yawns she tried to hide behind her hand.

"Tired?" Jake asked, his voice lower now, intimate in the dimly lit room.

“Yeah.” She nodded, blinking slowly. "Long week."

"You should sleep," he suggested, already calculating the awkwardness of saying goodnight, of leaving her apartment with this unresolved current still crackling between them.

But Shelby didn't move to stand or show him out. Instead, she shifted on the couch, leaning her head against his shoulder with the casual confidence of long friendship. "Just for a minute," she murmured, her breath warm against his neck.

Jake froze, afraid to move lest he break whatever spell had allowed this closeness. Her hair tickled his chin, carrying that same floral scent that had filled his car earlier.

On screen, the black and white characters enacted some forgotten drama, their dialogue reduced to murmurs beneath the sound of Shelby's increasingly deep, even breathing.

Within minutes, she was asleep against him, her body a warm weight against his side. Her face, relaxed in slumber, looked younger, more vulnerable than the composed facade she typically presented. A strand of hair had fallen across her cheek, and Jake resisted the urge to brush it away, knowing the touch might wake her.

He sat motionless for what felt like hours but was likely only twenty minutes, listening to her breathe, feeling the rise and fall of her chest against his arm. The movie ended, credits rolling, and still he remained, unwilling to disturb her peace.

Eventually, practicality asserted itself. She couldn't sleep all night on the couch in her clothes—she'd wake with a crick in her neck and wrinkled blouse. Gently, moving with the careful precision of someone defusing a bomb, Jake shifted out from under her weight, supporting her head as he extracted himself from the couch.

Shelby stirred slightly but didn't wake, mumbling something incoherent before settling deeper into the cushions. Jake stood over her for a moment, conflicted. The right thing would be to drape a blanket over her and let himself out, leaving a note for her to find in the morning. The safe thing.

Instead, he bent and slid one arm beneath her knees, the other supporting her back, and lifted her from the couch. She was lighter than he expected, fitting against his chest as if designed to be held there. Her head lolled against his shoulder, breath warm on his neck as he carried her toward the bedroom.

The door was ajar, and he nudged it open with his boot. The bedroom was even dimmer than the living room, illuminated only by the glow of a digital clock and the faint light spilling in from the hallway. The bed—a queen-size platform with a simple, dark comforter—dominated the small space.

Jake laid Shelby down carefully, her body sinking into the mattress with a soft sigh.

He should leave now. Cover her with the blanket folded at the foot of the bed and go. But as he reached for the blanket, his hand brushed against her ankle, and the contact sent electricity up his arm.

He froze, suspended in the moment of decision.

Shelby's blouse had ridden up slightly in the transfer from couch to bed, revealing a strip of skin at her waist, pale in the dim light. Against his better judgment, Jake sat on the edge of the bed, his weight creating a depression that caused her body to roll slightly toward him.

With trembling fingers, he reached for the hem of her blouse. This was crossing a line, he knew, but something in him had snapped—the restraint he'd exercised for so long fraying beyond repair. He eased the fabric up, exposing more of her midriff, the gentle curve of her ribs, the swell of her breasts. As he'd noted earlier, she wore no bra, her nipples dark points in the shadows.

He lifted her slightly, just enough to pull the blouse over her head, leaving her torso bare to his gaze. The intimacy of the moment struck him like a physical blow—Shelby, whom he'd wanted for so long, half-naked before him, unknowing but not, he felt certain, unwilling.

Her skirt was next, the zipper making a sound that seemed obscenely loud in the quiet room. He tugged the garment down her legs, revealing black lace panties that confirmed this evening had been deliberate on her part. She had dressed not just for his attention at the bar, but for this—for him to see her this way.

The realization emboldened him. He stood, pulling his jersey over his head, unfastening his jeans with shaking hands, stepping out of them and his boxers in one motion. Naked, he hesitated one final time, giving reason a last chance to assert itself.

But when Shelby shifted in her sleep, her body seeming to seek his even in unconsciousness, reason abandoned him entirely.

He brushed his lips against hers, but she didn’t kiss him back. No response but her lips did part slightly. He figured that was just a natural response to the pressure of his lips on hers.

When he pulled back, he got an idea, a wickedly hot idea.

His erection stood up, heavy and bouncing with heft and thickness. He reached down and gripped the shaft, raising his cockhead even with her mouth. He smeared the pre-cum across her ruby lips. Her mouth seemed to open even more as if to welcome him in, accommodate him. He shoved in just a bit, held it there, felt his pre-cum dripping wetly against her moist tongue.

His breath hitched and he was tempted to face-fuck her roughly until she woke up, but he didn’t want to shoot his load that way. He had something else in mind, something he knew would be even more satisfying.

He slid onto the bed beside her, the mattress dipping beneath their combined weight. His hands, no longer tentative, explored the body he'd imagined countless times—the soft curve of her waist, the fullness of her breasts, the delicate hollows of her collarbones. Her skin was warm under his touch, goosebumps rising in the wake of his fingers.

Jake lowered his mouth to her breast, taking the nipple between his lips. Shelby stirred, a small sound escaping her throat—not quite a moan, but something adjacent to pleasure. Encouraged, he moved his hand lower, across the flat plane of her stomach to the edge of her panties. His fingers slipped beneath the lace, finding her already damp with desire.

The discovery sent a surge of heat through him. Even unconscious, her body responded to his touch, wanted him. He circled his fingers against her, feeling her grow wetter, her breathing quickening though her eyes remained closed.

With gentle but insistent movements, he tugged her panties down her legs, he gave her damp panties a sniff and laid them aside.

He stared down at her nude body, completely naked for his eyes for the first time. She had perfect perky tits that stood firm as if demanding attention, and her curvy hips swerved fluidly down to her hot, dripping pussy. Damn, she was beautiful.

Almost afraid to breathe for fear he’d awaken her, he gently spread her legs further apart, giving him better access to her most sensitive areas. He began by softly kissing and licking her inner thighs, causing her to squirm with pleasure. Gradually, he moved closer to her center, teasing her with light flicks of his tongue.

As he reached her outer lips, he took his time exploring and savoring every inch of her. He gently sucked on her labia, before moving on to her clitoris. He flicked his tongue rapidly over the sensitive bud, causing her to gasp and moan even in her sleep.

He continued to pleasure her with his mouth, alternating between fast and slow movements, building up her arousal until she was breathing louder and even bucking her hips against his mouth.

Afraid he’d awaken her if he brought her to orgasm, he pulled back and watched her until her breathing slowed, returning to normal.

Damn, she must be exhausted from the work week if that didn’t bring her around, he thought as he cupped her breasts and licked and suckled her erect nipples. Again she did not awaken, but she did shift in her sleep as if she were restless for something.

And he was pretty sure he knew what.

The thing is he wanted it to. He’d wanted it for so long. He couldn't wait any longer. He rose to his knees, positioning himself between her thighs. The head of his erection pressed against her entrance, seeking, probing.

As he began to push inside her, Shelby's eyes fluttered open.

For one terrifying moment, Jake froze, certain he was about to see shock or revulsion on her face. Instead, her lips parted in a soft gasp of pleasure, her hands coming up to grasp his shoulders.

"Jake," she breathed, his name a benediction and permission wrapped into one.

Relief and desire surged through him in equal measure. He pressed forward, feeling her body yield to his, enveloping him in wet heat. The sensation was overwhelming after so many months of wanting—Shelby around him, beneath him, her eyes half-lidded with sleep and desire.

"Is this okay?" he whispered, needing to hear the words despite the evidence of her body's welcome.

"God, yes," she murmured, her voice rough with sleep and arousal. "Don't stop."

He began to move within her, shallow thrusts at first, allowing her body time to adjust to his invasion. Her hips rose to meet him, seeking more, deeper, and he obliged, gradually increasing the force of his movements.

Shelby's hands roamed his back, nails leaving light scratches that bordered on pain but never quite crossed the threshold. Her legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locking behind him, drawing him deeper into her body.

The languor of sleep had fallen away entirely now, replaced by an urgent, mutual hunger. Jake's thrusts grew more forceful, the bed frame creaking in protest beneath them. Shelby matched his intensity, her body arching off the mattress, breasts bouncing with each impact.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice strained but commanding.

Jake complied, driving into her with renewed vigor. One hand found her breast, squeezing perhaps more roughly than he'd intended, but her sharp intake of breath and subsequent moan confirmed she welcomed the pressure.

Sweat slicked their bodies, the scent of sex heavy in the air around them. Jake felt a primal satisfaction at claiming her this way—finally, finally after so much restraint. His hand moved from her breast to her hair, fingers tangling in the strands, pulling just enough to tilt her head back, exposing the vulnerable line of her throat.

Shelby's response was immediate and electric—a full-body shudder, her inner muscles clenching around him, drawing him deeper. Encouraged, he tightened his grip on her hair, using it as leverage to angle her body for deeper penetration.

"Yes," she hissed, the word stretched thin with pleasure. "Just like that."

Their movements lost any pretense of gentleness or control. This was raw need finding expression through flesh meeting flesh, through the slick sounds of their joining and the percussive rhythm of the headboard against the wall. Jake felt the familiar tightening at the base of his spine, the pressure building toward inevitable release.

What they’d both wanted for so long was finally happening…

Chapter 5

Shelby

Shelby sensed his approaching climax and reached between them, her fingers finding the point where their bodies joined. The sight of her touching herself while he moved inside her nearly undid him then and there. He gritted his teeth, determined to feel her come around him before he allowed himself to follow.

"Close," she gasped, her movements growing erratic. "So close."

Jake drove into her harder, faster, his hand still wrapped in her hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. The dual sensations of confinement and penetration pushed Shelby over the edge—her body tensed, back arching off the bed, a scream tearing from her throat as pleasure crashed through her in visible waves.

The pulsing of her inner muscles around him, combined with the primal sound of her release, triggered Jake's own climax. He thrust once more, burying himself to the hilt as his orgasm claimed him, more intense than anything he'd experienced alone in his car or his shower, thinking of this very moment.

For several heartbeats, they remained locked together, trembling with aftershocks, breath coming in ragged gasps. Then Jake's arms gave out, and he collapsed beside her, careful not to crush her smaller frame. They lay there, the only sound their gradually slowing breath and the faint tick of the bedside clock marking time in a world that seemed fundamentally altered.

Shelby's hand found his in the darkness, fingers interlacing with an intimacy that somehow exceeded what they'd just shared. Neither spoke, perhaps afraid that words would break whatever magic had transformed their friendship into this new, uncharted territory.

Jake pulled her close to him and Shelby snuggled into his warmth.

Outside, a car passed, its headlights sweeping across the ceiling in a brief arc of illumination that revealed their entwined bodies before returning them to shadow. The night settled around them like a blanket, cocooning them in the aftermath of desire finally fulfilled.

Together they drifted into a sound, satisfied sleep…

***

Jake

Morning arrived in gentle increments—first the subtle shift of darkness to gray, then the warm amber of sunrise filtering through the half-drawn curtains. Jake woke slowly, his consciousness returning in layers. First came physical awareness: the unfamiliar mattress beneath him, the warm body pressed against his side, the pleasant ache in muscles that had exerted themselves thoroughly the night before. Then memory: Shelby beneath him, around him, her cries of pleasure, his name on her lips. Finally, realization: boundaries crossed, friendship transformed, no way to return to what had been before. He turned his head to find Shelby already awake, her eyes fixed on his face with an expression he couldn't quite decipher.

The morning light was unforgiving, stripping away the shadows that had cloaked their actions in the permissive darkness of night. Shelby's hair was mussed, her makeup smudged beneath her eyes, a small bruise blooming on her neck where his mouth had been overzealous. Yet she looked beautiful to him—more so for being real and imperfect and present—but the daylight also brought with it a creeping sense of responsibility, of consequences.

Jake swallowed, his mouth dry, and shifted slightly away from her. The sheet draped low across his hips, leaving his chest exposed to the cool morning air. He felt suddenly, acutely vulnerable—not physically, but emotionally, as if the night had peeled away a protective layer he hadn't realized he wore.

"I probably shouldn't have," he said finally, the words emerging rough and uncertain.

To his surprise, a small smile curved Shelby's lips. Not the reaction he'd expected to his halting half-apology. She propped herself up on one elbow, the sheet slipping to reveal the curve of her breast. Last night, he'd touched her there with hunger and abandon. Now, he found himself fighting the urge to draw the sheet up to cover her, as if he'd lost the right to see her this way in the harsh light of morning.

"I thought you never would," she replied, her voice carrying a note of wry humor that was so quintessentially Shelby it made his chest ache.

Jake blinked, trying to process her words. "What?"

Shelby's smile widened, though there was something almost shy in her eyes now. "I've wanted this," she said simply. "I've waited. So long. For you to make a move."

The confession hung between them like a fragile, precious thing. Jake's mind raced, recalibrating a year's worth of interactions, reframing moments he'd interpreted as friendly into something else entirely. Her late-night calls, the lingering touches, the way she always seemed to find reasons to be near him—had he been blind, or merely afraid to see?

"You have?" He sounded like an idiot, even to his own ears, but the revelation had knocked the eloquence from him.

She nodded, a small, vulnerable movement. "Since about two weeks after Dave and I broke up. Maybe before, if I'm being completely honest with myself." Her fingers traced an idle pattern on the sheet between them. "But you were so careful. So determined to just be my friend."

Jake ran a hand through his hair, the gesture unconsciously self-conscious. "I thought that's what you needed. After Dave..." He trailed off, the name still carrying unpleasant associations. "I didn't want to be another guy taking advantage when you were vulnerable."

Shelby's laugh was soft but genuine. "So instead you waited until I was asleep to make your move?" The question could have been accusatory, but her tone was teasing, almost tender.

Heat crept up Jake's neck. "That wasn't—I didn't plan—" He stopped, took a breath. "I shouldn't have started things that way. But you weren't exactly asleep by the end."

"No," she agreed, her voice dropping to something hushed and intimate. "I definitely wasn't."

The memory of her beneath him, fully awake and fully participating, sent a renewed surge of desire through him. But there were things to be said first, clarifications needed before they could move forward—if moving forward was even what she wanted.

"I was just waiting for the right time," he admitted, the confession easier now in the face of her own. "I didn't want to risk what we had. Your friendship means too much to me."

Shelby reached out, her fingers brushing his cheek in a gesture more intimate than any they'd shared the night before, for all its relative innocence. "Looks like you found it," she said softly.

Something released in Jake's chest—a tension he hadn't realized he'd been carrying for months, perhaps since the moment they met. He covered her hand with his own, turning his face to press a kiss against her palm. "I'm sorry it took me so long."

"Mm," she hummed, scooting closer until their bodies aligned beneath the sheets. "You'll just have to make up for lost time."

Their laughter mingled in the quiet morning air, relief and happiness and the slightly giddy disbelief of finally arriving at a destination long sought but never quite expected to reach. Jake wrapped an arm around her, drawing her closer still, until her head rested on his chest, her hair tickling his chin.

They lay like that for a while, the silence comfortable rather than charged. Jake's hand traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder, while Shelby's fingers explored the landscape of his chest, mapping old scars and the dips and rises of muscle with curious attention.

"What happens now?" he asked eventually, the question unavoidable.

Shelby lifted her head to look at him, her expression thoughtful. "Well," she began, "first, I think you should kiss me good morning properly."

Jake smiled, sliding his hand to the nape of her neck and drawing her up until their lips met. The kiss was different from those they'd shared in the heat of passion the night before—slower, more deliberate, carrying the weight of newfound understanding.

When they parted, Shelby's eyes remained closed for a moment longer, her lips slightly parted. She looked, Jake thought with a surge of emotion, like someone savoring something precious.

"And after that?" he prompted when her eyes finally reopened.

"After that," she said, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, "we figure it out together. I don't need declarations or promises. Just..." She paused, seeming to search for the right words. "Just don't disappear on me. Don't decide this was a mistake and pull away."

The vulnerability in her voice threatened to undo him. He caught her hand, pressing a kiss to her knuckles. "Not a chance," he said, meaning it more than he'd meant anything in a long time. "I've spent too long pretending I don't want you. I'm not going back to that."

Relief washed over her features, visible in the softening around her eyes, the slight release of tension in her shoulders. Then mischief glinted in her gaze. "Good," she said, her hand sliding beneath the sheet to find him already responding to her nearness. "Because I have a lot of fantasies about you that we need to work through."

Jake laughed, the sound catching in his throat as her fingers wrapped around him with confident pressure. "Do you now?" he managed, his voice strained as pleasure surged through him. "Care to share?"

Shelby's smile turned wicked. "I think it's better if I show you," she murmured, shifting to straddle him in one fluid movement. The sheet fell away, baring her completely to the morning light—no shadows now, no hiding, just Shelby, gloriously naked and unashamed, poised above him like some pagan goddess accepting worship.

Their fingers brushed as she guided him to her entrance, and they felt a spark—not static this time, but something deeper, something with roots that had been growing beneath the surface of their friendship for longer than either had admitted. It jolted them nonetheless, a current of connection that promised more than mere physical pleasure.

As she sank down onto him with a satisfied sigh, morning light painting her skin in gold and amber, Jake knew with sudden, perfect clarity that this wasn't just about last night's hunger or this morning's revelations. This was about all the days and nights to come—about the transition from what they had been to what they could be, together.

Shelby began to move above him, setting a rhythm that spoke of time—not rushed, not desperate, but certain in the knowledge that this was just the beginning.

Jake's hands found her hips, steadying her, guiding her, his eyes never leaving her face as pleasure built between them.

"I've got you," he whispered, the words carrying a promise that extended far beyond this moment.

Shelby's smile in response was radiant, illuminated from within by joy and desire in equal measure. "I know," she said simply, leaning down to capture his mouth with hers as they moved together toward a future neither had dared to imagine until now.

the end
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ERIC

Eric was just about to finish watering the plants when he spotted it—a car had just pulled into the driveway. It rolled in smoothly, the engine humming quietly before it stopped. His heart raced. “Oh shit, who can that be?” He dropped the watering can, splashing a bit of water on his sandals.

He didn’t want to be seen through the window like some common intruder peeking out to survey the situation, but curiosity pulled him in. He tiptoed to the side of the house, glancing through the window.

And there she was.

A gorgeous woman stepped out of the compact car, wearing sunglasses and a clingy blouse that showed off her huge boobs and super short-shorts that made his imagination run wild. She looked a bit out of place next to the overgrown hydrangeas and silly garden gnomes. Eric’s breath caught in his throat for a beat. “Wow," he breathed out, involuntarily adjusting his shirt. He wasn’t exactly feeling like a catch in his worn-out jeans and an old T-shirt, but her presence shifted something in the air.

What’s she doing here? Should I call someone? He had no idea what the heck was going on. His brain started racing, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that she might think he was a bad guy. Could a random neighbor be mistaken for a burglar? Possibly. Whoever she was, she didn’t know him. He was a total stranger to her as she was to him. She might know he didn’t usually belong here. Of course, if she were someone just stopping to sell insurance or sell raffle tickets to people she did not know, it wouldn’t matter so much. She might not question his being here at all.

He moved back, standing in the dim light of the foyer, and took a deep breath. The door creaked a little when he opened it wider. He hoped it didn’t make him sound too eager or weird. As he stepped into the doorway, the woman glanced up, her expression switching to surprise as their eyes met.

“Hello!” Eric called out, trying for casual but feeling anything but. What should he say next? She looked perplexed and unsure what was going on… but damn, she was gorgeous… even when she looked like she was ready to kick some ass.

JORDY

Jordy pulled into her parents’ driveway, expecting the usual sight of their familiar sedan parked in the driveway, but the spot was empty. Great. She drives halfway across the country to visit her parents for a couple of weeks and this is the welcome she gets.

She stepped out of her car, her shoes crunching on the gravel, and glanced up at the house. The front door was ajar. Odd. She knew her mom sometimes came out in the afternoon to water plants or check the mail, but she didn’t see her outside anywhere.

“Mom?" she called out, fear creeping in. Her heart kicked up a notch. It was totally unlike her mom to leave the door open like that. Was there a break-in?

She took a hesitant step toward the house, her palms suddenly clammy. Thoughts swirled in her head—had someone broken in? Was her mom lying on the floor? She quickly dismissed the darker images playing out in her mind. They always did this when she worried.

On the stoop, she crept over to the open doorway. “Mom!" she raised her voice again, trying to sound firm even as anxiety knotted in her stomach. She knocked lightly on the wooden doorframe, half reluctant and half ready to throw it open if she had to. “Mom, are you here?”

Nothing. Just silence.

Taking a deep breath, she leaned forward, ready to peek inside when a tall figure appeared in the doorway, blocking her view. Jordy’s heart skipped. A man stood there, older, maybe in his early forties, with an easy smile and warm brown eyes. He had a bit of salt-and-pepper in his dark, tousled hair, giving him a rugged, charming look. “Hello!”

“Uh, hi there!” she managed, clutching her bag closer. “Are you… what are you doing here? Where are my parents?”

The man chuckled lightly, his smile wide. “I’m Eric, the new neighbor. Your parents asked me to house-sit while they’re away.”

House-sit? That brought her up short. “Away? Where did they go?”

“Right, they went to Berkeley for your brother’s graduation,” Eric said.

“Great. Fantastic,” she mumbled, crossing her arms defensively. “So, I just drove halfway across the country to surprise my parents with a two week visit, and they’re not even home. Just my luck.”

He chuckled nervously, adjusting the cuffs of his sleeves. “Honestly, it’s probably not that bad, really. Your folks will only be gone for a few days. They’ll be back before you know it, and you guys can spend time together just as you planned.”

Jordy felt a strange mix of relief and annoyance. Typical of her parents to take off like that, no notice at all. “They didn’t tell me,” she sighed, shaking her head slightly. “I would have liked to know.”

Eric nodded, looking sympathetic. “Well, your mom did mention she would call you while they were away and fill you in.”

“Right,” she said, forcing a smile and feeling a bit awkward. “I’m Jordan, by the way. My friends call me Jordy. I thought this place was being invaded or something.”

His laughter echoed warmly, easing the tightness in her chest. “Not just yet! At least, I hope you’ll find me less threatening than a burglar.”

She chuckled back, an unexpected familiarity starting to bloom. “You definitely are."

“So, would you like to step in?” Eric gestured to the open door. “I could give you a quick house tour. You can make sure everything’s okay for your parents.”

She hesitated, glancing back at her car. “I promise I won’t steal anything,” she teased, trying to shake off the anxiety.

“Good to know!” he replied, his eyes sparkling with humor.

With a deep breath, Jordy took a step forward. As she walked into the house, thoughts of panic slipped away, replaced by curiosity—at both the house and this new, charming neighbor.

Once inside, Jordy looked around and sighed, tension releasing from her shoulders. Everything looked like it was in its place. “Okay, so fine. What do we do now?”

Eric scratched the back of his neck, glancing around as if looking for answers hidden under the couch. “I mean, the house is yours. I’m just here to keep an eye on things.”

“Right. Good luck with that now that I’m here I guess it’ll fall on me.” She walked to the kitchen, the familiar smell of her Mother’s herbs on the windowsill pulling her in.

Eric followed hesitantly behind.

He filled the silence, trying to lighten the mood. “They left a note—I skimmed it. Said to keep the plants watered and make sure the windows are locked.”

“What else? Check for ghosts? Take out the trash?” she retorted, half-joking but feeling the muscles in her jaw tighten again. “I’m no good at any of this.”

“I think the ghosts will be fine tonight,” he replied, a grin forming on his face.

Jordy snorted a laugh. “You know, no one ever believes in ghosts until they see one.”

“Trust me, I’m a firm believer in ghosts,” he said, leaning against the counter. “You should see the place I moved from. Someone definitely died in my apartment.”

She raised an eyebrow, scrutinizing him now. “That’s just a selling tactic. I bet you didn't even check.”

“I did! The realtor showed me the reports.”

“Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” he said flatly, making her laugh again.

Jordy shook her head, torn between frustration and amusement. “Okay, but what about you? You’re just gonna hang around while I’m here?”

“I was thinking I’d make myself scarce, but now that you’re here, perhaps I should just consider myself your live-in security guard?” he teased. “Besides I can do all those chores you aren’t so good at.”

“Do you even have experience?”

He grinned. “More than you know. I can scare off prowlers with my lanky frame and charming good looks.”

“Good to know I’ll be secure tonight,” Jordy said, eyeing him with playful skepticism. Jordy was suddenly aware of her appearance. After her long drive, she must have looked a mess. She self-consciously raked a hand through her long, dark hair and smoothed her blouse over her jean shorts.

As awkward as it was, the tension began to dissolve. Eric stepped further into the kitchen, pointing at a kettle on the stove. “How do you want your tea? I was about to brew a cup. I’ve become a bit of a herbal aficionado since I moved in next door. They’ve got a whole selection here.”

“Yeah, I know Mom’s always pushing the stuff.” She paused, surprised. “Yeah? I haven’t made tea in ages.”

“We can fix that.” He moved with confidence now, navigating the cabinets with ease.

Jordy watched him, curiosity piquing. “You’re just a neighbor who signs up for house-sitting, and you can make tea?”

“Survival skills,” he shrugged, pointing to an assortment of jars. “Raspberry leaf, chamomile, peppermint—take your pick.”

“Alright, peppermint it is.”

He filled the kettle with water, and as it hissed on the stove, silence enveloped them save for the gentle bubbling.

“What’s your brother like?” Eric asked, filling the space, stirring an unexpected sense of normalcy into the air.

“Danny? He was always a handful as a kid, but I guess he’s mellowed out some,” she said, feeling warmth spread through her chest. “I can’t believe he’s actually graduating. Time flies.”

“Should we throw a little party here in honor of all the graduates?”

“Maybe we should just start with a cup of tea.” Her eyes raised to meet his. “And see where that leads.”

He didn’t bother hiding a smile. “Fair enough.”

Jordy smiled too, her heart still racing but it was racing for a different reason altogether now. It was unexpected, this unlikely connection in her parents' home. Maybe this won’t be so bad after all. The visit certainly just got a whole lot more interesting…

JORDY

As steam curled upwards from their mugs, Jordy took a sip of the hot peppermint tea, the warmth spreading through her fingers and down to her belly. It was soothing, comforting even, against the backdrop of her increasingly scattered thoughts.

Eric took a sip, watching her over the rim of his mug.

She noticed his eyes on her, and she felt a tiny little thrill that threatened to grow if he kept this up. But she couldn’t deny how she felt. It felt good to be looked at that way by a handsome man, even a handsome older man she’d just met. 

“So,” she began, her eyes narrowing slightly over the rim of the mug as she leaned against the kitchen counter, “are you always this charming with people you’ve just met?”

“Only when I’m thrust into a last minute, unexpected house-sitting gig,” he said, a playful glint in his eyes. “What about you? You seem a little… out of sorts. No special guy back home waiting for your call?”

Jordy hesitated, the truth weighing heavy on her tongue. “I needed to get away for a while,” she finally admitted, the words tumbling out like fragile glass, “and I needed to see my parents… it’s been a while. Just… got out of a messy situation.”

Eric held his mug in both hands as he leaned a hip against the counter, the teasing grin fading. “You mean like a breakup?”

“Yeah. My ex decided he was a lot less into ‘committed’ than he initially let on.”

“Wow. I’m sorry.” He glanced down, his expression shifting to something more vulnerable. “I’m going through my own stuff. Just got divorced last year. It was… a process.”

“Yikes. So we’re both going through some things, huh?” she said, trying to bring back some lightness. There was something unguarded in his gaze, as if he understood.

“Yeah. At least I got some good tea out of it.” He lifted his mug in toast. “And no parents calling to pester me about how my life is going,” he added. “But also no crazy family dinners.”

Her eyes lifted to his. “Sounds lonely.”

“It can be.” He watched her closely. “But sometimes it hits you that you need to just keep going, you know? Figure out a different way to get through all the crap.”

Jordy nodded, letting his words resonate. A small part of her felt a surge of connection—fellow travelers on a rocky path.

“Anyway,” she shifted, brow furrowing, “I probably shouldn’t keep you too long now that I’m here. You can be set free and get on with your life. I’m sure your house-sitting gig is meant to be short-term anyways.”

A silence fell between them. He didn’t look at her as he finished his tea.

She froze. She didn’t like the way that came out. It sounded cold… maybe even mean, and she hadn’t meant it too. Things were still… well… awkward. The whole situation was so unexpected. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…”

He looked up at her now. “It’s okay. I get it. You’re right. Now that you’re here, I probably should just mosey on.”

She set her cup on the counter. “No, I only meant… I didn’t want to keep you if you had somewhere you needed to be.”

“No place in particular,” he said, his expression relaxing into a smile. “I could hang around for a while.”

“I’d like that,” she admitted, returning his smile. “It’s nice to have someone to talk to.”

“Same here.” He set his cup next to hers. “And your parents don’t have to know.”

“They sure don’t,” she agreed. Obviously, it wasn’t like her parents told her everything. Besides if she spent more time with handsome, older Eric, there might be some things she didn’t want her parents to know about. Maybe even things she couldn’t confide to her parents at all.

They shared a laugh, and Jordy felt the remnants of her earlier anxiety dissipate, replaced by a rare kind of ease.

Jordy watched as Eric neatly washed up his mug and put it aside to dry, they went into the living room where she seated herself on the sofa and he took the chair opposite.

They shifted into comfortable conversation, leaving behind heavier topics for the moment. The light banter bounced freely while sipping tea, like ripples on a pond. They traded stories, swapping their histories as they pieced together a new semblance of camaraderie.

And eventually the conversation turned serious again…

“Where’s your ex now?” Eric asked, genuine curiosity edging his voice.

“Still in the city,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Probably with the same girl he was texting when we were still together.”

“Sounds classy,” Eric quipped, and they both burst into laughter again.

“What about you? Any fallout from the divorce?”

“A lot of paperwork and some awkward family dinners,” he said. “Keeping my contracting business running while the chaos swirled around me. Dealing with my ex’s demands and singing over the house to her. Zoning out as my mother asks when I’m going to start dating again.”

“Impossible standards, eh?” She set her mug down, leaning in with interest. “How long were you married?”

“Almost eight years.” He paused, gaze shifting momentarily to a corner of the kitchen as if he were sifting through memories. “But you know, sometimes you realize you’re better on your own.”

Jordy could hear the weight of that truth in his voice, something that resonated with her own experience.

“Maybe I’m not as good on my own,” she admitted, tracing her finger around the ceramic rim of her cup as thoughts flitted back to her ex. “I sort of spent years hoping things would change, you know?”

“Yeah. If we don’t learn our lessons, they just keep coming back, like an annoying song stuck in your head.”

“Exactly,” she laughed, though the dark humor didn’t lighten the ache altogether.

“Hey, why don’t we get some dinner?” Eric suggested, leaning forward. “I mean, it's a house-sitting adventure. We can order something, make a night of it.”

Jordy bit her lip, considering. “Are you sure? You sure you don’t have someplace else you need to be?”

“Well, I did agree to house sit for your folks, so no. Besides, it'll be fun, and you can’t leave me hanging with my newly learned culinary skills.”

“Alright, I could definitely go for a change of scenery.” Jordy was glad she hadn’t poo-pooed the idea too much. She didn’t want to drive the guy away. In fact, that was the last thing she wanted.

With a newfound sense of ease settling around them, Jordy felt that maybe—just maybe—this unplanned evening wouldn’t be so bad. After all, there was comfort in shared struggles, and unexpected connections often turned out to be the most valuable of all.

“Now I’m really gonna owe you,” she said playfully, standing up. “I’ll pick the restaurant, and you get the check.”

“Deal. But I’m gonna hold you to it,” Eric teased, a playful glint in his eyes. “Just nothing too expensive.”

Jordy caught his eye and grinned. “We’ll see,” she taunted.

As they chatted and began planning their dinner, Jordy couldn’t shake the feeling that the night had turned into something exceptional. In the oddest of circumstances, perhaps she had stumbled into a sense of belonging, if only for a moment.

JORDY

After a quick dinner of takeout pizza and laughter, they shuffled into the living room, an open bottle of red wine perched on the coffee table between them. Jordy felt a light buzz already, warmth radiating from her cheeks. Truth was, she’d felt that way ever since she met Eric. He had that kind of effect on her.

“So, this is your house-sitting life? Late-night pizza and wine?” she teased, pouring herself another glass.

“Hey, don’t knock it. The job has its upsides,” Eric replied, grinning as he filled his own glass. When he said that he stared right into her eyes.

“I guess.” She tilted her head back, taking a generous sip, the rich flavor rolling over her tongue. “The corporate life can be grueling. Maybe I should consider house-sitting for a career change.”

“Only if it includes late-night wine with neighbors.” He leaned a bit closer, his eyes glinting mischievously.

“Hey, cheers to that,” Jordy chimed in, reaching across with her wine glass to clink with his.

They settled into a comfortable rhythm, the conversation flowing like the wine. Stories began to mix with flirtation, an easy banter that energized the air between them. For a moment, the outside world faded away.

“Okay, but for real,” she said, looking directly at him. “How do you cope with just up and leaving a marriage? Like, don’t you miss it?”

“Sometimes,” Eric admitted, pausing as if weighing his words. “But it was never what I thought it was. It just became easier to say no to a life that didn’t fit.”

Jordy considered that, her gaze lingering on his face. “Easier, huh?”

“Most things worth having are hard, I guess. But when something fundamentally drains you… it becomes a no-brainer.”

Jordy nodded. “Yep, I get it.” His honesty stripped away layers of her defenses, and she felt a small rush of empathy. “Makes sense. I think I held onto my ex way too long, hoping the love was enough. Turns out it wasn’t. Just… denial, I guess.”

“Love can be a tricky thing,” he said, leaning forward as though he’d just uncovered a secret. “But wouldn’t it be so much easier if everything came with a manual?”

“Yeah, a cheat sheet for love.” She felt warm, her heart racing at the spark that had ignited between them. “Guess that would take away the spontaneity, though. It’d lose most of what makes it special.”

“You know,” Eric said, his tone suddenly shifting, “you can kiss me if you think we’re both losing a grip on reality.”

Jordy swallowed hard, startled but not displeased by the thought. She laughed self-consciously, not sure if he was teasing or even if she cared whether he was or not. She looked at him, the gentle confidence in his eyes matching the wild flutter in her stomach. Before she could even process it, his face was inches from hers, and that brief moment stretched like elastic between them.

She granted him a soft smile, then closed the gap, their lips brushing together. It was tentative at first, sweet and unhurried, but the moment took on a life of its own as their lips moved in unison. Enjoying the warmth of connection, her fingertips found their way to his neck, pulling him closer.

But just as quickly as it began, they jerked back. They both breathed heavily, the electric energy dancing in the space that now felt impossibly charged.

“Wow,” Jordy exhaled, a mix of surprise and anticipation playing on her features.

“Yeah, wow. Maybe that was… a mistake?” He looked unsure, eyes darting away.

“Or maybe not a mistake, but… too soon?”

“Right.” He chuckled awkwardly, running a hand through his hair. “We both didn’t just escape our partners to instantly jump into something new.”

Despite the tension, she fought to suppress a grin that was creeping onto her face. Wine had made the idea of getting swept up a little less daunting.

“Okay, hear me out,” Jordy continued, her heart still racing from the kiss, “what if we just… go with it? No expectations? Just fun? Just… living?”

“Just living,” he echoed softly, taking in what she meant. “It’s tempting.”

She leaned back against the couch, her head tilted playfully. “Look, we can take it slow. But I won’t lie—I totally want to see where this goes.”

Eric straightened up, an amused smile creeping across his face. “Understandable.”

“It could be our fun little adventure together,” she said, taking another sip of her wine and feeling more relaxed than she had in months. “You know what I mean. Exactly what you think.”

He smiled, seeming pleased by the way things were going. “Okay, but we’re both pretty obliterated by the wine,” he countered, humor twinkling behind his eyes. “By the time we get around to that… we may be asleep or… passed out.”

She laughed, “It’ll probably be me. If that’s the case, you have my permission to have your way with me as long as you wake me up before the grand finale!”

“Okay, I have to admit, that’s a strong pitch. But I make no promises.”

“Don’t worry,” Jordy said, finishing off her wine. “I doubt that will be a problem.”

Following her lead, he finished off his wine as well and refilled their glasses.

Jordy yawned, and the sound broke through the moment. She hid her mouth behind her hands, feeling a little embarrassed. “See? Already tired. Guess that’s what cheap wine does to you.”

“You might actually just fall asleep on me while I’m waiting,” he teased, still holding her gaze.

“Not if you have your way with me first,” she shot back, laughter bubbling between them.

Eric’s laughter cut through her playful tone, his expression shifting to something softer. “Hey, that’s a lot to unpack here, but I like the way you think. I mean, but there’s always tomorrow, right?”

She nodded, feeling the fizzle of excitement ebb and flow. “Yeah, tomorrow. Right now, though…”

Jordy sunk further into the couch, letting her head tilt back, eyes fluttering shut. Against the witching hour, nestled in the remnants of the evening, she felt the presence of something new forming between them—something that pushed back against all her past fears.

“So… tomorrow then?” Eric asked, a softness lingering in his voice.

“No, not tomorrow,” she replied, not quite ready to cast the day away just yet. “Tonight.” She slurred the word and drifted off to sleep.

“You’ve got it, lovely lady,” Eric said. “Tonight.”

ERIC

Eric looked down at the beautiful sleeping Jordy, her chest rising and falling gently with each breath. He couldn't help but feel a surge of desire as he admired her. She was absolutely stunning, with her long, dark hair and curvy figure. Remembering that Jordy had given him permission to play with her while she slept, he couldn't resist the temptation.

Eric couldn't believe his luck.

Feeling his arousal beginning to press against the front of his jeans, he scooped up Jordy’s slender body and carried her up the stairs and into the master bedroom. There, he placed her on the bed and stared down at his lovely captive prize.

She shifted in her sleep and turned partially on her side, towards him as if, even in her sleep, she wanted him to have access to her intimate parts.

Even though Jordy's eyes were closed, Eric wanted to make sure she really was asleep. So, he got an idea. He brushed his lips against hers, feeling a thrill run through him as she responded. He could feel her breath quickening, and he knew that she was as turned on as he was.

But he was pretty sure she was asleep because she wasn’t kissing him back the way she had earlier. He was pretty sure she would not be able to resist–if she were awake. He did feel her lips part against his, though, and the tip of her tongue pushed lightly against his–as if even in sleep she had an idea that something sexual was going on.

Slowly, he began to undress her, pulling up her blouse and exposing her breasts. They were even more beautiful than he had imagined, full and round with hard nipples. He couldn't resist reaching out to touch them, feeling their softness against his palms.

He leaned in and licked her nipples, careful not to nip and risk waking her. He did take one nipple into his mouth and suck while he lightly twisted and pinched the other between his thumb and forefinger.

He got an idea.

He unzipped his pants and freed his cock, feeling it throb with desire. On his knees, he sank into the mattress beside her, and he positioned himself where his cock tip was right near her mouth. He could feel the coolness of the seeping pre-cum gathering at his tip.

He gripped his thick shaft in his hand and swiped the tip of his cock across her sweet mouth, smearing his pre-cum across her lovely lips. He bucked his hips slightly, pushing in and the tip slipped just between her lips. He pushed a little harder, and his cockhead began to slide between her lips. While he watched, his cock began to disappear inside her warm mouth, sinking into her throat.

He rocked his hips lightly several times, trying not to awaken her. He could feel her teeth sliding along his veiny shaft. Mmmm. He closed his eyes. He could cum like this, he knew, but he didn’t want to come just yet. If he did, it’d be over, and he didn’t want that.

The fun was just begging.

He pulled out of her throat and mouth, and she shifted a little, even moving her lips as if she were sucking his cock.

He waited until she settled back into a deep sleep, then he trailed his wet cock down her neck and onto her bare breasts, circling her nipples, then leaning forward and letting his heavy balls sink between her breasts. He pulled back and sank his cock between her cleavage. He thrust his hips lightly a few times.

Jordy moaned softly, and Eric could feel his arousal growing. He needed to pull back, he knew. He wanted to take things further, to explore every inch of her body. But he knew that he had to be careful. He didn't want to risk waking her up too soon.

If he did, the thrill would be gone along with the chance to explore her body while she slept.

So, he pulled back for a moment, watching her sleep, her breathing slow and steady now.

Then he slowly and carefully removed her shorts, peeled her panties down and focused on her pussy, running his finger gently over her pussylips. He could feel her wetness, and he knew that she was ready for him. He slid his finger inside her, feeling her warmth and tightness.

She shifted in her sleep, moving against her finger, almost as if she wanted it to shove in deeper and fuck her. He pushed in a bit, wiggling his finger around in her growing wetness.

Grabbing carefully and gently below her knees he parted her legs, exposing her pussy to his view.

He leaned in, inhaling the scent of her arousal. He licked around her clit, and she moaned and shifted in her sleep, bucking slightly, involuntarily against his mouth.

He fought the urge to sink in and eat her.

But he knew that would most likely wake her up–and damned fast.

He nuzzled her neck now, trailing light kisses down to her bare shoulder.

Jordy's moans grew louder, and Eric knew that he couldn't hold back any longer. He dropped his jeans and underwear. He positioned himself over her, rubbing the head of his cock against her clit. He took a few seconds to rub his tip up and down her slit, his breath hitching as he anticipated what he was about to do.

Even in her sleep, Jordy's hips bucked, and Eric knew that she was ready for him. He slid inside her, feeling her warmth and tightness envelop him. He began to move, thrusting in and out of her with increasing urgency.

When Jordy pulled her knees up and wrapped her legs around him, he knew she was awake and he couldn’t help taking a dig at her.

"You’ve been a naughty girl, Jordy,” Eric said against her ear. “You’re supposed to be asleep!”

Her eyes flew open.

"I'm sorry about that," she drawled sleepily. "Couldn’t help myself. You give good sleep sex!"

Eric shook his head. "You’re horny even when you’re asleep!"

She laughed at that comment. “Dude, I’m horny most of the time. Among my friends, I’m known as the slutty one!”

His eyes were wide searching hers. "That’s not such a bad thing among young people these days, is it?”

She snickered. ‘Only when I can’t get laid!”

“Well, tonight you got lucky.”

“I sure as hell did.”

Eric nuzzled her cheek before he pulled away from her. “So did I,” he groaned, breathing hard.

He stared into her eyes as he rammed into her.

Jordy moaned out loud like it had been knocked out of her. She came, hard.

“Geez!” he said under his breath, grabbing her hips, holding her in place while he slammed into her, fucking her so forcefully that it felt like the bedframe was going

to fall to pieces beneath them. Just when she couldn't take another

orgasm, he slammed into her again. Hard. And he came and came, shooting her full of his cum.

Afterwards he collapsed on top of her for a moment and then rolled off… she turned to him, and she kissed him hard on the mouth.

“What was that for?” he asked when their kiss broke.

She grinned. “Just a little thank you for a very good fuck,” she said and giggled.

His eyebrows shot up. “Thanks for the compliment. It was good for me too. Maybe we can do it again before your parents get home.”

“I’d like that. A lot.”

JORDY

Jordy stood by the window, peering through the slats of the blinds. The street outside was still, the mid-morning sun spilling over the rooftops. She hadn’t expected to feel this… uneasy. Her parents would be home soon.

They would have to explain why she was here and why they were together.

“Should I head out?” Eric’s voice broke through her thoughts. He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, casual but tense. “They’re your parents, after all.”

“I mean, yeah. Probably,” she replied, her fingers tracing the cool glass. “I’ll explain that I came for a visit and you were here housesitting, and I relieved you of your duties and you went home.”

“Sounds awkward,” he said uneasily, “but I guess it’s the best we’ve got.”

Her eyes met his. “Yep, we can’t tell them everything.”

“No, ut-uh, definitely not,” he said with a sexy smirk, a playful tone in his voice. “I’m just the neighbor and nothing more.”

“Just a neighbor who…” She paused, biting her lip, trying not to get caught up in the moment. It felt too important, too delicate, the way the corners of their world had shifted. “Just a neighbor who made sure I didn’t drown the houseplants while they were gone.”

He chuckled softly, giving her a sidelong glance. “You’d have managed somehow.” The way he said it made her stomach flutter.

“I guess so.” Jordy turned away from the window, switching the view for his tired smile and noticing the way his dark silver-flecked hair fell into his eyes. Her heart raced with the urgency of the countdown lurking in the back of her mind. “But being with you was much more fun.” She paused as he smiled a silent agreement and she smiled back at him. “I’ll explain to my parents and leave out the good parts.”

“Okay,” he said, eyebrows raised. “Sure your parents will buy it?”

She shrugged it off, deflecting the reality of their shared laughter that echoed in her mind, the warmth of their late-night conversations. “Yeah, probably. Who cares? They won’t know anything for certain, right? I’ll beg off after a catch up with them and head over with a few cookies or a slice of cake as a ‘thank you’ for the housesitter. They’ll think it’s a nice gesture on my part, and then we can pick up where we left off.”

He stepped closer, the air between them tightening.

“Yeah,” he murmured, an intensity in the way he looked at her. “I’d like that.”

Jordy felt the heat rise from her cheeks, surprised at the way the thought of them being together again turned her insides to butterflies. Damn, no guy had ever made her feel this way before. She’d better be careful or she’d start thinking she was falling in love with him.

His fingers brushed against her cheek, a soft graze that sent a jolt of anticipation coursing through her. They drew close, breath mingling, the moment stretching like the silence before a storm. When their lips met, it was soft—a lingering promise, unspoken desires sparked between them.

Breaking away, he stepped back, the moment splintering just enough for reality to seep in. “I should really go,” he said with a hint of reluctance, and she nodded, even as her heart protested the distance.

“Okay,” she replied softly, watching as he turned toward the door.

He glanced back one last time, the corner of his mouth lifting, and Jordy returned his smile just before he stepped out the door and clicked it shut. She turned away, hearing her parents’ car pull into the driveway. She started towards the door, not quite ready to face her parents and desperately yearning to be with Eric again as soon as she could…

the end

Sleepy for the Billionaire

An Age Gap Boss Kink Sleep Sex Short

by

Cassidy Lake

Contents

Sleepy for the Billionaire

Copyright 2025-2025

by the author

Published by RSVP Press

Cover design by VEP

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. The work is presented as fantasy and should not and does not reflect reality. As stated, this is purely a work of fiction and nothing more. 

Sleepy for the Billionaire

An Age Gap Boss Kink Sleep Sex Short 

by

Cassidy Lake

Never saw this coming… but I’m not sure I’d change a thing. No, I am sure. I wouldn’t change a thing.

It was supposed to be the week of my transition from student life to the real world, the week I'd finally be able to showcase my skills and knowledge in a professional setting. At twenty-four, I was ready for it.

Finishing school was a great time to hit the job market, and I couldn't wait to put my new degree to use. I had been sending out resumes and answering ads all week, but nothing had panned out yet. That was all about to change.

Then, at the end of the week, I received a very intriguing email. It read: "We are looking for a highly qualified individual who is not afraid of hard work." An open mind, a sense of adventure, and a flexible schedule were mandatory. Top-notch office skills, a professional appearance, and a desire to please were also required. But what caught my attention most was the extra mention of ‘extraordinary pay for the right individual.’ I couldn't resist; I had to call and set up an appointment for that afternoon.

As I showered and dressed carefully, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement. I wore my new lacy lingerie, my best knock-em-dead suit, and an air of confidence that I was sure would make a great impression. After all, I was ready to take on the world, and this new job seemed like the perfect opportunity to do just that.

I drove up to a beautifully appointed large house just outside of town, surrounded by a park-like setting with no neighbors in sight. As I got out of my car, a valet appeared, hand outstretched for my keys. Talk about service – and I was just a job applicant! I couldn't help but feel a little intimidated by the grandeur of it all, but I pushed forward, determined to make the best impression possible.

I was met at the door by a tuxedoed butler, who led me into a plush waiting room with all the comforts one could ask for. Within moments, a rather prim, well-dressed lady appeared, asking for my resume and a little background on my qualifications. I knew I had a lot to offer, so I was relaxed and poised when answering her questions.

“Hmmm,very nice. I like your qualifications.”

But just as I thought things were going smoothly, she dropped a bombshell. "This job will entail a fair amount of travel. We do ask that you pass a physical exam before we even consider the next round of interviews. Not to worry, we have a doctor right here on the premises as we have special...requirements."

At first, I was taken aback by this request, but the lady's words were laced with an air of confidence that put me at ease. I nodded in agreement, eager to take the next step.

Now, I was being led down a hall and into another waiting room, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. The lady's instructions were straightforward: remove all my outer clothes, except for my bra and panties, and wear a gown provided by the staff. I did as I was told, then sat down to wait, leafing through a magazine to pass the time. A few moments later, a nurse in a starched white uniform entered, escorting me into the exam room.

I stood quietly as she measured my height and weight, then turned to get off the scale. She picked up the hem of the gown and lifted it up high, her gaze meeting mine with an unmistakable glint in her eye.

I felt a jolt of embarrassment mixed with curiosity as she spoke her next words: "The doctor will be right in. Have a seat on the edge of the table."

And just like that, I was at the mercy of the mysterious world that lay hidden behind the grand facade of this elegant mansion. What was about to unfold, I had no idea, but my heart was pounding with anticipation. It was both exhilarating and a bit scary…

But for some reason I found it irresistible.

The doctor breezed in, an older man, slightly balding but somewhat handsome with warm green eyes… and I would find out later cold hands. He sat down next to me, clipboard at the ready.

He smiled at me. "Well, Anni, you look perfectly healthy to me...we just need to make sure you are in great shape all around."

He reached behind me and untied my gown, easing it down in front. His stethoscope was cold on my skin as he listened to my heart and lungs.

I was embarrassed as I felt my nipples harden, and saw his smile. His hand grazed my nipples as he reached around to listen to the sounds from my back. His cool touch only made me respond more. I was super nervous, but I think I felt my pussy clench more than once.

"Wonderful." Now, just lie back."

As I turned to lie down, he took the gown from me. "You will not be needing that anymore... I will be testing your reactions to certain stimuli as well as completely checking you out today."

The air was cool as I relaxed into the exam table. He poked and prodded and listened. I found myself wishing he would use his hands more, those big, cold hands that sent shivers through me. I fought to get my mind off of that. Wishing this to be over, I looked around the room.

The room was in soft peach tones, and the music was very soft and relaxing. Despite the coolness of his touch, he had such soft-skilled hands. I wanted those hands all over my body.

And he would grant my wish without me even asking!

I felt him reach up, and undo the front hook of my bra, peeling back the cups. He caressed each one, moving his hands in circles, pinching my nipples between his fingers, sometimes hard, sometimes soft, always watching my reaction. I leaned into his cool touch, wanting more.

Against my will, I arched my back and moaned softly. I gasped as he reached down and took one stiff nipple into his mouth, gently biting it.

He next took both hands and tucked his thumbs under the band of my panties, sliding them down my hips. I offered no resistance to him, especially when he cupped my mound in his hand, and slipped a finger between my pussy lips.

"Very nice...nice reactions," he said under his breath, almost as if he was talking to himself.

“Now, slide all the way down to the bottom of the table, and put your legs in the stirrups..."

He adjusted a light between my legs, the warmth striking my sensitive pussy. The speculum was cold as it slid in. The nurse bustled by me, and discreetly placed soft restraints on my wrists and ankles, securing me to the exam table.

"Sandy here is going to take some pictures for our records..." he announced.

Sandy, a blonde with a pretty but somewhat pinched face, appeared to be a nurse, dressed in the same uniform as the older nurse from earlier. She took several pictures of me, tied to the table, with the speculum inserted.

The doctor then inserted a lubricated, gloved finger slowly into my virgin rosebud, caressing the outer edges, and stroking gently until I relaxed. A warm syringe followed the probing finger, and I felt a fair amount of warm fluid slide into my ass. Finally, that cold, hard speculum was removed, and I sighed deeply.

"She is going to prep you now for the next part..." he said as he got up to make some notes.

Sandy took out a pair of scissors and began clipping my long, lush pussy hairs away.

I felt powerless to resist her, even if I could have.

When she was satisfied, she covered my shorn cunt with a hot, wet towel. They let me lay there for several minutes this way, the heat soaking into my already hot snatch. I had never been shaved before, but I had heard all about it from other girls at school.

Just the thought of it made me hotter.

She came back over to me, and untied my hands, retying them over my head.

"Mr. Barrington does not like any body hair," she explained.

I had shaved that morning anyway, but went along with the program.

She worked hot lather into my waiting pussy, all the way back to my ass. As she let the lather soften my remaining hairs, Sandy worked quietly and efficiently, shaving all the hair off close to the skin, then wiping the excess lather off.

As a final step, she rubbed this wonderful lotion, rich and creamy, all over my naked pussy, all the way back to my ass, then up to my breasts. The lotion was warm and soothing.

My pussy was open and inviting Sandy to work more lotion in, and she obliged me by sliding her fingers between the lips, and deep within, then coming back out and massaging it deep all around. I ground my hips into her hands as best I could. I felt wonderful...relaxed...

The doctor picked up Sandy's camera and took several pictures of her at work on me.

Several fingers were inserted into my pussy, soon followed by a slender vibrator, which was turned on while it was being inserted and pulled back out. As I became aroused by this instrument, it was turned off and replaced by a larger, stronger vibrator. This was worked in and out, slowly.

As I started to enjoy it, it was replaced by a still larger one. "Okay, now this may feel uncomfortable, but we need to measure your capacity."

I felt a huge dong at the entrance to my pussy. As well lubricated as I was, it slid right in, nice and deep. It was left there for a moment for a picture and a measurement, then this was also stroked in and out slowly until I relaxed and it slid in and out easily. This process was repeated several times, each time with a larger dong. Finally, they found one that barely fit me. I groaned as they tried to work it into me, wincing at its forced entrance, feeling so completely full.

I was gently lifted by the hips, and had a cushion placed under my ass. Sandy urged me down further on the table, until my ass was several inches over the edge. She worked one slender lubricated finger in, caressing the delicate tissues until they cooperated with her. This wonderful finger was soon replaced by a thin vibrator. As soon as I relaxed to these new sensations, the doctor began moving it in and out, stopping several times to work more and more lubricant in. The size on this was increased several times as well until they were satisfied.

"Wonderful. We have our measurements, and you are in splendid shape. I am sure Mr. Barrington will be delighted with you," the doctor pronounced as Sandy wiped me clean.

I was told to put my bra and panties back on, and given a very short silk robe to wear. Sandy then took me to an alcove to wait for the next phase. After my exam, I could hardly imagine what was next.

I did not have long to wonder.

A slender, handsome young man came into the room, introduced himself as Max, and ushered me into a plush sitting room. He had me sit next to a huge desk. He placed the file folder he carried on the desk and left.

A short time later, a handsome gentleman with slightly graying hair and a crisp suit that could not hide his powerful, muscular build came in a few moments later. He hardly looked at me, but picked up a folder that the younger man had left on his desk with all the doctor's notes and my resume.

"What we require, Anni, is complete devotion, loyalty, and obedience. We need a combination of a secretary/personal assistant, as we are only borrowing Max. You will be responsible for carrying out all orders, completely, and fulfilling all needs. You certainly have the skills for it, both on your resume, and in the doctor's findings. Now, if $2,500 a week is satisfactory, I say we proceed with your orientation."

I looked at him with surprise in my eyes. I had the job? And the salary was tremendous. "Now, what did I have to do for this?"

"How well can you follow orders?" he asked, looking me straight in the eyes. As if he read my mind, he stood up, walked over to my chair, and helped me stand up.

"Untie that robe," he commanded. "Drop it on the floor....turn around...now, bend over from the waist. Hmmmm, yes... Very very nice..." he said as he led me into an inner office.

This one had a huge oak desk, completely cleared off, looking out over the grounds. He led me to the open French doors in full view of a group of employees on the patio, and moved behind me. I could feel his breath on my neck as he reached around, and cupped my breasts, pinching the nipples through the lace.

Still outdoors in front of anybody who cared to look our way, he unhooked my bra, sliding it from my shoulders, dropping it on the balcony, taking his time caressing my breasts, nuzzling my neck.

I found myself melting into his arms.

Next, he led me over to the desk, and positioned me so that my ass was barely on the edge, my legs were far apart, and I was leaning back on my arms. Taking a huge pair of scissors out of the drawer, he cut the sides of my panties, slowly peeling them off. He gently pushed me down flat onto the desk, supporting my legs with his shoulders.

I have had oral sex performed on me before, but nothing like this...he took his time, nibbling, sucking, and playing with my clit until I almost screamed with delight.

Next, he probed and explored my cunt with the same care, stroking slowly. He did all this quietly, not trying to arouse me. He was exploring, teasing me just the same. I was so wet and hot, and he could sense this. He would not permit me to cum, he was just testing me, checking my reactions.

He slid his hot mouth and tongue all the way down to my ass, and rimmed me, licking me all the way back up. Now, gently inserting a finger into this hole or that, he watched me intently the entire time.

"I am sorry to sound rushed, but we have a staff meeting in 5 minutes, and there are introductions to be made," he said as he handed me back my thin, silk robe.

I noticed with some horror that my dark nipples showed right through the thin fabric. I may as well have not worn a thing!

He had Max escort me to the meeting room after handing me a notebook and several pens. I was shown to a beautifully paneled meeting room with a huge, 24' table down the center, and big, overstuffed couches on two walls.

Max indicated I was to sit in a chair just to the left of the head of the table, right next to the window, and far from the doors.

The staff of secretaries, public relations officers, and business managers began to filter in, scarcely paying any attention to me. Conversation was quiet while we all waited for the boss to enter. I sat back and watched the meeting as it formed up. The attitudes became very formal as soon as my most recent interviewer entered.

I was startled, but I tried not to let it show.

I felt my pussy clench wildly. Damn, he had a powerful effect on me.

I was briefly introduced, and then the meeting got underway. He had two secretaries taking profuse notes... I could not understand why I was needed. I was startled to feel his hand under my robe, parting the flimsy garment right there in the meeting, only inches from his vice-president of marketing.

As I leaned back in my chair, he quietly untied my robe, and slipped a hand in to caress a tit, pinching its nipple. Just as quietly, he pulled the robe back into place, and let the meeting draw to its conclusion.

Nobody even looked our way, or paid his public display any attention. I was stunned to see how wet I was... and wondered what was next? Who was this man that I worked for?

"Max, take Anni to meet her new boss," my interviewer ordered. "Let's see how he likes our latest find."

My jaw must have hit the floor at that point. All that and I did not even know who I worked for...

I was escorted down several quiet hallways and a flight of stairs into a huge room, with several pool tables and strange pieces of furniture. Along the walls were several plush couches. This room was a large recreation area, with two gentlemen playing a game of eight ball on the table furthest from the door, quietly watching us enter the room.

Max pointed one of the men out, and whispered in my ear "That is your new boss" as he left my side.

Mr. Robert Barrington was only slightly older than the dapper man who did my last interview, with a bit more grey at the temples. He was about 6' tall, quite handsome, with electric blue eyes that followed my every move. Those eyes were trained on me now, caressing every curve of my body as I stood there nervously and waited for him to speak.

I shivered as I saw the power in those eyes, and read the message of lust. "Well, well. It seems the staff has picked a delightful assistant for me. They all tell me you have done very well with your auditions, even enjoying them. I like that, very much," he said with a quiet smile.

At his unspoken command, I untied my robe, and walked over to him. He reached down, and opened the thin garment, peeling it from my shoulders. As I stood before everyone totally naked, I started blushing.

He gazed at me admiringly. "You have pleased them. Now, are you ready to please me?"

I nodded my head slowly, unable to speak.

"Good. I think we will get along just fine. I have a lot to teach you."

He reached out and placed a cool hand under my right tit, lifting it slightly. His little finger extended up to graze the nipple. Guiding me by the tit, he eased me to the adjacent pool table and lifted me onto it. Placing my ass at the edge of the raised bumper, he gently pushed me back until I was laying flat with my ass elevated, and my legs were spread far apart and supported by two staffers.

Cool dry fingers caressed my sensitive, newly shaved cunt, and teased from my slit all the way back to my exposed asshole. Gently parting my pussy lips, the exploring fingers dipped just slightly inside, then went back to their caresses. My clit was stroked lightly, then was grabbed by a cool, hard object that squeezed it firmly.

At about the same time, a staffer came around near my head, and with a cool quiet manner, my nipples were teased erect, pulled up, and captured by firm nipple clamps. I moaned with delight as these clamps were twisted slightly.

Fingers, then a warm hard tongue were now exploring my pussy and ass. A huge, cool, ribbed vibrator was inserted and turned on, teasing me from the inside as the mouth at my clipped clit sucked away. I bucked my hips as the warmth of a first orgasm began to wash over me. The flood of juices was eagerly lapped up as the vibrator was withdrawn and the clips removed.

My boss's hungry mouth replaced the left nipple clamp, gently biting the sensitive tip. I felt the head of a huge cock at my pussy, teasing the engorged lips, then began to enter me. This man was huge, uncomfortably thick!

None of the young guys I had been with were ever this big. I wasn’t sure it’d fit, but I had passed the measuring process, so it should… but if it didn’t, I had a sneaky feeling he’d make it!

With some effort, he pushed, stretching my pussylips unbelievably as he rocked his hips toward me and shoved his giant cock in deeper and deeper.

When he was deeply inserted, his balls slapped my ass, and I felt the head of that monster cock hit the top of my uterus. Now I understood all the tests to see if I could handle this size! As he began deep stroking, my second orgasm began to build. He noticed this, and stopped, pulling out of me. Slapping my ass firmly, he commanded, "Not yet! I am not ready to come."

He lifted me from the pool table, and took me to one of the plush couches, urging me onto my knees. Ass high in the air, my face buried in the cushions, he spread my legs far apart, and caressed my clit with his fingers gently.

"This is the position I want you in when I tell you to take dictation. I want your ass in the air, legs far apart, and you on your hands and knees. You take this position on whatever furniture happens to be in the room."

I nodded my agreement. As I did so, his ginormous cock was again at my pussy, begging for entrance. He stroked several times very deep, then grabbed my hips and began stroking harder and faster. His hands slid down, pulling my pussy lips apart, caressing my clit. As his huge spurts of come started to fill my pussy, my own orgasm began to take over.

I moaned quietly as it built while he stroked and pumped his warm cum into me.

As he finished and slowed his strokes, I erupted with moans and whimpers as wave after wave of pleasure swept over me. Staying still inside me, holding me until it subsided, he commanded, "That is the last one you may have without my permission. I can tell you will have a lot to learn, Anni. This was just lesson one. I think you will do just fine, just fine indeed."

Slowly I nodded my head in agreement.

I was pretty much exhausted by now, and the young nurse, Sandy, from earlier came and took me to a room just down the hall. Inside there was a queen-sized bed with luxurious bedding and plush pillows. She had me lay down on the bed on my back.

“Comfy?” she asked, a knowing look in her eyes.

I nodded. “Very.”

“Good, good. Now let’s get you all cleaned up for your next session.”

When she said the last word, my heart fluttered and my pussy clenched like mad. In my wildest imagination, I could not imagine what the next session would be…

And that made it all the more exciting.

She went about cleaning me, wiping my neck and breasts with wipes that had a neutral smell, nothing I could identify. Maybe aloe. I wasn’t sure. But I was sure of one thing.

I felt myself responding… even to her light touch.

“Feel good?” she asked, looking into my eyes and smiling.

I wondered if she knew. But “Mmm,” was all I said as I tried not to stare back at her.

“Now I’ll wipe you up… down there,” she said without saying the word. I would have expected her to say something clinical. “It’ll be cool, but just bare with me.”

I only nodded.

If she only knew how much I wanted her to touch me… down there.

She took a couple of the larger wipes and started siping around my mound and then wiping me thoroughly, playing special attention to my puffy pussylips and slit, even wiping just inside.

The sensations she invoked made me shiver, but it wasn’t because the wipes were cold. Which they were. It was because it felt so good I knew if she kept it up, I’d come again right against her slender, skillful hand. I recalled her expert manipulations of my pussy from earlier, and I longed for her to do that again… only more.

But as quickly as it’d started it was over.

But my longing persisted.

And I tried not to think of it.

Sandy cleaned up the used wipes from a tray, tossing them in a small wastebasket. Then she put away the wipes in a small wall cabinet. She looked around the small room as if making certain everything was in its place.

I had a feeling Mr. Barrington liked everything just so. Everything… and everyone… in place. He seemed like the type, possessive and demanding.

And that thought sent ripples of pleasure through me.

After finishing the clean up, she opened a drawer and searched through for a bra my size. She handed it to me and told me to put it on. While I did that she opened another drawer and took out the skimpiest pair of panties I’d ever seen and gave those to me with the same instructions.

I closed the bra using the tiny clasp in the front and slipped quickly into the panties, pulling them up nice and snug. They were a tight fit for sure, but from what I could see they hugged my curves just right and looked damned sexy.

Before she left she gave me a warm drink that looked and tasted like milk but thicker and told me to make sure I drank every last drop.

I did as instructed.

“Good. Now get some rest.” She smiled, pleased, and took the glass away when she left.

She even turned out the light before closing the door behind her.

Almost immediately I felt drowsy. I decided to close my eyes for just a second or two and that was it. I felt so calm and relaxed that I felt almost as if I could not open my eyes without more effort than I was willing to exert in this pleasant state.

Sometimes later, I heard the door open with a slight creak and someone slipped in before it closed again.

Even though I was almost fully awake, just awake enough to know what was happening, I knew someone had drawn close.

I heard heavy footsteps, a couple of thuds, the rustling of fabric, and then silence.

The silence lasted for briefly until I felt the mattress sink beside as someone knelt close.

I felt a tingling sensation spread throughout my body as I sensed the person’s closeness, felt the heat radiating off their body. I could feel someone's hands on me. Big hands with a powerful grip. My mind raced to figure out who it was. I thought it might be the doctor, one of the other male employees… or even Max.

But I knew who I wanted it to be… who I hoped it would be…

Mr. Robert Barrington.

His fingers felt thick and manly… powerful. I felt a rush of anticipation as he slid his fingers beneath my bra and began to play with my nipple. He twisted and turned it gently between his fingers, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I couldn't help but let out a soft moan as he continued to caress me.

I felt his thick fingers brushing against the bra as he unfastened it and pulled it away, letting my breasts bounce freely. I heard him suck in his breath at the sight of them, and I fought the urge to open my eyes. I wanted to watch him, see what he did, but I still couldn't bring myself to muster the strength.

I felt his hot breath on my sensitive skin as he leaned in and licked my tits, and he began to suck one nipple while stroking and pinching the other one. It felt amazing, and I knew if he kept at it, I’d probably come. I could feel my pussy clenching, feel the wetness seeping, even a trickle on my bare thigh.

I knew my panties were soaked already… and I figured soon he’d know it too.

My anticipation grew as he pushed my panties to the side and exposed my clit. He tweaked and stroked my bud expertly, bringing me even closer to orgasm. Ohh, it felt so damned good, but if he kept this up an orgasm would be inevitable. I wouldn’t be able to hold back.

And I didn’t want to come. Not yet.

He slid his hands beneath the waistband of my panties and slowly pulled them off, revealing my pussy. I didn’t know if he could see my wetness in the darkness, but I knew he could feel it. I knew he could tell my panties were soaking wet. I felt like I should be embarrassed, but I wasn’t…

I listened as he put my wet panties to his face and inhaled deeply.

I even heard him toss them across the room.

Then I felt his hands on my thighs, sliding up and down my body, sending shivers down through me. He knelt down to kiss my inner thigh just below where my juices had trickled, and I could feel his hot breath on my skin.

The feel of his lips on my sensitive skin made me shudder with pleasure and excitement. I wanted him to do more.

Much more.

I worried he would stop–and that’s the last thing I wanted.

I could feel his fingers brushing up against my wet pussy, and I let out a silent little gasp as he slid two fingers deep inside me. He used his thumb to fondle my clit, and I again could feel myself getting closer and closer to orgasm.

I felt a rush of pleasure as he found my g-spot and began to massage it. I could feel myself dripping on his fingers, and I knew I was close. He pulled my knees apart and opened my legs wider, positioning himself between them. I could feel his hot breath on my pussy, and I knew what was coming next.

At least, I hoped I was right… I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait!

He began to lick my clit with his tongue, and I let out a moan of pure pleasure. I could feel his fingers sliding in and out of me, and I knew I was on the brink of orgasm. He sucked on my clit harder, and I could feel my body tensing up as I reached the peak of pleasure.

I let out a little series of moans as I came, my body convulsing with waves of pleasure. When I came, he pulled back as if he were checking to make sure I was still asleep.

Satisfied since my eyes were still shut tight, he went back at it, continuing to lick and suck on my clit, prolonging my orgasm and sending me into a state of pure bliss. I couldn't believe what had just happened, but I knew I wanted more.

As I lay there, breathing hard but steady, I realized that I had never felt this kind of pleasure before.

And still I wanted more.

I knew I had to do something now.

And I opened my eyes.

I awakened, my eyes blinking to adjust to the dim light, to see the strong, handsome face of Mr. Barrington. I looked into his eyes and saw the same hunger and desire that I felt. I knew that this was just the beginning, and I couldn't wait to see what would happen next.

And then he did exactly what I wanted him to do…

His lips were  close to mine, and he leaned in and gave me a hard kiss on the mouth. He pushed his tongue between my lips, past my teeth, and began to explore my mouth, rubbing against my tongue. Our tongues fought a nice little battle as they entangled and we tasted each other. He had a taste of strong but pleasant mint and something even more seductive: Power.

I put my hands on his broad shoulders.

That’s when I realized he was naked too. I hadn’t even heard him undress.

When the kiss broke, he took me by my wrists and pushed my arms up over my head and tucked my hands between the bed pillows.

I felt his hard, wet tip brush my thigh, close to my twat, and I fought the urge to touch him again.

I wanted him inside me.

Now.

He tugged at my legs just below my knees and pulled my legs up and apart, sliding between them. His cockhead slid heavily along my thigh until his tip came to a stop between my legs. The head of his cock, wet and solid, pushed against my slit. I looked down and could barely make it out in the semi-darkness.

But it was HUGE! Just as BIG as I remembered from earlier.

King dong!

“Are you ready for this?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

I whimpered. “Yessss!” I hissed and braced myself for what I knew was coming.

“Good, ‘cause, sweetheart, I’m going to fuck your brains out!” he said loudly as if not giving a damn if anyone heard. He was the boss after all, and everyone answered to him.

Even me.

I felt my heart leap as those words fell from his lips, and thrust his hips forward, his monster cock pushing between my pussylips and rocketing into my tight, wet hole with a single shove into me.

I felt his size and girth stretch my pussy wide, so wide I wondered if given his size and the sheer force behind his thrusts, he would ravage my pussy until I screamed out in paralyzing pain. But the opposite happened, I felt an enormous amount of pleasure all at once and screamed out loudly at the overwhelming pleasure.

My heart thrummed with excitement as he sank as deep into me as he could, then he pulled back out almost all the way and slammed back into me with a force I’d never felt before. He plunged into me harder and deeper, gripping me firmly while still making my whole body shake.

“You want this, don’t you?” he asked, his lips just inches from mine.

“Yes, I want this,” I said. I also wanted him to claim my mouth with his, but he had his mind on other things.

And I must admit I’m glad he did!

“I’m glad you want this, Anni, because you have my permission to come.”

He rammed into me again and again, banging me harder than I’d ever been fucked in my life. He pounded me so hard the bed began to squeak and seemed to be coming apart. I felt helpless not being able to touch him, but I kept my hands where he had placed them and insteadI wrapped my legs around him and tried to pull him into me even deeper.

Soon the heated friction between us was humming with sweet pleasurable sensations and my breath caught hard in my throat as my orgasm spiraled within me and exploded again and again. My whole body shook as I was wracked over and over with waves of hot radiating pleasure.

He kept banging me, fucking me hard through my orgasm.

After a while, his breathing grew heavier until he was groaning and making grunting sounds. I felt him stiffen against me and suddenly he too climaxed, erupting as gush after hush of cum filled me again and again until it overflowed onto the bedding beneath us.

When our movements slowed, he rolled off of me and collapsed beside me.

“Was it good for you too?” he asked, his voice deep and breathless as he pulled me to him.

“Ye-eah, the best sex of my life,” I stuttered, still feeling the aftershocks of our lovemaking and seeing no reason to lie.

He chucked deeply as if it were coming from his chest. “Good because this is just the beginning.”

It sounded more like a warning than a promise, but after this…

Nothing was scaring me away!

I snuggled into my new boss as he held me tight, and his words sent my imagination soaring.

I had a feeling I was going to love working for him and under him.

Or whatever else he might require of me…

the end
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One

_______________________

RIC

The apartment smelled of burnt coffee and the faint, lingering sweetness of vanilla candles that had been extinguished hours ago. Ric leaned against the kitchen counter, his fingers tapping an uneven rhythm against the chipped laminate. The clock above the stove read 7:43 PM—Julie was late again. Not unusual, but tonight, the delay gnawed at him more than it should have. He exhaled through his nose, watching his breath fog the surface of his half-empty beer bottle.

Reanna emerged from the hallway, her bare feet silent against the worn hardwood. She wore an oversized sweatshirt, the sleeves pushed up to her elbows, and a pair of black leggings that clung to her thighs as she moved. Her dark hair was piled into a messy bun, a few strands sticking to the dampness at her temples. She paused when she saw him, a slow smirk tugging at her lips. "Still waiting, huh?" 

Ric lifted the beer in a half-hearted toast. "She said she’d be home by seven." 

Reanna grabbed a glass from the cabinet, filling it with water from the sink. The faucet groaned as she twisted the handle. "And you believed her?" She took a sip, watching him over the rim. "Julie’s idea of ‘on time’ is basically whenever she feels like showing up." 

He chuckled, but it came out tighter than he intended. "Yeah, well. Guess I’m a glutton for punishment." 

Reanna set the glass down and hopped up onto the counter beside him, her legs swinging idly. The sweatshirt rode up just enough to expose a sliver of her stomach, the skin smooth and slightly flushed from the warmth of the apartment. She tilted her head, studying him. "You’re tense. Bad day?" 

Ric rubbed the back of his neck. "Just long. Construction site’s a mess right now—half the crew called out, and the foreman’s riding my ass about deadlines." He glanced at her, then away. "Not exactly how I planned to spend my evening." 

Reanna hummed, her fingers tracing the condensation on his beer bottle. "You could’ve just gone home. Julie wouldn’t have known the difference." 

He shot her a look. "And miss out on your stellar company?" 

She laughed, the sound bright and unguarded. "Flatterer." Her gaze flicked toward the front door, then back to him. "You know, if you ever come over and find me asleep on the couch or something…" She let the sentence hang, her lips curling into something mischievous. "You could just… have your way with me.” She winked. “I wouldn’t even wake up to stop you." 

Ric nearly choked on his beer. He coughed, thumping his chest with his fist. "Jeez, Reanna." 

She grinned, unfazed. "What? It’s not like I’d know the difference." Her fingers drummed against the counter. "I’m a heavy sleeper. Ask Julie—she’s walked in on me passed out in some interesting positions." 

He shook his head, but the corner of his mouth twitched. "You’re ridiculous." 

"Maybe." She leaned in just enough that he caught the scent of her shampoo—something floral, undercut with the faintest hint of sweat. "But you’re smiling now." 

The front door creaked open before he could respond. Julie stumbled in, her heels clicking against the floor as she kicked them off with a tired groan. Her blazer was slung over one arm, her blouse untucked, her blonde hair escaping its ponytail in wispy strands. "Ugh, finally home," she muttered, not yet noticing them in the kitchen. 

Reanna hopped down from the counter, her expression shifting seamlessly into something innocent. "Hey, Jules! Ric’s been holding down the fort." 

Julie blinked, then smiled when she saw him. "Ric! Sorry I’m late—meeting ran over, and then traffic was a nightmare." She dropped her bag onto the couch and crossed the room, pressing a quick kiss to his lips. "You didn’t have to wait." 

"It’s fine," he said, though the tension in his shoulders had eased the second she walked in. "Reanna was keeping me entertained." 

Julie raised an eyebrow at her roommate. "Oh yeah? What’d she do, tell you all my embarrassing stories again?" 

Reanna feigned offense. "I would never." She grabbed Julie’s discarded blazer and hung it on the back of a chair. "I was just telling Ric how welcoming I am to guests." 

Julie snorted. "Right. That’s my cue to change out of these clothes before you two start plotting something." She disappeared down the hallway, her voice drifting back. "Ric, are you staying for dinner? I can order something." 

Ric glanced at Reanna, who was watching him with an expression he couldn’t quite read. "Nah, I should head out. Early start tomorrow." 

Reanna’s smirk returned, slow and knowing. "Suit yourself." She leaned against the counter again, her hip brushing his arm just briefly. "But if you ever change your mind about that offer…" 

Julie’s voice called from the bedroom. "Change my mind about what?" 

Reanna’s eyes gleamed. "Nothing, Jules! Just reminding Ric he’s always welcome here." 

Ric exhaled, running a hand over his face. The apartment felt smaller suddenly, the air thicker. He grabbed his jacket from the back of the chair. "I’m out. Call me later, Julie." 

Julie reappeared in the hallway, now in a tank top and sweatpants, her hair pulled into a fresher ponytail. "You sure? I can throw something together real quick." 

He shook his head. "Rain check." He gave her a quick kiss. “Call me later.” 

“Okay, sure.” 

He nodded at Reanna, who gave him a finger-wave, her grin never faltering. "See you around." 

The door clicked shut behind him, the cool evening air a relief against his skin. He took the stairs down two at a time, his boots heavy on the metal steps. The street below was quiet, the glow of the streetlamps casting long shadows across the pavement. He jammed his hands into his pockets, his mind replaying the last hour in fragments—Reanna’s laugh, the way her sweatshirt had ridden up, the deliberate brush of her hip against his arm. 

He knew she was messing with him. Probably just bored, stirring the pot because she could. But as he walked to his truck, the keys jingling in his hand, he couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something else beneath the joke. Something calculated. 

And worse—he wasn’t entirely sure he minded. 

Two

_______________________

REANNA

The afternoon sun slanted through the coffee shop’s front windows, casting long shadows across the scuffed hardwood floors. Reanna wiped down the espresso machine for the third time, her movements automatic as she glanced at the clock above the pastry display. 4:17 PM. Julie’s shift at the marketing firm didn’t end for another hour, and knowing her, she’d linger even longer—answering emails, double-checking spreadsheets, doing whatever it was that kept her tied to that desk well past quitting time. 

Reanna’s phone buzzed in the pocket of her black apron. She pulled it out, thumbing the screen to life. A message from Julie lit up the display: 

"Hey, running late again. My boss wants me to finish this quarterly report before I leave. Can you let Ric know? Don’t want him waiting around." 

Reanna exhaled through her nose, a sound somewhere between amusement and exasperation. She typed back quickly, her thumbs moving with practiced efficiency. 

"Yeah, yeah. I’ll play messenger. But you owe me." 

The reply came almost instantly, a flurry of apologetic emojis—wincing face, folded hands, a clock with spirals for eyes. 


Reanna rolled her eyes and tucked her phone away just as the bell above the door chimed. A cluster of college students filed in, laughing too loudly, their backpacks slung over their shoulders. She pasted on her customer-service smile and turned to greet them. 

Three

_______________________

REANNA

The apartment door clicked shut behind Reanna as she stepped inside, the weight of her decision pressing against her ribs. The living room was dim, lit only by the faint glow of the streetlights filtering through the half-drawn blinds. She didn’t bother turning on the lights. The quiet hum of the refrigerator and the distant murmur of traffic below were the only sounds breaking the stillness. 

She moved straight to the kitchen, her fingers brushing the countertop before wrapping around the neck of the wine bottle Julie kept for "emergencies." Tonight qualified. The cork popped with a soft thwump, and she didn’t bother with a glass at first, tipping the bottle back for a long, slow swallow. The wine was cheap and bitter, burning its way down her throat, but she welcomed the warmth spreading through her chest. It would make this easier. Or at least, it would make her care less about how hard it was. 

By the second glass—this time poured into one of Julie’s chipped mugs—her limbs felt heavier, her thoughts slower. She sank onto the couch, kicking off her sneakers and letting her socks follow. The fabric of the cushion was worn smooth in places, cool against her bare feet. She curled her legs underneath her, the wine sloshing slightly as she brought the mug to her lips again. The TV was off. The silence was better. She didn’t want distractions. 

Her phone buzzed in her pocket, but she ignored it. If it was Julie, she already knew the excuse—stuck at work, be home late, tell Ric I’m sorry. If it was Ric, asking if she’d passed along the message, she didn’t want to answer. Let him wonder. Let him come. 

The wine made her eyelids droop. She set the mug on the coffee table, the ceramic clinking against the wood. Her fingers fumbled with the hem of her shirt, tugging it up just enough to let the air hit her stomach, the coolness a sharp contrast to the heat pooling low in her belly. She wasn’t trying to be obvious. But she wasn’t not trying, either. 

Time blurred. The next thing she knew, her head was resting against the arm of the couch, her breathing slow and even. The room spun lazily when she shifted, but she didn’t open her eyes. The knock at the door was soft at first—almost hesitant. Then louder. Ric. 

She didn’t move. 

The knock came again, sharper this time, followed by the jingle of keys. The deadbolt turned with a metallic click, the door creaking open. Reanna’s pulse kicked up, but she forced her breathing to stay steady, her body relaxed. The floorboards groaned under Ric’s weight as he stepped inside, the door shutting behind him with a quiet thud. 

His footsteps paused. She could feel him standing there, just inside the doorway, the air shifting with his presence. Then he moved again, slower now, like he was trying to be quiet. The couch dipped slightly as he approached, the worn leather sighing under his weight. She heard the rustle of fabric—his jacket, maybe—and the soft thump of it hitting the back of the armchair. 

Another pause. Closer this time. 

Reanna’s fingers twitched against her thigh, but she kept her eyes closed. The wine had done its job, her limbs were leaden, her mind foggy. But her skin was alive, hyperaware of the heat radiating off him, the way his breath hitched when he realized she was there. 

She could smell him—leather and something warm, like cedar, mixed with the faintest hint of sweat. His heavy boots scuffed against the floor as he shifted, the sound so close now that she could feel the displacement of air as he leaned in. Her pulse throbbed in her throat, but she didn’t react. Not even when his breath drifted over her face, warm and unsteady. 

A beat. Two. 

Then—nothing. 

The couch creaked as he lifted himself and settled into the armchair instead, the old fabric groaning under his weight. Reanna’s lips parted, a sound almost escaping her—frustration, relief, she wasn’t sure. But she swallowed it down, letting her body stay limp, her breathing even. The TV flickered to life, the low murmur of some early evening talk show filling the silence between them. 

She should’ve known he wouldn’t take the bait. Not like this. Not when she was asleep—or pretending to be. Ric was too careful, too good. The thought should’ve annoyed her. Instead, it made something tighten in her chest, a flicker of disappointment that she refused to examine too closely. 

The wine had made her drowsy, but the tension in the room kept her from drifting off completely. She could hear the way his fingers tapped restlessly against the armrest, the way his breath hitched every time she shifted in her sleep. He was watching her. She could feel it, like a physical touch, skimming over her skin. 

Her shirt had ridden up further now, the fabric bunched just beneath her breasts. The air in the room was too warm, her skin too sensitive. She let her lips part slightly, her breathing deepening just enough to make her chest rise and fall in a way that had to be obvious. He stood. The couch dipped again as Ric leaned forward, his body tensing. 

She didn’t move. 

A long, suffocating silence. Then— 

He was standing right there. 


Over her. 


Again. 

Reanna’s heart hammered against her ribs, but she didn’t dare open her eyes. Not that she could. Her eyelids felt so heavy after the wine. 

His footsteps were slow, deliberate, circling the couch until he was standing right in front of her. She could feel the heat of him, the way his gaze burned into her. Her nipples tightened under her shirt, her body reacting before her mind could catch up. 

His fingers brushed her knee—just a graze, barely there. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t react. But her breath hitched, just slightly, and she heard the way his inhale sharpened in response. 

Good. 

He was right there. All he had to do was touch her. Just once. Just to see what she’d do. 

But the moment stretched, taut and fragile, and then— 

The thud of him sinking back into the armchair, the leather groaning under his weight. The TV droned on, some canned laughter filling the space between them. 

Reanna’s lips curled, just slightly. 

She let herself drift then, the wine and the warmth and the waiting pulling her under. If he wasn’t going to make a move, she wasn’t going to force it. 

Not tonight. 

But the game wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. 

Truth was, she wasn’t ready to give up just yet. She still had hopes that he’d give in… she had invited him to have his way with her after all… 

Four

_______________________

RIC

The apartment hummed with the low static of the TV, the only light flickering across Reanna’s half-exposed skin as she lay sprawled on the couch. Her breathing was slow, deep—the kind that came from wine and exhaustion, from letting go just enough to forget. Ric watched her from the armchair, his fingers still tingling from the brief brush against her knee earlier. He’d pulled back then, like always. But now, the weight of her invitation from weeks ago pressed against his ribs, hot and insistent. 

I could just… have my way with her. 

The words had been a joke. Hadn’t they? A tease? But the way she’d said it—lazy, smirking, like she wanted him to take her up on it—had stuck. And tonight, with her shirt riding up, her stomach bare, her thighs slightly parted in sleep, it wasn’t just temptation. It was permission. 

His chair creaked as he stood, the sound swallowed by the apartment’s quiet. He moved slowly, like he was afraid she’d vanish if he was too eager. The couch dipped under his weight as he knelt beside her, close enough to smell the wine on her breath, the faint salt of her skin. His fingers hovered over her bare leg, just above the knee, where her sweats had ridden up. The fabric was soft under his palm when he finally touched her, tracing upward in a line so light it could’ve been the memory of a caress. 

Reanna stirred. 

Not enough to wake, but enough to shift, her hips rolling just slightly, her breath hitching. Ric’s cock twitched in his jeans, already half-hard from just looking at her. He leaned in, his mouth close to her ear, his breath warm against the shell of it. 

“Reanna,” he murmured, his voice rough. 

She didn’t answer. Didn’t pull away. Just exhaled, slow and heavy, like she was sinking deeper. 

His fingers kept moving, sliding higher, over the inside of her thigh. The muscle there was warm, tense even in sleep. He could feel the heat of her through the thin cotton of her sweats, the dampness already gathering. His thumb brushed the crease where her leg met her hip, and she made a small, needy sound, her body arching just a fraction toward his touch. 

Ric’s pulse pounded in his ears. He shouldn’t. He shouldn’t—but the way she’d looked at him earlier, the way she’d left herself exposed, the way she hadn’t moved when he’d touched her the first time— 

Fuck it. 

He gripped the waistband of her sweats and tugged, the fabric sliding down her hips with little resistance. No panties. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Of course she wasn’t. The realization sent a jolt through him, his cock thickening painfully. He swallowed hard as he took her in—the dark curl of hair between her thighs, the way her lips were already parted, glistening. 

She was wet. 


For him. 

His fingers trembled as he traced the outer lips, barely there, just enough to feel how swollen she was. Reanna shifted again, her legs falling open a little more, a quiet whimper escaping her. Ric’s breath hitched. He leaned down, his mouth finding the sensitive skin of her neck, kissing, nipping. She tasted like salt and wine, intoxicating. His tongue flicked over her pulse point, and she moaned, her head tilting to give him better access. 

“That’s it,” he murmured against her skin, his voice a growl. “Just like this.” 

His free hand found her breast through the thin fabric of her shirt, his thumb circling her nipple until it pebbled under his touch. She arched into him, her back lifting off the couch just enough to press herself into his palm. 


Ric groaned, his cock aching. He pinched her nipple, rolling it between his fingers, and she gasped, her hips jerking upward. 

“Fuck, you’re so responsive,” he breathed, his lips trailing down her sternum, his teeth grazing the fabric of her shirt before he tugged it up, exposing her. Her tits were perfect—full, heavy, the nipples dark and hard. He took one in his mouth, sucking hard, and she moaned out, her body shifting. 

Ric pulled back just enough to watch her face. Her eyes were still closed, her expression slack with sleep and pleasure, but her body was alive under his hands, moving with him, for him. He could take her like this. He could fuck her just like she’d dared him to, and she wouldn’t stop him. She wouldn’t. 

Even if she woke up… 

The thought sent a rush of heat through him. He kissed his way down her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel, his hands sliding under her ass to lift her to his mouth. The first lick was slow, deliberate, his tongue flattening against her from entrance to clit. She tasted like heaven—sweet and musky and his. 

Reanna jerked, her thighs clamping around his head, a broken sound tearing from her throat. 

“Ric—” His name was a slurred whisper, half-asleep, half-pleading. 

But still she wasn’t awake. 

Not fully. 

He did it again, harder this time, his tongue spearing into her. She was soaked, her arousal coating his chin, her hips rocking against his mouth. He groaned, the vibration making her tremble, her fingers tightening in his hair. 

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured against her, his breath hot. “Like being eaten out while you’re half-asleep. Like not even having to ask for it.” 

She didn’t answer. Just moaned, her body writhing, her pussy clenching around nothing. Ric growled, his control snapping. He latched onto her clit, sucking hard, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her thighs to hold her open, to keep her still as he devoured her. 

Reanna cried out, her back bowing off the couch, her hands fisting in the cushions. Ric didn’t let up, his tongue working her in relentless strokes, his lips sealing around her clit to pull, to tease. She was panting now, her breath coming in sharp gasps, her body trembling on the edge. 

“Gonna make you come like this,” he growled, pulling back just enough to speak. “Gonna make you drip all over my face before I fuck you.” 

She whimpered, her hips bucking, her thighs shaking. Ric groaned, his cock throbbing, pre-cum leaking through his jeans. He went back to work, his tongue fucking into her, his lips sealing around her clit to suck, to own. Her sounds grew louder, more desperate, her body tightening, coiling— 

And then she was coming, her cry muffled against the couch, her pussy pulsing against his tongue, her thighs locking around his head. Ric didn’t stop, licking her through it, drawing out every last tremor until she collapsed back against the cushions, boneless and gasping. 

But not fucked out… 

He pulled back, his chin shiny with her, his breath ragged. She was still half-asleep, her body limp, her chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths. His cock ached, demanding, his balls heavy with the need to bury himself inside her. 

Ric stood just long enough to shove his jeans and boxers down, his cock springing free, thick and flushed. He knelt back over her, his hands sliding under her knees to spread her wide. The head of his cock notched at her entrance, the heat of her almost enough to make him come right then. 

“Fuck,” he hissed, his hips rolling forward just enough to press the tip inside. 

Reanna gasped, her body jerking, her eyes fluttering open—just barely. Her gaze was hazy, unfocused, but her lips parted, a soft, needy sound escaping her. 

“Ric…?” 

His name on her lips, slurred and wanting, was all it took. He pushed in, slow at first, giving her time to adjust, to feel him stretching her open. She was tight, her inner walls clenching around him, her body adjusting to his size even in her drowsy state. Ric groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh as he sank deeper. 

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he growled, his voice rough. “So tight.” 

She moaned, her head rolling to the side, her fingers clawing at the couch. Ric bottomed out, his balls pressing against her ass, his cock buried to the hilt. He stayed there for a second, savoring the way her body pulsed around him, the way her breath hitched every time he twitched his hips. 

Then he started to move. 

His first thrust was slow, testing, his cock dragging out before snapping back in. Reanna gasped, her back arching, her tits bouncing with the force. Ric groaned, his hands sliding up to grip her waist, to hold her in place as he fucked into her, each thrust a little harder, a little deeper. 

“You like that?” he panted, his voice a rough whisper. “Like being fucked while you’re barely awake?” 

She didn’t answer. Just moaned, her body moving with his, her pussy clenching around him, milking him. Ric groaned, his control fraying. He leaned down, his mouth crashing onto hers, his tongue plunging between her lips. She kissed him back, lazy and needy, her hands finally moving, sliding up to tangle in his hair, to pull him closer. 

Ric grunted into her mouth, his hips snapping harder, his cock pistoning into her with deep, punishing strokes. The couch creaked under them, the sound lost beneath their ragged breaths, the wet slap of skin on skin. Reanna’s legs wrapped around his waist, her heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper, harder. 

“Fuck, fuck—” Ric’s voice broke, his body tightening, his orgasm coiling low in his gut. He reached between them, his fingers finding her clit, circling, rubbing in tight, fast strokes. “Come for me again,” he demanded, his voice a low growl. “Come on my cock.” 

Reanna cried out, her body seizing, her pussy clamping down around him, her nails raking down his back. Ric groaned, his thrusts turning erratic, his hips stuttering as his own release crashed over him. He buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as he came, filling her, marking her. His mouth found hers again, swallowing her moans, her gasps, their tongues tangling as their bodies shuddered together. 

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Ric stayed buried inside her, his cock still twitching, his breath ragged against her lips. Reanna’s fingers traced lazy patterns on his back, her body pliant beneath his, her eyes still heavy-lidded, her smile slow and satisfied. 

Ric pulled back just enough to look at her, his heart still pounding. Her lips were swollen from his kisses, her skin flushed, her hair a mess around her face. She looked fucked. And she was staring at him, her gaze clearer now, more aware. 

“Took you long enough,” she murmured, her voice husky. 

Ric exhaled a rough laugh, his forehead dropping to hers. “You’re impossible.” 

She smirked, her hips rolling just slightly, making him groan as his cock twitched inside her. “But you liked it.” 

He didn’t answer. Just kissed her again, slow and deep, his hands sliding under her to pull her closer, to keep her right where she was—under him, around him, his. 

At least for now. 

Five

_______________________

RIC

The warmth of Reanna’s body beneath him was intoxicating, her skin still flushed from the friction of their bodies, the slick heat of her wrapping around him even now as he stayed buried inside her. Ric exhaled slowly, his forehead resting against hers, their breaths mingling in the quiet. 


The TV’s glow pulsed faintly across the room, casting shifting shadows over the disheveled throw pillows and discarded clothes strewn across the couch. He should’ve moved by now—pulled out, put space between them, given himself a second to think—but the way her thighs cradled his hips, the way her fingers traced idle patterns along his spine, kept him rooted in place. 

Then her voice cut through the haze, low and rough with the remnants of sleep and sex. 

“You know…” Her fingertips paused their lazy circles, pressing just enough to make him aware of the contact. “I’ve been dreaming about this.” 

Ric’s cock jerked inside her at the words, a reflexive twitch that drew a soft, satisfied hum from her throat. His mind stuttered, caught between the physical reaction of his body and the sudden, sharp meaning behind what she’d just said. He lifted his head slightly, just enough to meet her gaze. Her eyes were clearer now, the drowsy heaviness of moments ago replaced by something sharper—something knowing. 

“About you,” she murmured, her lips curling at the edges. 

The air between them thickened, the weight of her confession pressing down like a physical force. Ric’s pulse kicked up, his thoughts scattering. Dreaming about this—did she mean the sex? The way he’d finally given in, the way he’d taken her while she was half-asleep, half-dazed, her body responding even before her mind fully caught up? Or was it him she’d been dreaming about—his hands, his mouth, the way he’d touched her like he’d been starving for it? 

His cock twitched again, harder this time, and Reanna’s breath hitched, her inner walls fluttering around him in response. A slow, smug smile spread across her face, like she could feel the way her words were unraveling him. 

Ric swallowed, his throat dry. He should’ve said something—anything—but the question lodged itself in his chest, too big, too dangerous to voice aloud. What do you mean? How long? Just the sex, or…? 

But the words wouldn’t come. 

Reanna’s smirk deepened, her fingers drifting lower, nails grazing the curve of his ass before sliding back up his spine. She arched slightly beneath him, a deliberate shift that made his cock drag deeper inside her, and a rough sound escaped him before he could stop it. 

“You’re thinking too hard,” she teased, her voice a dark purr. “It was just a dream, Ric. Or…” Her hips rolled again, a slow, sinuous movement that had his vision blurring at the edges. “Maybe it wasn’t.” 

His hands flexed against the couch cushions, fingers digging into the fabric. He should pull back. Should put distance between them before this—whatever this was—got any more complicated. But the way she was looking at him, the way her body still clung to his, made the idea of moving away feel impossible. 

“Reanna—” 

“Mmm?” She tilted her head, her expression all false innocence, but her eyes burned with something far more predatory. “You gonna tell me I’m wrong?” 

He couldn’t. Not when his cock was thickening inside her, not when the memory of her gasping his name, her nails raking down his back as she came, was still fresh in his mind. Not when the scent of her—sweet and musky and his—filled his lungs with every breath. 

Ric exhaled sharply, his hips betraying him with a shallow, involuntary thrust. Reanna’s lips parted on a quiet moan, her back arching off the couch just enough to meet the movement. 

“Fuck,” he groaned, the word torn from him. 

She laughed, low and throaty, the sound vibrating through her chest and into his. “That’s the idea.” 

His control snapped. 

Ric captured her mouth in a bruising kiss, his tongue sweeping in to claim her with a desperation that bordered on violence. Reanna met him stroke for stroke, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling just hard enough to make his scalp sting. The shift in angle made his cock drag against something deep inside her, and she broke the kiss with a gasp, her nails digging into his shoulders. 

“Again?” she panted, her voice rough with surprise and want. “Already?” 

Ric didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His brain had short-circuited, reduced to nothing but the slick, tight heat of her and the way her body moved beneath his, greedy and demanding. He pulled back just enough to slam into her again, harder this time, and Reanna’s head fell back against the armrest with a throaty cry. 

“Yes—fuck, yes—” 

Her legs locked around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him on. Ric lost himself in the rhythm, the wet sounds of their bodies meeting filling the room, the couch creaking beneath them. Every thrust drove her higher up the cushions, her breasts bouncing with the force, her nipples hard little points beneath the thin fabric of her shirt. He tore his mouth from hers only to latch onto her throat, biting down on the sensitive skin just below her ear. 

Reanna whimpered, her fingers clawing at his back. “Harder,” she demanded, her voice a raw whisper. “I want it harder.” 

Ric growled against her skin, his hips snapping forward with enough force to make the couch skid an inch across the hardwood. The angle changed, his cock hitting that same spot inside her over and over, and Reanna’s moans turned shrill, her body tightening around him like a vise. 

“Ric—fuck—Ric—” 

Her walls fluttered, her orgasm building with a speed that should’ve been impossible after how thoroughly he’d already wrung her out. But she was close, her breath coming in sharp, stuttering gasps, her nails drawing blood where they dug into his skin. 

Ric reached between them, his fingers finding her clit already swollen and slick. He circled it once, twice— 

Reanna detonated. 

Her back bowed off the couch, a broken cry tearing from her throat as her pussy clenched around him in violent pulses. Ric groaned, his own release barreling down his spine, his balls drawing up tight. He buried his face against her neck, his hips stuttering as he came deep inside her, his cock jerking with every thick spurt of cum. 

For a long moment, the only sounds in the room were their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the TV. Ric stayed buried inside her, his weight pressing her into the cushions, his heart hammering against her ribs. Reanna’s fingers carded lazily through his hair, her other hand tracing idle patterns along his shoulder blades. 

Then she laughed, breathless and satisfied. 

“Well,” she murmured, her voice thick with amusement. “That was… thorough.” 

Ric huffed out a shaky breath, lifting his head just enough to meet her gaze. Her eyes were bright, her lips swollen from his kisses, her skin flushed a deep, satisfied pink. She looked ruined. And god help him, he wanted to do it all over again. 

But beneath the haze of post-orgasm bliss, a familiar guilt gnawed at the edges of his mind. Julie. 

He exhaled sharply, rolling his hips back just enough to slip free of her body. The loss of heat, the wet drag of his cock leaving her, made Reanna’s breath hitch. She watched him through half-lidded eyes as he sat back on his heels, his spent cock glistening with their combined release. 

Ric scrubbed a hand over his face, suddenly hyper-aware of the mess they’d made—the damp patch beneath Reanna’s ass, the way his cum was already starting to leak out of her, the scent of sex thick in the air. 

“Shit,” he muttered, more to himself than to her. 

Reanna propped herself up on her elbows, her expression unreadable. “Regretting it already?” 

The question was casual, but there was an edge beneath it, something sharp and waiting. Ric looked at her—the way her shirt was still rucked up over her breasts, the bite marks he’d left on her throat, the lazy, satisfied curve of her smile—and his chest tightened. 

“No,” he admitted roughly. “But I should be.” 

She hummed, swinging her legs off the couch to sit up properly. The movement made his cum drip down her inner thigh, and Ric’s cock twitched traitorously at the sight. Reanna noticed, her smirk turning wicked as she reached down to gather the mess on her fingers. 

“Should be,” she echoed, her voice a dark purr. “But you’re not.” 

Before he could react, she brought her fingers to her mouth, her tongue darting out to lick them clean. Ric’s breath stalled in his lungs, his cock thickening as he watched her swallow. 

“Fuck, Reanna—” 

She laughed, low and throaty, and leaned in to press a slow, wet kiss to his mouth. Ric groaned, his hands coming up to grip her hips, pulling her onto his lap. She straddled him easily, her bare ass settling against his thighs, her pussy still slick and sensitive from their last round. 

“You’re such a hypocrite,” she murmured against his lips, her hands sliding up his chest. “All that hesitation, all that guilt… and yet here you are. Still hard. Still wanting.” 

Ric couldn’t deny it. Not when his cock was already thickening between them, not when the feel of her warm, wet heat so close to him was making his head spin. 

“You don’t play fair,” he growled, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. 

Reanna rolled her hips experimentally, her breath hitching as the movement made his cock slide against her folds. “Who said anything about playing fair?” 

She kissed him again, slower this time, her tongue sweeping into his mouth with a leisurely confidence that made his toes curl. Ric’s hands slid up her back, pulling her flush against him, his cock trapped between their bodies. The friction was maddening, the slick drag of her pussy against his shaft with every shift of her hips. 

Reanna broke the kiss with a gasp, her forehead resting against his. “You feel that?” she whispered, her voice rough. “You feel how wet I still am? How ready?” 

Ric’s control frayed. With a growl, he stood abruptly, his hands gripping her ass to keep her locked around him. Reanna yelped in surprise, her legs tightening around his waist as he turned and carried her toward the hallway. 

“Where—?” 

“Bed,” he grunted, his mouth crashing back onto hers. “Not doing this on the fucking couch again.” 

Reanna laughed against his lips, the sound breathless and delighted. “Finally taking charge, huh?” 

Ric didn’t answer. He kicked open the door to Reanna’s bedroom, the space dimly lit by the glow of her bedside lamp. The bed was unmade, the sheets tangled from where she’d been lying earlier, and the sight of it—her space, her scent—sent another jolt of lust through him. 

He tossed her onto the mattress, following her down immediately, his body covering hers. Reanna’s laughter cut off with a moan as his cock slid home in one smooth thrust, her back arching off the bed. 

“Fuck—” 

Ric set a punishing pace, his hips snapping forward with enough force to drive her up the mattress. Reanna’s fingers clawed at the sheets, her legs wrapping around his waist, her heels digging into his ass. 

“Yes—just like that—harder—” 

Her demands were a litany of filth, her voice raw and desperate, and Ric lost himself in the sound of it, in the way her body clenched around him, in the way her nails raked down his back hard enough to draw blood. 

He flipped her onto her stomach without warning, yanking her hips up until she was on her knees, her ass in the air. Reanna gasped, pushing back against him instinctively, and Ric groaned at the sight of her—spread open for him, her pussy glistening, his cum still leaking from her. 

“Look at you,” he growled, his hand coming down on her ass with a sharp crack. Reanna yelped, her body jerking forward before pushing back into him, silent plea for more. 

Ric obliged, his hand printing another red mark on her skin as he slammed into her from behind. The angle was obscene, his cock hitting so deep inside her that every thrust made her whimper. 

“Ric—please—I’m gonna—” 

Her words dissolved into a broken cry as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clamping down around him like a fist. Ric followed with a groan, his release tearing through him, his cock pulsing as he filled her again, his cum dripping down her thighs. 

They collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, their breathing ragged, their skin slick with sweat. Reanna rolled onto her side, her back to his front, and Ric pulled her close, his arm wrapping around her waist, his cock still semi-hard inside her. 

For a long moment, neither of them spoke. The only sounds were their slowing breaths and the distant hum of the apartment around them. 

At some point Ric got up and made his way back to the living room, sinking into the filthy couch like stale regret. She waited a bit then followed him, dropping down next to him, throwing a leg across his thigh. 


Reanna sighed, her fingers lacing with his where they rested against her thigh. 

“We’re so fucked,” she murmured. 

Ric pressed a kiss to the back of her neck, his lips lingering against her skin. “Yeah,” he agreed roughly. “We are.” 

But neither of them made a move to clean up even when they heard someone fumbling at the door… 

Six

_______________________

REANNA

The apartment door swung open, and Julie’s heels clicked against the hardwood like gunfire. Reanna didn’t move. She stayed sprawled across Ric, her leg resting against his crotch, her top shoved up beneath her breasts. The air was thick with the scent of sex—sweat, musk, and the sharp, metallic tang of something reckless. She could feel Ric’s body tense against her, his muscles locking as Julie’s eyes raked over them.

Julie’s voice cut through the haze, sharp as a blade. "What the hell is going on?"

Reanna turned her head slowly, her lips still swollen from Ric’s kisses, her thighs slick with his cum. Julie stood frozen in the doorway, her face a mask of shock and betrayal. The takeout bag slipped from her fingers, hitting the floor with a dull thud.

Reanna didn’t flinch. She just smirked, trailing a finger down her stomach, dipping it between her legs before bringing it to her mouth. The taste of him—salt, heat, and something darkly satisfying—lingered on her tongue.

“Hey, Ju–” Ric started to speak.

Julie’s hands clenched into fists. "Don’t you fucking ‘hey’ me." Her voice was low, dangerous. "Ric?" She turned her glare on him, watching as he finally managed to yank his pants up, his face flushed with guilt. He opened his mouth now, but nothing came out. 

Ric scrambled to his feet, fumbling with his pants, his face flushed with guilt.

Reanna watched him, amused, as he tried to cover himself. Pathetic. She stretched lazily, letting her tits sway loosely beneath her blouse, her nipples still hard from Ric’s mouth. Julie’s gaze flicked between them, her breath coming fast, her cheeks flushed with fury.

Reanna let out a slow, mocking laugh. "He was just helping me with something." She trailed a finger down her stomach, dipping it between her legs before bringing it to her mouth, sucking it clean with a wet pop. "Weren’t you, baby?" 

Ric’s face darkened. "Reanna—" 

"Shut up," Julie snapped. Her gaze flicked between them, taking in the mess of clothes, the way Reanna’s thighs were still slick, the way Ric’s shirt was crumpled in her fist. "How long?" she demanded. 

Reanna shrugged, her voice a slow, deliberate smirk. "Long enough."

“Julie–uh–” Ric fumbled for the right words. There were none.

Julie’s eyes burned, her voice dropping to a venomous whisper. "Get out."

Ric finally found his voice, stepping toward Julie. "Julie, I can explain—"

"Just get out. Now."

Reanna laughed, low and mocking, as Ric grabbed his shirt and stumbled past Julie, the door clicking shut behind him. The silence that followed was thick, electric. Julie’s chest heaved, her fingers trembling at her sides.

Reanna sat up, stretching like a cat, her body still humming from Ric’s touch. "So. You gonna yell at me too?"

Julie’s voice was steel. "Pack your shit."

Reanna raised an eyebrow, unfazed. "Excuse me?"

"You heard me." Julie’s glare could’ve cut glass. "You can find another place to live."

Reanna let out a sharp laugh, sauntering toward Julie, her hips swaying. "Oh, come on. You’re really gonna kick me out over this?" She gestured between her legs, where Ric’s cum was already drying on her skin. "It’s not like you’ve been here for him."

Julie’s hand twitched, like she wanted to slap her. "This isn’t about me. This is about you fucking my boyfriend in my home."

Reanna leaned in, her breath hot against Julie’s ear. "Your home?" She pulled back, her lips curling. "Funny, I don’t remember seeing only your name on the lease."

Julie’s nails dug into her palms. "Get. Out."

Reanna grabbed her slacks from the floor, tossing them onto the couch. "Fine. But you’re making a mistake." She trailed a finger down Julie’s arm, watching the way her skin prickled. "You don’t own him. And you sure as hell don’t own me."

Julie jerked away, her voice shaking. "Don’t touch me, tramp. I don’t want to see you here when I get back."

Reanna smirked, watching as Julie turned and stormed out, the door slamming so hard the frame rattled. The apartment felt empty suddenly, the air still thick with the scent of sex and something darker—something like victory except not really. She hadn’t counted on getting caught, and now she had all this shit to deal with. Oh well, no turning back now.

Reanna sank back onto the couch, her fingers tracing the dampness between her thighs. She could still feel Ric’s hands on her, his mouth, the way he’d finally given in.

Reanna’s lips curled into a slow, satisfied smile. At least she finally got Ric to fuck her brains out. She just hoped it’d be worth it in the long run. Right now she had no regrets.

So, in the next week Julie broke off things with Ric. Permanently. Just as well, though. It turns out Julie wasn’t just working last almost every night… she was seeing a guy from work.

Reanna hadn’t figured that one out.

And Julie never let on.

Reanna tried to text Ric a couple of times, even tried calling him once. He just ghosted her. She figured he’d get horny and look her up. But nothing so far.

Long story short, just like Julie, Ric was out of her life. So she was down one roommate, but up for one super hot lover if he ever answered her texts–and she still needed a permanent place to live. Friends weren’t going to let her couch surf much longer–not when word got around about what she and Ric had done.

Her prospects weren’t looking all that good.

Anyone need a roommate?

the end

Sleepy Wake Up for Him
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Cassidy Lake

The front door clicks shut behind Renata, her fingers fumbling with the lock in the darkness. Her body still buzzes from the wine, from the night out, from the stories shared among friends that inevitably turned to sex. She slips off her heels, letting them drop with soft thuds onto the entryway floor. The apartment is silent save for the distant hum of the refrigerator and the muffled city sounds filtering through closed windows. She knows Kyle is asleep—it's well past midnight—and something about that knowledge sends a thrill through her body, a delicious anticipation of seeing him unaware, vulnerable.

She moves through the dark hallway, her stockinged feet silent against the hardwood. The wine has left her limbs loose, her mind wandering to places it shouldn't. Megan's story about the man she met last weekend had left them all breathless, laughing into their cocktails, but it had stirred something in Renata too—a hungry ache that now pools low in her belly.

The bedroom door is ajar. She pushes it open with hesitant fingers, wincing at the almost imperceptible creak of its hinges. Inside, the room is a canvas of shadows, painted in shades of blue and gray by the dim light of the alarm clock and the slice of streetlight that cuts between the curtains. The air is warm, almost thick with the scent of sleep and Kyle's cologne—that woodsy, masculine scent that always makes her want to bury her face in his neck.

And there he is.

Her breath hitches at the sight of him. Damn, he’s so damned hot!

Kyle lies sprawled across their bed, the sheets tangled around his legs, his muscular chest bare. The rest of him, too, she realizes as her eyes adjust to the darkness. He must have been hot. He sometimes sleeps naked on warmer nights. Tonight, it feels like a gift meant just for her.

His body is a landscape of planes and valleys, of hard lines softened by the gentle rise and fall of his breathing. One arm is flung above his head, the other rests across his stomach. His face is turned slightly toward her, lips parted in sleep, his dark lashes casting feathery shadows on his cheeks.

Renata stands frozen in the doorway, suddenly aware of the thrumming pulse between her legs. She swallows, her throat dry despite the three glasses of wine. There's something almost forbidden about watching him like this, something that makes her feel both predatory and protective all at once.

She tiptoes into the room, barely breathing for fear of awakening him. Her nipples tighten as she moves, the fabric brushing against them with every step.

She reaches the edge of the bed, her gaze drinking him in. His lips are slightly parted, his breath soft and even. She wonders what he’s dreaming about, if he’s aware of her presence on some subconscious level. Her fingers itch to touch him, to trace the lines of his body, to feel the warmth of his skin beneath her palms. But she resists, for now. She wants to savor this moment, to let the anticipation build.

Slowly, she kneels beside the bed, her eyes tracing the curve of his shoulder, the defined lines of his chest, the faint scar just above his hip—a reminder of the time he’d fallen off his skateboard as a teenager. Her fingers hover above him, trembling with restraint. She wants to wake him, to feel his hands on her, his mouth on hers. But there’s something intoxicating about this—about watching him, untouched, unaware.

She leans closer, her breath ghosting over his skin. His scent envelops her, a mix of him and the faint trace of her perfume from earlier. Her lips part, and she bites down on her lower lip to stifle a moan. She’s already wet, her body responding to the sight of him, the proximity of him. Her clit throbs, and she shifts slightly, and pressing her knees together does little to ease the ache.

With a soft exhale, she pulls back, her desire warring with her restraint. She doesn’t want to wake him—not yet. She wants to indulge in this, to let her fantasies take over while he remains oblivious.

She should wake him. She should slide in beside him, press her body against his warmth, whisper in his ear until he stirs. Or she should undress quietly and slip into bed without disturbing him, save her desire for morning.

She does neither.

Instead, she moves toward the leather armchair in the corner of the room, shedding clothes as she goes. Her dress pools at her feet like spilled ink, followed by her bra, her underwear. The night air kisses her skin, raising goosebumps along her arms, tightening her nipples into hard buds. She settles into the chair, the cool leather a shock against her bare skin, and she shivers—not from cold, but from the wicked thrill of what she's about to do.

From this vantage point, she can see all of him. The clock's red glow illuminates the curve of his shoulder, the dip of his collarbone, the shadow where his neck meets his jaw. She allows her gaze to travel lower, over the subtle ridges of his abdomen, the dark trail of hair that leads down to his cock, nestled soft against his thigh.

"Beautiful," she whispers, the word barely audible even to her own ears.

Her eyes never leave him as she shifts in the chair, her thighs pressing together in a futile attempt to ease the heat pooling between her legs. She can feel the wetness seeping between her pussylips, a testament to her arousal. Her breath quickens, her chest rising and falling in time with her racing heart. She knows she won’t be able to resist for long.

Her thoughts drift to the first time they met—at a gallery opening, both of them pretending to understand the abstract paintings on the walls. He'd made her laugh, and later that night, he'd made her come three times before he even entered her. She thinks of his hands, those long, clever fingers that know exactly how to touch her. She thinks of his mouth, the way he tastes her like she's a delicacy he can't get enough of.

A sigh escapes her lips, and her hand moves without conscious thought, trailing down her stomach. She spreads her legs wider, the leather squeaking softly beneath her. She's already wet; she has been since the cab ride home, her mind spinning fantasies about what waited for her here.

Her fingers find her center, and she bites her lip to keep from moaning. She strokes herself slowly, her eyes never leaving Kyle's sleeping form. She imagines it's his hand between her legs, his thumb circling her clit with just the right pressure. Her hips rock forward, seeking more, and the chair creaks again.

Kyle shifts in his sleep, turning onto his side, his back now to her. The moonlight caresses the curve of his spine, the two dimples just above his ass, the muscular thighs she loves to feel wrapped around her waist when she's on top.

Her hips rock subtly against her hand, her breath hitching in her chest. She’s close, so close, but she forces herself to slow down, to savor the tension coiling in her belly. Her clit throbs, and she presses her fingers harder, her thumb circling the sensitive bud. The room seems to shrink around her, the only reality the heat of her body, the ache of her need, and the sight of Kyle lying there, unaware of her torment.

Her breath comes quicker now, her chest flushing with heat that has nothing to do with the room's temperature. She slips two fingers inside herself, curving them the way Kyle does when he wants to make her beg. Her thumb continues its circles, each pass sending a jolt of pleasure up her spine. Her other hand cups her breast, pinching the nipple just hard enough to blur the line between pleasure and pain.

In her mind, it's Kyle touching her, Kyle watching her with that hungry look in his eyes. She imagines him kneeling between her legs, his breath hot against her thigh as he looks up at her with a wicked smile before his tongue replaces her fingers.

The fantasy is so vivid that when she opens her eyes, she's half-surprised to still see him asleep on the bed. Her disappointment lasts only a second before melting back into arousal. There's a power in this moment—in taking her pleasure while he sleeps, in watching him without being watched in return.

Her movements grow more urgent, less controlled. The wet sounds of her fingers moving inside herself seem obscenely loud in the quiet room, but she's beyond caring. Her head falls back against the chair, her teeth sinking into her lower lip as the pressure builds, coils tighter and tighter in her abdomen.

"Kyle," she whispers, the word a prayer, a plea.

The orgasm crashes over her without warning, her body going rigid, her toes curling against the carpet. She shudders, waves of pleasure radiating outward from her core, her inner walls clenching around her fingers. She barely manages to keep her cries silent, biting down hard on her lip until she tastes copper.

For long moments, she sits there, trembling, her skin slick with sweat, her heartbeat gradually slowing. The cool air of the room raises goosebumps along her arms, her thighs. She feels a strange mix of satisfaction and emptiness—the former from her release, the latter from the fact that Kyle wasn't conscious to share it.

She looks at him again, still sleeping peacefully, unaware of her voyeuristic pleasure. And suddenly, she needs him to know. Needs to feel him against her, inside her. Needs to see his eyes darken with desire when he realizes what she's been doing.

On unsteady legs, she rises from the chair and approaches the bed. The sheets rustle as she kneels beside him, her weight causing the mattress to dip. She leans down, her hair falling in a curtain around them both, and presses her lips to his shoulder, tasting salt and sleep-warm skin.

His breathing changes, just slightly, but he doesn't wake. Emboldened, she trails her mouth along his shoulder blade, up the nape of his neck, down his spine. Each kiss is feather-light, a question asked without words. Her hands follow the path of her lips, mapping the terrain of his body—the hard plane of his back, the curve of his hip, the firm roundness of his ass.

She urges him gently onto his back, and he complies without waking, his body responding to her guidance even in sleep. His face is relaxed, peaceful, lips slightly parted. She kisses him there first, a gentle press of her mouth against his. His lips are soft, and she lingers, tracing the seam with her tongue.

Moving lower, she kisses his neck, his collarbone, the center of his chest where his heart beats steady and strong. His skin smells like home—like detergent and that cologne she bought him for his birthday, with undertones that are uniquely Kyle. She breathes him in, letting the scent fill her lungs, her head.

Her mouth finds his nipple, and she circles it with her tongue, feeling it harden. A small sound escapes him—not quite a moan, more like a sigh. She smiles against his skin, pleased with this first sign that her attentions are reaching him even through the veil of sleep.

She continues her journey downward, her lips tracing the subtle ridges of his abdomen, the jut of his hipbones. The sheet has fallen away completely now, leaving him fully exposed to her hungry gaze. His cock lies against his thigh, still soft but beginning to stir. She settles between his legs, her hair brushing against his inner thighs, and simply looks at him for a moment—at the vulnerability and trust inherent in this position.

Then she lowers her head and takes him into her mouth.

He's warm, velvet-soft against her tongue. She works him slowly, lovingly, feeling him grow harder with each pass of her lips, each swirl of her tongue. Her hand wraps around the base, stroking in tandem with her mouth. She loses herself in the rhythm, in the heady knowledge that she's bringing him pleasure even as he hovers on the edge of consciousness.

Kyle stirs, a deeper breath followed by a low groan. His hips shift upward slightly, seeking more of the wet heat of her mouth. She glances up to find his eyes still closed, but his brow furrowed in concentration or confusion or pleasure—perhaps all three.

She releases him for a moment, her hand continuing its steady motion. "Kyle," she murmurs, her voice a husky whisper. "Wake up, baby."

His eyelids flutter, then open. For a second, there's disorientation in his gaze, followed by recognition, followed by undiluted desire as he takes in the sight of her naked between his legs, her lips wet from taking him in her mouth.

"Renata," he says, his voice gravelly with sleep. "What—"

She answers him by lowering her head again, taking him deeper this time, maintaining eye contact as she does. His pupils dilate, his mouth falling open on a groan that seems torn from somewhere deep inside him.

"Jesus," he breathes, one hand coming down to tangle in her hair. "What a way to wake up."

She hums around him, the vibration making him twitch against her tongue. His hand tightens in her hair, not controlling, just connecting. She releases him again, her tongue darting out to lick a stripe up the underside of his cock.

"I watched you sleeping," she confesses, her voice low and intimate in the darkness. "Touched myself while I looked at you." Her hand moves faster, twisting slightly on the upstroke the way she knows he likes. "Made myself come thinking about you."

Kyle groans, his head falling back against the pillow. "Fuck, Renata," he says, the words strained. "That's the hottest thing I've ever heard."

She smiles, pleased with his reaction, and takes him in her mouth again. This time, she doesn't hold back, using every trick she knows he loves—hollowing her cheeks, flattening her tongue against the sensitive spot just below the head, taking him as deep as she can until she feels the tip of him hit the back of her throat.

His breathing grows ragged, his hips pushing up to meet her mouth. She can tell he's close already—whether from the physical stimulation or the mental image of her watching him, pleasuring herself to the sight of his sleeping form, she's not sure. Maybe both.

She doesn’t respond, her mouth too busy, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock, her hand stroking the length of him. He’s fully awake now, his hips moving in time with her mouth, his hands tangling in her hair.

“Fuck, you’re incredible,” he groans, his voice hoarse.

She pulls back, her lips leaving a wet trail up his shaft. “I’ve been watching you,” she whispers, her breath hot against his skin. “Wanted to wake you, but I couldn’t resist.”

His eyes darken, his desire mirroring her own. “You’re killing me,” he says, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her closer.

Just as his movements become more urgent, she pulls away, ignoring his sound of protest. "Not yet," she says, climbing up his body until she's straddling his hips, her wet center poised just above his straining cock. "I want to feel you inside me."

Kyle's hands find her waist, his fingers digging into her flesh. "Yes," he agrees, his voice rough with need. "God, yes."

“You want this, do you?” she teases.

He nods his head. “Renata,” he murmurs as if pleading for release, his voice thick with sleep and need.

She reaches between them, guiding him to her entrance, and then sinks down slowly, taking him inch by inch. They both moan as he fills her, the sound harmonizing in the quiet room. For a moment, she stays still, adjusting to the stretch, the fullness. Her eyes lock with his, and in the dim light, she sees everything she feels reflected back at her—desire, yes, but also tenderness, wonder, love.

"Hi," she whispers, smiling down at him.

His answering smile is soft around the edges, sleep-warm and genuine. "Hi yourself," he says, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. "Best wake-up call ever."

She laughs, the sound turning into a gasp as his thumb brushes across her nipple. Then she begins to move, rising up until he almost slips out before sinking back down. The pace she sets is languid, unhurried. They have all night, after all, and she wants to savor every second.

Kyle watches her through heavy-lidded eyes, his hands roaming her body—her breasts, her stomach, the place where they're joined. When his thumb finds her clit, she hisses in pleasure, her inner walls clenching around him.

"Still sensitive from before?" he asks, his voice a mix of smugness and genuine curiosity.

She nods, biting her lip. "Don't stop," she tells him.

He doesn't. Instead, he sits up, the change in angle drawing a moan from her throat. Now they're face to face, chest to chest, her legs wrapped around his waist. One of his arms circles her back, holding her close, while the other hand continues its torturous circles against her sensitive bundle of nerves.

Their movements are perfectly synchronized, a dance they've perfected over time but that somehow always feels new. Each thrust sends sparks shooting up her spine, each roll of her hips pulls another groan from his lips. Their breath mingles, hot and damp in the space between their mouths.

"I love you," Kyle murmurs against her neck, the words punctuated by kisses. "Love coming home to you. Love waking up to you."

The sentiment, simple but sincere, pushes Renata closer to the edge. She clutches his shoulders, nails digging half-moons into his skin. "I'm close," she whispers, her voice breaking. "So close."

Kyle's movements grow more focused, more deliberate. He knows her body as well as his own, knows exactly how to touch her to send her flying. His fingers increase their pressure, his hips angling to hit that spot inside her that makes her see stars.

"Let go," he urges, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. "I've got you."

And she does. Her second orgasm of the night crashes over her like a wave, more intense than the first, drawing a cry from her throat that she doesn't bother to suppress. Her entire body shudders, her inner muscles clamping down on him with rhythmic pulses.

Kyle follows her over the edge with a groan, his hips jerking upward, his arms tightening around her until she can feel his heartbeat hammering against her chest. For endless moments, they stay like that, joined as close as two people can be, riding out the aftershocks together.

Eventually, their breathing slows, their sweat-slick bodies cooling in the night air. Kyle presses a kiss to her forehead, her nose, finally her lips—a gentle, reverent touch that makes her heart swell with affection.

"So," he says, a smile in his voice as they disentangle and lie side by side on the rumpled sheets. "Good girls' night out, I take it?"

Renata laughs, curling into his side, her head finding its familiar spot in the crook of his shoulder. "The best," she agrees. "Though the ending was even better."

Kyle's arm wraps around her, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her skin. "Mmm, I'd have to agree."

They fall into comfortable silence, their bodies settling into the familiar contours they've created in this bed over time. Renata feels sleep beginning to tug at her, her eyelids growing heavy, but before she surrenders to it, a thought makes her smile against Kyle's chest.

"My turn to host next month," she murmurs, already anticipating the next time she'll come home to find him sleeping, vulnerable, perfect. "I'm thinking we should make this a tradition."

Kyle's chest rumbles with quiet laughter. "Who am I to argue with tradition?" he says, pressing one last kiss to the top of her head.

As sleep claims her, Renata's mind drifts to fantasies of the next girls' night out—the laughter, the stories, the anticipation building all evening of what waits for her at home. Of Kyle, asleep and unaware. Of the delicious game of watching, waiting, wanting. Of waking him in the most pleasurable way possible.

Some traditions, after all, are definitely worth keeping.

the end
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