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ONE

The late afternoon sun slanted through the half-drawn blinds of Leann’s cramped studio apartment, casting long, golden stripes across the unmade bed and the scattered takeout containers on the nightstand. She scrolled through her phone with one hand, the other absently twirling a strand of her black hair around her finger. The screen glowed against her tired features—high cheekbones slightly sharpened by weeks of budgeting on instant noodles, full lips pressed into a thin line as she skimmed yet another rejection email. Thanks for your interest, but we’ve decided to move forward with other candidates. The words blurred together now, indistinguishable from the dozen others she’d received that month. 

Her thumb paused mid-swipe when an ad popped up between a friend’s vacation photos and a meme about unemployment. "House-Sitter Needed: Luxury Home in Westchester. Generous Compensation. Discretion Required." 

The accompanying image showed a sprawling, modern estate—floor-to- ceiling windows, a pool glinting under the sun, manicured gardens that looked like they belonged in a magazine. Leann exhaled through her nose, a humorless laugh escaping her. 


Right. Because people just hand over mansions to strangers. Still, her finger hovered over the screen. The ad listed a number, a name—Myles Bannister—and a brief mention of a two-week assignment while the owners were away on business. The pay was double what she’d make in a month at her last temp job. 

She told herself she was just curious when she tapped the contact button. 

*** 

The address led her to a quiet, tree-lined street where the houses sat far enough apart to whisper privacy without saying it outright. Leann’s old Honda sputtered to a stop in front of wrought-iron gates, their scrollwork intricate enough to suggest money, but not so ostentatious as to scream it. She pressed the intercom button before she could second-guess herself. A smooth, deep voice answered almost immediately. 

“Bannister residence.” 

Leann cleared her throat, suddenly aware of how thin her blouse was, how the chill in the air had raised goosebumps along her arms. “Hi, um, I’m calling about the house-sitting position? My name’s Leann Carter.” 

A pause. Then, “Ah, yes. Ms. Carter. We’ve been expecting you.” 

The gates swung open soundlessly. 

She followed the winding driveway, her grip tight on the steering wheel, until the house came into view. It was even more impressive in person—all sharp angles and warm wood, the kind of place that made her acutely aware of the coffee stain on her sleeve from that morning’s desperate caffeine fix. 


Before she could knock, the front door opened, revealing a man in his mid fifties, his salt-and-pepper hair neatly combed, his tailored slacks and crisp button-down suggesting a life spent in boardrooms rather than backyards. Myles Bannister. His gaze was assessing but not unkind as it swept over her, lingering just a second too long on the curve of her hips where her skirt hugged them. 

“Ms. Carter,” he said, stepping aside to gesture her in. “Right on time.” 

The foyer smelled of leather and something faintly citrus—bergamot, maybe—mixed with the underlying scent of old money: polished wood, aged whiskey, the faintest hint of cigar smoke clinging to the air. Leann’s heels clicked against the marble floor as she followed Mr. Bannister deeper into the house, her eyes darting to the abstract art on the walls, the grand piano in the living room, the way the late sunlight turned the pool outside into a sheet of liquid gold. 

“My wife, Sally, is just finishing up in the kitchen,” the man said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the space between them. “She’s eager to meet you.” 

Leann nodded, swallowing. “I, uh, I brought references. And I’ve house-sat before—not anything like this, but—” 

Mr. Bannister chuckled, the sound rich and knowing. “Relax. We’re not looking for a résumé. We’re looking for someone trustworthy.” His fingers brushed against the small of her back as he guided her toward the kitchen, the touch so light it could’ve been accidental. But the heat of his palm seeped through the thin fabric of her blouse, branding her skin. “And discreet.” 

Sally Bannister was perched on a stool by the island, her blonde hair coiled into an elegant chignon, her silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease at the swell of her breasts. She was older—early fifties, maybe—but her skin was smooth, her movements fluid as she stirred a cup of tea. When she looked up, her gaze was sharp, appraising, but her smile was warm. 

“Leann, darling,” she said, extending a manicured hand. “It’s so lovely to meet you.” 

Leann shook it, hyperaware of the softness of Sally’s skin, the way her thumb traced a slow circle over Leann’s knuckles before pulling away. “Likewise. Your home is… incredible.” 

Sally laughed, the sound like wind chimes. “Flatterer. Myles, why don’t you show her the guest suite? I’ll finish up here.” 

Myles didn’t argue. As Leann followed him up the curved staircase, she couldn’t shake the feeling that Sally’s eyes were on her the entire time—not judging, but studying, like a cat sizing up a mouse it had no intention of eating. 

Yet. 

TWO

The guest suite was larger than Leann’s entire apartment. A king-sized bed draped in charcoal-gray linens dominated the space, flanked by floor lamps that cast a soft, intimate glow. The attached bathroom boasted a glass-walled shower big enough for three and a soaking tub that looked like it belonged in a spa. 


Mr. Bannister leaned against the doorframe, his arms crossed, his gaze tracing the line of her body as she wandered toward the windows. 

“The view’s best at sunset,” he murmured. 

Leann pressed her palms against the cool glass, looking out over the pool and the sprawling garden beyond. The property was secluded, the nearest neighbor’s house barely visible through the trees. “It’s beautiful,” she admitted. “But I should tell you—I’m not used to places like this. I don’t want to… I don’t know, break something expensive.” 

He pushed off the doorframe, his steps silent as he came to stand behind her. Close enough that she could feel the heat of him, the faintest brush of his breath against the shell of her ear. “You won’t,” he said, his voice a velvet promise. “But if you do, we have insurance.” 

She turned her head slightly, her pulse jumping when she realized how little space there was between them. His cologne wrapped around her—bergamot and something darker, musky—making her head swim. “And the… discretion part?” 

His lips curved. “That’s the most important part, Leann.” His hand lifted, his knuckles grazing her cheekbone before tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. The touch was innocent, almost paternal, but the way his thumb lingered against the sensitive skin beneath her earlobe sent a shiver down her spine. “We have certain… proclivities. Ones we’d prefer not to advertise.” 

Leann’s breath hitched. “Proclivities?” 

Myles’s smile deepened. “Let’s just say we enjoy sharing. And we’ve found that the right house-sitter can make a stay away from home far more… interesting.” His fingers trailed down the side of her neck, slow, deliberate, until they rested against the rapid flutter of her pulse. “Does that scare you?” 

It should’ve. But the way Mrs. Bannister had looked at her downstairs, the way Mr. Bannister’s touch made her skin burn—it didn’t. Not really. “I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. 

Myles chuckled, low and approving. “Good. Uncertainty is half the fun.” His hand dropped, but the ghost of his touch lingered. “We’ll discuss the details at length later.” 

Leann looked up at him. “When you and your wife get back from your trip?” 

He gave the slightest of nods. “Yes, of course.” 

He left her standing there, the weight of his words pressing down on her like a physical touch. Leann exhaled shakily, her reflection in the window showing flushed cheeks, parted lips, eyes dark with something she hadn’t let herself feel in months: want. 

Outside, the sun dipped lower, painting the pool in hues of orange and pink. Somewhere in the house, a door clicked shut. Leann pressed her thighs together, the ache between them sudden and insistent. 

She had a feeling the next two weeks were going to be very interesting. 

***

The golden light of the setting sun still clung to the edges of the pool, casting long, shimmering reflections across the water as Leann stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of the guest suite. The warmth of the day had begun to fade, replaced by the crisp, cool air of early evening. She pressed her palm against the glass, watching as the Bannisters’ sleek black car pulled away from the estate, its taillights glowing like embers in the twilight. Mr. Bannister sat in the back beside his wife, his profile sharp and commanding even from this distance. 


Leann exhaled slowly, her breath fogging the glass just slightly, her body still humming from the way his fingers had traced her spine earlier. Two weeks, she reminded herself. Two weeks alone in this house, with nothing but her thoughts and the echo of his touch. 

She turned away from the window, the weight of the silence in the house settling around her like a second skin. The guest suite was lavish—plush cream carpets, a king-sized bed draped in silk, a bathroom with a sunken tub that could easily fit three. 


She ran her fingers over the edge of the vanity, the cool marble smooth beneath her touch. The reflection staring back at her in the mirror was flushed, her lips still parted as if waiting for something. 


For him. 

The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through her, pooling low in her stomach. She squeezed her thighs together, the friction doing little to ease the ache. 

Leann busied herself unpacking, though her movements were slow, distracted. She folded a blouse with unnecessary care, her mind drifting to the way Myles Bannister had looked at her—not just with desire, but with ownership, as if she were already something he’d claimed. The thought should have unsettled her. It didn’t. Instead, it made her pulse quicken, her fingers trembling as she hung the blouse in the closet. She was still standing there, staring at the empty hangers, when the distant crunch of tires on gravel snapped her back to reality. 

Her breath caught. They couldn’t be back already? Had they forgotten something? 

The sound was unmistakable—a car approaching, the engine purring low and powerful. Leann moved to the window again, her heart hammering against her ribs. The same black car idled near the front steps, but this time, only one door opened. Myles stepped out, his broad shoulders cutting a striking figure against the darkening sky. He adjusted the cuffs of his dress shirt, the movement precise, deliberate, before turning toward the house. 


Leann pressed herself against the wall beside the window, her pulse roaring in her ears. What the hell was he doing back? 

THREE 

Leann abandoned her suitcase and headed downstairs to see what the hell was going on. 


She didn’t have to wait long for an answer. The heavy front door opened and closed with a resonant thud, followed by the sharp click of Mr. Bannister’s dress shoes against the marble foyer. Leann held her breath, listening as his footsteps drew nearer, the rhythm unhurried, almost predatory. 


Leann looked up as he entered the living room. 

“Leann?” His voice was smooth, rich, the kind of voice that could coax a woman out of her clothes with just a few words. “I’m back, I’m afraid. Change of plans.” 

She swallowed hard, her fingers curling into the fabric of her skirt. “Change of plans?” she repeated uncertainly. 

Mr. Bannister nodded, He paused in the doorway as if allowing her to take it in. His body filled the frame, his presence overwhelming the space instantly despite the enormity of the room. He was still dressed in the same tailored slacks and crisp white shirt from earlier, though his tie was now loosened, the top button undone. His dark salt and pepper hair was slightly tousled, as if he’d run a hand through it more than once, and his jaw bore the faintest shadow of stubble. He smelled like bergamot and something darker, muskier—like expensive cologne and the promise of something forbidden. 

“So you’re back,” Leann said awkwardly, the words coming out more accusatory than she intended. 

One corner of his mouth quirked upward. “Observant.” 

“Did you forget something?” She crossed her arms over her chest, though the gesture did little to hide the way her nipples tightened beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. “Where’s Mrs. Bannister?” 

Myles stepped further into the room, his gaze sweeping over her with the same slow, assessing intensity as before. “Sally’s on her way to visit her sister in Boston. Alone. Family emergency or some such.” He shrugged, the movement making the fabric of his shirt pull taut across his shoulders. “Or so she claims. Knowing Sally, it’s probably just an excuse to go on an expensive shopping spree with her sister.” 

Leann blinked. “But you were both leaving. Together.” 

“Plans change, as I said.” He reached into his pocket, withdrawing his phone. The screen lit up. Myles’ thumb hovered over the screen for a moment as he scrolled through messages before he tucked the phone away. “My assistant called just as we were pulling up to the airport. A client—one of our biggest—needs me in the city tomorrow for an emergency meeting. Sally insisted I stay.” His eyes flicked up to meet hers, dark and knowing. “She’s always been rather… understanding about my work obligations.” 

Leann wasn’t sure where this left her and her housesitting gig. She wasn’t even sure that what he was telling her was the truth or if he had concocted this whole situation so that he could be alone with her. Something about that thought made her pussy quiver. “So, you let her fly out alone?” 

“I would have gone with her,” he said firmly, “if I had truly believed there was an emergency, but I had my doubts. My suspicions were confirmed when my wife insisted I stay here once I got the message about the meeting.” 

Leann’s stomach twisted. Understanding. The word hung between them, heavy with implication. She wet her lips, her mind racing. “So I guess my housesitting position has also come to an unexpected end?” 

“Not necessarily.” He took another step closer, close enough that she could see the flecks of gold in his irises, the way his pupils dilated as he looked at her. “You can stay as long as you like. We’ll pay you the agreed upon fee, of course.” 

“But if I’m not needed–?” Her voice was barely above a whisper. 

She saw something flash in Mr. Bannister’s dark eyes. Something dangerous. “You can still stay,” he assured her. “For a few days or even longer. I may need you. I’m not the most domestic of people when it comes to homelife.”

“I probably should gather my things and head back across state,” she admitted, reluctant to accept his offer. Even though she wanted to be here. With him. Alone. Something just felt off. She felt like she was being manipulated, and she liked her freedom more than the possibility of that.

“Tonight?” he asked. “It’s a long drive in the dark. Surely you’d be safer here. Besides, there’s Nor’easter heading in and conditions will be treacherous for driving even in daytime and worse at night. Surely you can stay until the storm passes?”

Leann didn’t respond. Not willing to take his explanation for it, she took her phone from the coffee table and scrolled through until she found the weather report. Damn! He was right. A Nor’easter was headed this way–and then across state. With mixed snow and freezing rain, the roads would be a mess. It would be dangerous.

She put her phone down and looked up at him, their eyes locking on each other. “I-I guess I’ll stay then, at least for the night, see how things look tomorrow after the storm moves through.”

“Good girl,” Myles Bannister said, seeming pleased. “You won’t regret it.”

She didn’t respond, just looked away from him. There was something in the way he spoke now that made the hair on the back of her neck stand up, warning her of potential danger, but there was something else that settled in the bottom of her stomach like a knot waiting to be pulled that made her want to see where this was going… 

FOUR

The wind had been howling for hours, a deep, guttural moan that whistled loudly against the windowpanes of the coastal house. Leann stood at the sink, her fingers curled around the edge of the porcelain as she watched the first fat raindrops streak diagonally across the glass. The Nor'easter had arrived ahead of schedule, its presence announced by the way the trees outside bent like supplicants before a storm god. She exhaled slowly, her breath fogging the pane before dissipating into the dimming kitchen.

Behind her, Mr. Bannister moved with an ease that contradicted his earlier self-deprecation. "Useless in the kitchen or not especially domestic in matters of homelife," he had claimed earlier, when he’d asked her to stay. But now, his hands—long-fingered, veins mapping the backs like old rivers—sliced through a yellow onion with practiced precision. The knife thunked rhythmically against the wooden cutting board, the scent of garlic and thyme already thick in the air. He hadn’t asked if she wanted help. He’d simply begun, his shoulder brushing hers as he reached for the cast-iron skillet hanging above the island.

"You’re full of surprises," Leann said, drying her hands on a dish towel. The fabric was rough against her palms, a grounding contrast to the way her pulse had quickened at the contact.

Mr. Bannister glanced up, his dark eyes catching the dwindling afternoon light. A smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth, just visible beneath the salt-and-pepper stubble. "I never said I couldn’t cook. I said I was useless around the house." He nudged a bowl of halved cherry tomatoes toward her. "Peeling potatoes is where I draw the line. Too much like penance."

She laughed, the sound swallowed partially by the growing roar of the wind. The cherry tomatoes were plump, their skins still glistening with water from the rinse. She plucked one from the bowl, rolling it between her fingers before popping it into her mouth. The burst of acid and sweetness was sharp, almost electric.

He watched her, his gaze lingering a second too long on her lips before he turned back to the stove.

The kitchen was a relic of the house’s original construction, a bit less modern than the rest of the house—wide-planked floors worn smooth by decades of footsteps, cabinets painted a faded sage green, their brass handles tarnished from the damp sea air. A single bulb in a vintage fixture hung over the island, casting a warm, uneven glow that made the shadows stretch long and lean. Outside, the storm had darkened the sky to the color of bruises, the occasional flash of lightning illuminating the room in stark, blue-white strokes.

Leann leaned against the counter, arms crossed. "You’ve done this before," she observed. "Cooking for someone, I mean."

Mr. Bannister stirred the onions in the skillet, the wooden spoon scraping against the seasoned iron. "Once or twice," he admitted. The onions had caramelized to a deep amber, their scent rich and intoxicating. "Mostly for my wife, though. She appreciates on our anniversary and her birthday"

“Smart woman,” she said, and she felt a twinge of guilt at what she was feeling for the married man standing right in front of her. But she shoved it aside. They were together. Trapped together. She couldn’t help how she felt, but whether she acted on it, that was another story. Or maybe the same story. She hadn’t decided. Yet.

“She married me,” he said and smiled broadly.

He was his own biggest fan, Leann decided.

And somehow that made him even more attractive.

Damn, she hated that. But whether she liked it or not, it was true.

“Guess so,” she reluctantly agreed, not wanting to feed his ego and risk it growing even larger.

He gave her a knowing look that left her even more unsettled. “You’ll be convinced when you taste my food and see how delicious it is.”

She had a feeling he wasn’t wrong, even though she was pretty damned sure she’d never admit it.

“I’ll have to trust you on that.”

“Good. I want you to trust me.” He let the words hang before adding, “Completely.”

“I’ll work on it. I’m still getting used to you being a domestic god in the kitchen.”

Mr. Bannister chuckled, low and rough. "Ah, domestic god sounds pretty good, so long as I’m not boring or disappointing." He turned the heat down beneath the skillet, the sizzle of the onions softening to a murmur. "Tell me, Leann, what’s your type?"

She should’ve seen it coming—the way he turned her question back on her, smooth as a knife twist. But the sound of her name in his voice, the way his tongue lingered on her name, sent a heat through her that had nothing to do with the stove. She reached for another tomato, buying time. "I don’t have one," she said finally. "Types are for people who like predictable outcomes."

"Predictable." He tasted the word, rolling it around like he had the wine the night before. "And you don’t?"

She met his gaze then, held it. "I think if I wanted predictable, I wouldn’t be here."

Something flickered in his eyes—acknowledgment, maybe, or the first spark of a challenge. But before he could respond, the lights flickered once, twice, then died with a final, defeated hum. The sudden darkness was absolute, the kind that pressed against the skin like a living thing. Leann inhaled sharply, her fingers tightening around the edge of the counter.

Myles Bannister didn’t move. She could hear him breathing, slow and steady, the only sound besides the storm. Then, the scratch of a match, the faint sulfur scent of it flaring to life. A candle on the windowsill sputtered, then steadied, its flame casting his face in gold and shadow. He lit another, then another, until the kitchen glowed with a dozen small, defiant lights.

"Dinner by candlelight," he murmured. "How cliché, but some lovers think it’s very romantic."

“I’ve heard that,” Leann said simply, careful not to elaborate. After all, they weren’t lovers.

Not yet.

Leann exhaled, her tension unraveling into something lighter, warmer. The storm raged outside, but in that moment, the kitchen felt like a sanctuary, the circle of candlelight a world unto itself. Mr. Bannister moved to the stove, lifting the skillet with ease. The contents—onions, garlic, herbs—steamed in the cool air, the scent wrapping around them like an embrace.

They ate at the small wooden table by the window, the one that overlooked the view of the ocean, though now there was nothing to see but the reflection of their own faces in the glass. Bannister had poured the last of the red wine into two mismatched glasses, the deep ruby liquid catching the candlelight like stained glass. The meal was simple—seared fish, the skin crisp, the flesh flaking apart at the touch of a fork, the onions sweet and melting on the tongue. They didn’t speak much. The storm filled the silence, the rhythmic crash of waves against the shore a steady heartbeat beneath the wind’s howl.

Leann watched Mr. Bannister as he ate, the way his throat worked as he swallowed, the way his fingers—long, elegant—wrapped around the stem of his wineglass. There was a precision to his movements, a control that made her wonder what he’d be like if he ever let it slip. No, not just slip. Totally let go. The thought sent a slow heat through her, pooling low in her belly.

"You’re starving," he said, not looking up from his plate. “I should have given you a snack before dinner. I made you wait…” his words trailed off.

She didn’t deny it. She was hungry, but not just for food. "You’re worth the wait." She meant his food, but she knew how it sounded the minute the words slipped from her lips.

That earned her a glance, his dark eyes unreadable in the flickering light. For a moment, she thought he might say something—something sharp, or something honest, or something that would tilt the axis of the evening irrevocably. But instead, he reached for his wine, took a slow sip, and set the glass down with deliberate care. “Well, I’m glad you like it.”

Her eyes met his in the pale, flickering light of the candle. “I do.”

The candle between them guttered, wax dripping down the side in slow, uneven rivulets. Leann traced the rim of her own glass with her fingertip, the cool crystal smooth beneath her skin. The storm had trapped them here, in this suspended moment, the rest of the world reduced to the circle of light and the man across from her. It felt like waiting. Like the quiet before a confession, or the breath held before a first touch.

Mr. Bannister’s hand rested on the table, his fingers slightly curled, as if he’d been about to reach for something and thought better of it.

Leann wondered what would happen if she slid her own hand across the smoothly, polished wood, if she let her fingers brush against his. Would he pull away? Would he close the distance?

Outside, the rain pelted the house, blocking out the world beyond. Inside, the candles burned low, the flames dancing like living things. A silence settled between them. Something unspoken but just on the tips of their tongues.

Neither of them spoke and they ate the remainder of their meal in silence except for the howl of the wind outside.

FIVE

The fire crackled low in the hearth, casting long, flickering shadows across the dimly lit living room. The storm outside had settled into a steady, muffled rhythm—thick snowflakes piling against the windows, sealing the world beyond in a silent, white shroud. Leann curled deeper into the plush couch, her bare feet tucked beneath her, the soft wool of her oversized sweater brushing against her thighs. The wine had warmed her, but the chill of the house still clung to her skin, making her acutely aware of every shift in the air.

Mr. Bannister sat beside her, close enough that the heat of his body radiated against her side. He had shed his blazer hours ago, his dress shirt rolled up to the elbows, the top button undone. The faint scent of his cologne—dark and spiced—mingled with the smoky aroma of the fire. His fingers traced idle patterns along the back of the couch, just inches from her shoulder, as if testing the space between them.

"You know," he murmured, his voice rough with the weight of the wine, "if this damn heat doesn’t come back on, you’re welcome to take the master bed. No sense in you freezing in that drafty guest room."

Leann turned her head, studying the sharp angle of his jaw, the way the firelight caught the stubble along his cheek. A slow smile curled her lips. "Oh? And what if you joined me instead?" She let the words hang between them, light but deliberate, like a finger trailing down a spine. "We could keep each other warm."

She couldn’t believe she had said the words. Wished she could take them back. And she wondered if the wine at dinner had loosened her tongue.

She could have sworn his eyes flickered with excitement. “I wouldn’t want to startle you.” His tone seemed teasing.

Relieved that he wasn’t upset or, worse, outright rejecting her, Leann smiled. “You would never startle me,” she assured him. “I am a sound sleeper. I can sleep through anything.”

“Even this storm?” He sounded curious.

She nodded. “Anything,” she answered.

His gaze darkened, the amber flecks in his irises flaring as they locked onto hers. "You’re playing a dangerous game, Leann."

"Am I?" She tilted her head, letting her hair spill over one shoulder, exposing the delicate line of her neck. "I’m a heavy sleeper. Especially after a glass or two of wine." Her tongue darted out, wetting her lower lip. Her eyes met his like an invitation. "If I were asleep, I probably wouldn’t even notice if someone snuck in and… took liberties."

The air between them thickened, charged with something raw and electric. His fingers stilled. "Are you sure about that?"

She held his stare, unblinking. "Positive."

A low sound rumbled in his chest—something between a laugh and a growl. "Careful, or I’ll take you up on that offer."

The promise in his voice sent a shiver down her spine, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she reached for the half-empty bottle of red on the coffee table, her fingers brushing against his as she lifted it. "Another glass?"

He didn’t answer, but his gaze dropped to her mouth as she poured, the deep red liquid swirling into his glass. The fire popped, sending a shower of sparks up the chimney, and outside, the wind howled, rattling the panes. The power had been out for hours, the house wrapped in a cocoon of darkness and warmth, the kind that made inhibitions feel flimsy, unnecessary.

They clinked glasses, the crystal chiming softly. Leann took a slow sip, letting the wine coat her tongue, savoring the way his eyes followed the movement. "You’re staring," she murmured.

"I can’t help it." His voice was rough, almost accusatory. "I believe you’re trying to tempt me."

"Maybe I am." She set her glass down and shifted, turning her body toward his, her knee brushing against his thigh. The contact was fleeting, but it burned. “Or maybe I’m just teasing you. You decide.”

That was all it took.

His hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back just enough to expose her throat. His lips crashed against hers, hot and demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth like he owned it.

Leann gasped, her fingers clutching at his shirt, nails digging into the fabric as he deepened the kiss, swallowing her moans. He tasted like wine and promises of what could be, his teeth nipping at her lower lip before soothing the sting with his tongue.

She melted against him, her body arching into his touch, her mind spinning with the sheer rightness of it. His other hand slid up her thigh, his fingers inching beneath the hem of her sweater, tracing the sensitive skin just above her knee. She should’ve stopped him. Should’ve remembered the game they were playing, the rules she’d set for herself where married men were concerned. But the way his thumb pressed into the soft flesh of her inner thigh, the way his cock twitched against her thigh—it made her reckless.

A sharp click split the air.

The lights flickered back on, harsh and sudden, drowning the room in blinding white. Leann jerked back, her chest heaving, her lips swollen from his kiss. The fire, now unnecessary, seemed to shrink in the face of the overhead chandelier’s glare. Mr. Bannister’s hand fell away from her thigh, his expression unreadable in the sudden brightness.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Then Leann wet her lips, tasting him there, and forced a shaky laugh. "Well. That’s… convenient."

His gaze was dark, intense, like he was memorizing the way she looked—disheveled, flushed, wanting. "Yes, yes, it is," he agreed, sounding reluctant.

She stood, her legs unsteady, her body still thrumming with the feel of his lips against her. "I should… get ready for bed." Her voice was huskier than she intended. "Just in case the power goes out again."

He didn’t stop her as she turned toward the stairs, but she could feel his eyes on her, tracking every step. When she glanced back, he was still sitting there, his glass held loosely in his hand, his knuckles white.

"Sweet dreams, Leann," he said, his voice a dark promise.

She didn’t answer. But as she climbed the stairs, her fingers trembling as she gripped the banister, she knew one thing for certain—if he came to her room tonight, she wouldn’t stop him. She wanted him that much, him a married man and her a guest, no, an employee, in his home. Yet she wouldn’t deny him.

And that terrified her more than the storm ever could.

SIX

The heavy oak door creaked shut behind Leann as she stepped into her softly lit guest suite, the scent of aged wood and lavender lingering in the air. She exhaled slowly, the weight of the day pressing into her shoulders as she began to undress. The sound of her own breathing filled the silence, shallow and quick as her fingers trembled slightly—whether from exhaustion or something else, she couldn’t quite say.

She folded her clothes, placed them on a nearby chair.

In the adjoining bath, she found a plush white terry cloth robe hanging behind the door and slipped it on. It felt thick and luxurious against her skin. 

Returning to the bedroom, she took a gown from her half unpacked suitcase, the silky, deep red gown that clung to her curves and draped it across the bed.  

A knock at the door made her stiffen. Before she could answer, the handle turned, and Mr. Bannister stepped inside, his broad frame filling the doorway. The lamplight caught the sharp angles of his jaw, the way his dark eyes roamed over her with an intensity that made her skin prickle. An excitement coursed through her. She was amazed at the effect he had on her.

“Still awake, I see,” he murmured, his voice low, deep . His gaze lingered on the way the wide collar of her robe had slipped slightly off one shoulder, the soft curve of her collarbone exposed. “Need anything before you turn in?”

Leann swallowed, her pulse thrumming in her throat. “No, Mr Bannister. I’m fine.”

“I thought we were beyond that level of formality now, call me Myles.” A slow, knowing smile curled his lips. “I brought you a glass of wine.” He took a deep breath. “To help you sleep.” He held out a crystal glass, the deep red wine swirling inside like liquid sin. “A little nightcap.”

“Okay, Myles.” She hesitated, fingers brushing the delicate stem. “A nightcap?”

His chuckle was dark, rich. “You’ve never had one?” He stepped closer, the heat of him radiating against her skin as he pressed the glass into her hand. "Just a  little drink before bed. It’ll ease your mind.”

She took the glass, raised it to take a small sip but hesitated. “About the storm?”

He smiled. “Yes, about the storm.”

But she wasn’t at all certain that’s what he meant. Her pussy clenched at the mere thought that he might have meant something else entirely.

The first sip burned, sweet and bitter all at once, pooling warmth in her belly. She wondered if it were one of those special wine vintages, the estate wines, she was sure he owned. She watched him over the rim of the glass, the way his eyes darkened as her tongue darted out to catch a stray drop from her lower lip.

“Good girl,” he murmured, the words sending a shiver down her spine. “Sleep well, Leann.” His knuckles grazed her cheek—just a whisper of contact. She noticed the way his eyes lingered on her gown where it lay on the bed—before he turned and left, the door clicking shut behind him.

Alone again, she finished undressing, the cool air raising gooseflesh as she slipped her nightgown over her head, the thin fabric clinging to her nipples, already tight with anticipation. The bed was soft beneath her, the sheets smelling faintly of him—bergamot and something darker, muskier. She wondered if he and his wife slept in separate rooms? Or… maybe he’d been with someone else in this bed?

That thought made her stomach tighten. She pushed the thought away.

She closed her eyes, but sleep didn’t come. Instead, her mind betrayed her, flashing vivid images over and over in her head: his hands, rough and commanding, pinning her wrists above her head, his mouth hot against her throat, teeth grazing just enough to sting, the weight of him between her thighs, his cock thick and demanding as he split her open, fucking her slow and deep until she sobbed his name.

A whimper escaped her lips, her fingers slipping between her legs, seeking relief. The wine had made her bold, her imagination wild. She could almost feel him there, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered filthy promises, his fingers replacing hers, working her pussy until she was wet and trembling, begging for more.

The fantasy coiled tighter, her hips lifting off the mattress as she chased the ghost of his touch, her climax crashing over her in a silent, shuddering wave.

When she finally drifted, it was with his name on her lips, the memory of the taste of him still lingering on her lips…

SEVEN

At some time during the night while the Nor’easter howled outside, Leann stirred in her sleep and the thought of Mr. Bannister, no, Myles, drifted through her mind. Even asleep she wondered if she had been too brazen, too bold and upfront in her reaction to the older man’s flirtations. He was the man of the house and not just that, her boss. Or at least he was… for a hot second. He was a handsome man, a true silver fox, a man of refined tastes, his presence both commanding and unsettling. He had a way of looking at her that made her skin prickle, a slow, deliberate gaze that promised things she wasn’t sure she was ready for.

She hadn’t been able to resist him. She hadn’t wanted to. Yet, she wondered if her boldness had actually pushed him away, doused any interest he may have had… in her.

Leann Lay in the queen-sized bed, huddled in one small space, partially under the covers. Sleep hadn’t come as easily as she’d expected. She had fallen into that strange, half-awake state where dreams bled into reality, her body heavy with exhaustion but her mind still clinging to fragments of thought. The silk nightgown she wore—clung to her skin, sheer enough to tease but thick enough to make her feel just barely decent. Or indecent, depending on how one looked at it. Or maybe on who was looking.

A sound cut through the quiet.

A creak—soft, deliberate—the kind a door made when opened by someone who didn’t want to be heard. Even in her semi-conscious state, Leann’s breath hitched, her pulse quickening, though she didn’t open her eyes. She knew that sound. Knew the weight of the air shifting as someone stepped inside, the faint rustle of fabric as they moved closer. The scent of bergamot and aged whiskey, subtle but unmistakable, wrapped around her before a single word was spoken.

Mr. Bannister.

Myles.

She should have been awakened, startled even, but she was so relaxed and semi-asleep. If it had been anyone else, she might have bolted upright and demanded to know what he was doing in her room. But fear wasn’t what coiled low in her belly, warm and heavy. No, what she felt was something far more dangerous—anticipation.

She wanted him.

The mattress dipped slightly as he approached, the heat of his body radiating toward her before his fingers even brushed her shoulder.

Leann exhaled slowly, her lips parting just enough to let a soft, helpless sound escape. She wasn’t asleep, not really. But she wasn’t awake either. Somewhere in between, where the rules of propriety didn’t apply.

She was lying on her side, knees pulled up in an almost fetal position.

He pushed away the covers, drug them down her body slowly as if he were revealing a secret or maybe a prized possession. His hands were strong as he eased her over on her back, placed a big hand around her thin ankles and straightened her legs. He gave her a slight shift so that she was laying perfectly flat, positioning her just the way he wanted her.

His touch was firm, possessive, as he traced the curve of her collarbone, his thumb pressing just hard enough to make her breath stutter. “Such a deep sleeper,” he murmured, his voice a rough drawl. “Or are you just pretending?”

Leann didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Her body had already decided for her, arching slightly into his touch, seeking more even as her mind floated in that hazy, dreamlike state. The nightgown had ridden up during her restless sleep, the hem now bunched around her thighs, leaving her legs bare. His fingers trailed lower, skimming over the silk until they found the warm skin of her inner thigh. She shivered, a whimper catching in her throat. But she didn’t wake up.

He chuckled, low and dark, the sound vibrating through her. “No answer? Fine by me.” His hand slid higher, his palm cupping the heat between her legs through the flimsy fabric.

Leann’s hips jerked involuntarily, a gasp tearing from her as his fingers pressed just there, right over the ache that had been building since she’d first heard the door open.

She was wet. So fucking wet. The silk clung to her, damp now, the proof of her body’s betrayal impossible to hide. His thumb circled lazily, applying just enough pressure to make her squirm, her breath coming in shallow little pants. “You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Even half-asleep, your cunt knows what it wants.”

A moan slipped past her lips, her back arching as his fingers worked her through the fabric, the friction maddening. She was lost in sensation, her mind foggy but her body alive, every nerve ending singing under his touch. The nightgown was a teasing barrier, the silk slick against her swollen folds, his fingers dragging over her clit with infuriating precision.

Then his mouth was on hers.

Not a kiss—no, this was something darker, hungrier. His lips brushed her, almost a promise of what was to come, what might be. She didn’t kiss him back, but even in sleep she tasted him. He tasted of alcohol and something uniquely him, something feral and dangerous. Maybe addictive.

His hands left her thighs, sliding upward to palm her breasts through the sheer fabric. The nightgown offered no resistance, her nipples already hard, aching peaks that begged for attention. He rolled one between his fingers, pinching just enough to make her gasp softly like a breath interrupted. “Look at you,” he growled, his voice rough with approval. “Already so sensitive. Already so damned wet.”

Even in her sleep, Leann’s breath hitched as his mouth descended, his lips closing around her nipple through the silk. The wet heat of his tongue seeped through the fabric, the sensation almost too much—almost. She whimpered and moaned softly in her drowsy state, her fingers digging into the bedding beneath her as he sucked, his teeth grazing just enough to send a sharp jolt of pleasure straight to her core.

The nightgown was a nuisance now, a flimsy obstacle between his mouth and her skin. With a low, deep growl, he tugged the neckline down, baring her breasts to the cool air. In her sleep Leann shivered, her nipples tightening further, the sudden exposure making her feel deliciously vulnerable. His hands were everywhere—cupping, squeezing, his thumbs flicking over her nipples until she was writhing beneath him, her hips lifting in silent plea.

Leann tossed in her sleep, frustration mounting, and he pulled back for a moment, as if afraid her eyes would open at any moment.

“Please,” she breathed sleepily, eyes still closed, the word torn from her without thought. She wasn’t sure what she was begging for—more of his mouth, his fingers, his cock—but she needed something.

Mr. Bannister chuckled darkly, his breath warming her cool skin. “Since you asked so nicely.” His mouth closed over one nipple, his tongue swirling before he bit down just hard enough to make her cry out. Just a grunt, really. And her eyes remained shut. The look on her face told another story. The sting of pain bloomed into pleasure, her pussy clenching around nothing, her thighs trembling.

He didn’t stop there.

His lips trailed lower, his tongue dipping into the hollow of her navel, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. Leann’s breath came in ragged little gasps, her body tensing as she realized even in her sleep where he was headed. If she were awake, she might have been embarrassed. Might have tried to close her legs, might have tried to push him away before he realized the wetness before was nothing compared to what had collected between her legs now. But the thought dissolved as his fingers hooked under her knees, spreading her wide, the cool air hitting her exposed, dripping cunt.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice thick with hunger. “You’re soaked, Leann. Absolutely drenched.” His thumb brushed over her folds, spreading her wetness, his touch feather-light but devastating. “Dripping wet. And so pretty.”

She couldn’t form words. Couldn’t do anything but whimper as his fingers parted her, his breath hot against her inner thighs. Then his mouth was on her, his tongue dragging up her slit in one long, slow lick. Leann jerked, a broken cry spilling from her lips as pleasure arced through her, sharp and bright.

He didn’t tease. Didn’t draw it out.

His tongue delved inside her, fucking her in slow, deep strokes, his nose pressing against her clit with every thrust. Even still shrouded in sleep, Leann rocked her hips against his face, chasing the pleasure building inside her. He growled against her, the vibration making her tremble, her thighs shaking as she ground against his mouth.

“That’s it,” he murmured, pulling back just enough to speak, his lips glistening with her arousal. If she were awakening now, it didn’t seem to matter. This was all that mattered. What was happening between the two of them. “Fuck my face, sweetheart. Show me how much you need it.”

She did.

Her hips lifted, her pussy fucking his tongue with desperate little rolls, her breath coming in sharp, needy gasps. His fingers dug into her ass, holding her in place as he devoured her, his tongue swirling around her clit before sucking it between his lips. The pleasure was too much, her body coiling tight, her orgasm crashing over her with a cry that tore from her throat. She rose up from the bed, her fingers tangling in his hair, her eyes wide and filled with pleasure and surprise.

Mr. Bannister didn’t let up.

He lapped at her through it, his tongue soothing even as it stoked the embers of her pleasure, drawing out every last shudder. Leann collapsed back against the bed, her chest heaving, her body boneless and spent.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the whistle and growl of the wind outside. Then the mattress shifted, the weight of him moving over her, his body settling between her spread thighs. She could feel him—hard, thick, the heat of his cock pressing against her inner thigh.

Leann closed her eyes, relishing the moment.

“Still with me, sweetheart?” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear.

Leann managed a shaky nod, her eyes fluttering open just enough to see the dark hunger in his gaze. His hand slid between them, his fingers finding her entrance, testing her slickness. “So wet for me,” he groaned, his cock twitching against her. “You’re going to take me so well, aren’t you?”

She didn’t have time to answer.

He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her entrance. Leann’s breath hitched, her body tensing—not in fear, but in anticipation. Then he pushed inside, his thickness stretching her, filling her inch by slow, delicious inch. She felt so tight, pulled taut as no man had stretched her pussy before. He was so damned big.

But he was in and he wasn’t pulling out.

“Fuck,” he grunted, his forehead pressing to hers as he bottomed out, his hips flush against her ass. “You feel perfect.”

Leann gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as her body adjusted to him, the stretch burning in the best way. He gave her a moment—just one—before he pulled back and thrust in again, deeper this time, his cock dragging against every sensitive inch of her.

She came up off the bed with another loud cry, her back arching, her body clutching at him. “Mr. Bannister—!”

“Call me Myles,” he growled, his hips snapping forward, driving into her with a force that stole her breath.

His mouth crashed down on hers, swallowing her moans as he fucked her, his cock pistoning in and out of her with relentless precision. Leann could do nothing but hold on, her body a live wire, every nerve alight with pleasure. His hand slid under her ass, tilting her hips just so, his thrusts hitting that spot inside her that made her vision white out until it was filled once more with excited bursts of colors.

“That’s it,” he groaned against her lips, his voice rough with effort. “Take my cock like a good girl. Let me fuck this pretty cunt until you can’t walk.”

She was close again, her body coiling tight, her nails raking down his back as she clung to him. His teeth sank into her shoulder, the sharp bite of pain sending her over the edge, her orgasm crashing over her in a wave of white-hot pleasure.

Myles Bannister groaned, his thrusts turning erratic as her pussy clenched around him, milking him. With a final, deep stroke, he buried himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he came, his release filling her in hot, thick spurts.

He fucked her through the unspiraling pleasures of deep hot waves that swept though her as his own orgasm roared through him with spontaneous thrusts as he drove into her… hard and deep.

Until they were both spent…

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the weight of him pressing her into the mattress. Then he pulled back just enough to look down at her, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction. Then he settled in bed beside her, pulling her close. She nestled into him, feeling the warmth of his body, the light sheen of sweat from exertion.

He kissed her lips lightly and despite her momentary weakness she kissed him back. “Goodnight, Leann,” he said softly against her ear.

She did not speak. Just closed her eyes drifted off into the most peaceful sleep she’d ever felt…

EPILOGUE

The morning light filtered through the sheer curtains of the guest bedroom, casting a golden glow over the rumpled sheets and the slow rise and fall of Leann’s bare shoulders. The scent of freshly brewed coffee and buttery croissants lingered in the air before the door creaked open, and Mr. Bannister stepped inside, his tailored slacks hugging his thighs, his crisp white shirt unbuttoned just enough to tease the dark hair dusting his chest. A silver tray balanced effortlessly in one hand, the porcelain clinking softly as he moved.

He set the tray down on the bed beside her, the weight of it dipping the mattress just enough that Leann stirred, blinking up at him with sleep-heavy eyes.

“Good morning,” he murmured, his voice low and rough, the kind of tone that made her skin prickle with awareness. His fingers brushed a stray lock of hair from her cheek, lingering just a second too long before retreating. The croissants were still warm, their flaky layers glistening with melted butter, and the coffee steamed in delicate cups, the aroma rich and dark. “I took the liberty.”

Leann pushed herself up against the headboard, the sheet slipping just enough to expose the curve of her collarbone, the swell of her breasts. She didn’t pull it higher. Instead, she reached for the coffee, her fingers grazing his as she took the cup, the contact sending a jolt through her. “You didn’t have to,” she said, though her voice lacked conviction. She knew why he was here—knew this wasn’t just about breakfast. She waited, almost holding her breath, to see what was about to drop.

He settled on the edge of the bed, his thigh pressing against hers beneath the sheets. His gaze never left her as he picked up a croissant, breaking off a piece and offering it to her. “I have a proposition for you,” he said, his tone casual, but his eyes were sharp, assessing. “The firm needs a new receptionist. The pay is generous. The hours… flexible.”

Leann chewed slowly, the buttery pastry dissolving on her tongue. She swallowed, licking a crumb from her lower lip. “You’re offering me a job?”

His fingers traced the rim of his coffee cup, slow, deliberate. “I’m offering you an arrangement.” The words hung between them, thick with implication. “Take the job, and we can keep seeing each other. No more pretending this is just… casual.”

Her breath hitched. She set the cup down, the porcelain clinking against the saucer. “And if I say no?”

Bannister leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “Then this ends here. You head back across state as soon as the roads are safe.” His hand slid up her thigh, beneath the sheet, his touch possessive but not demanding. “But you don’t want that, do you?”

Leann’s pulse throbbed between her legs. She knew the power he held—the way he could unravel her with a single look, a whispered command. And she knew, too, that this wasn’t just about a job. It was about surrender. About letting him shape her world, her pleasure, her future. She exhaled, her body already leaning into his. “No,” she admitted, soft and yielding. “I don’t.”

She looked at him “Be honest, though, did you really have a meeting?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Yes and no.”

She stared at him. “What does that mean?”

“It means I did after I met you,” he answered. “I set it up before my wife and I headed for the airport.”

“Oh.”

“So, do you still want the job?” he asked, seeming hopeful.

She nodded. “Yes.”

His smile was slow, triumphant. “Then it’s settled.” His fingers tightened on her thigh, just shy of bruising. “You’ll start next week.” The words weren’t a question. They were a decree. And when his mouth crashed onto hers, hot and claiming, Leann didn’t resist. She melted into him, into the promise of what came next—because she already knew, deep down, that she’d do anything to keep this. To keep him.

the end

Sleepy for the Pool Guy

by

Hayley Westmore

One

The sun hung heavy over the Westyn estate that afternoon, a molten gold coin pressed into the sky, its heat rippling across the surface of the pool like liquid fire. I stretched out on the chaise lounge, my skin slick with coconut oil, the tiny triangles of my stark white bikini barely containing what Charles had once called my "most expensive assets."

The ice in my martini glass clinked as I swirled it, the condensation dripping down my fingers, cool against the scorching air. Three drinks in, and the world had taken on that delicious, fuzzy edge—where the sharp corners of reality blurred just enough to make everything feel possible.

I wasn’t supposed to be drinking this early. Charles would frown if he knew, not that he’d notice. He’d been gone for days—another "emergency" in Dubai, another excuse to leave me alone in this monstrosity of a house with nothing but the hum of the air conditioning and the occasional text message that might as well have been signed by his assistant. "Flight Running late. Don’t wait up."

As if I ever did.

The tequila burned warm in my veins, pooling low in my belly, making my thighs press together just a little tighter. I arched my back, letting the sun kiss the undersides of my breasts where the bikini top rode up just enough to tease. The pool water lapped gently against the tiles, the only sound besides the distant whir of the lawnmower from the neighbor’s estate. Then—footsteps. Not the crisp, polished strides of a man in Italian loafers, but the sure, barefoot pad of someone who worked for a living.

I cracked one eye open.

Ryder stood at the edge of the pool, his broad shoulders glistening with a sheen of sweat, the muscles in his arms flexing as he coiled the hose. He was young—twenty-four, maybe twenty-five—all sun-bronzed skin and that stupid, effortless confidence of a man who knew exactly what his body could do. His board shorts hung low on his hips, the fabric damp and clinging in all the right places. I’d caught him watching me before. More than once. The way his gaze lingered when he thought I wasn’t looking, the way his throat bobbed when I bent over to adjust my top.

Today, he wasn’t even trying to hide it.

I let my eyelids flutter shut again, my lips curling into a slow, lazy smile. "You’re late," I murmured, not bothering to open my eyes. The martini glass tilted against my lower lip, the rim pressing into the soft flesh as I took another sip.

His footsteps paused. "Ma’am?"

Ma’am. God, I hated that. It made me feel like his boss’s wife—which, technically, I was. But right now, with the alcohol humming through me and the sun turning my skin to honey, I didn’t want to be Mrs. Westyn. I wanted to be the kind of woman who got what she wanted. The kind who didn’t have to ask.

I rolled onto my side, propping my head up on one hand, letting my other trail down the curve of my waist, my fingers brushing the tie of my bikini bottoms. "If I’d been asleep," I said, my voice thick with the slow, syrupy drawl of liquor and heat, "you could’ve had your way with me."

The hose hit the ground with a wet thud. I heard the shift in his breathing before I saw the tension coil through his body, his fists clenching at his sides. "Are you—" His voice cracked. He cleared his throat. "Are you serious?"

I finally opened my eyes, letting my gaze drag up the length of him—over the ridges of his abs, the trail of dark hair disappearing into the waistband of his shorts, the way his chest rose and fell just a little faster than it had a second ago. When I met his eyes, they were dark, pupils blown wide, his lower lip caught between his teeth.

I winked. "Why don’t you find out sometime?"

His Adam’s apple jumped. For a second, I thought he might actually reach for me right then, haul me up against that hard, sun-warmed body and kiss me until I forgot my own name. But then his jaw tightened, and he turned away, muttering something about the pool filter. I watched the muscles in his back flex as he bent over, adjusting the skimmer basket with more force than necessary.

Good boy, I thought, biting my lip. Play hard to get.

Two

I swung my legs off the chaise, the sudden movement making my head spin just a little. The tiles were hot beneath my feet as I padded toward the house, my hips swaying more than usual, knowing he was watching. I didn’t look back. Not yet. But as I pushed open the French doors, I let my fingers trail along the frame, slow and deliberate, before disappearing inside.

The house was cool and dim, the air conditioning a blessing against my heated skin. I poured myself another drink—this time, straight vodka with a splash of cranberry, because why the hell not?—and leaned against the kitchen island, the granite cold against my bare thighs. The window over the sink gave me a perfect view of the pool, of Ryder moving around the edge with that easy, athletic grace of his, his hands skimming the surface of the water.

I took a slow sip, letting the burn of the alcohol ground me. Charles hadn’t touched me in weeks. Not like that, the way I craved. Not with hunger. Not with the kind of raw, animal need that made my skin prickle just thinking about it. Ryder, though? Ryder looked at me like he wanted to devour me. Like he’d peel this bikini off with his teeth and fuck me right there on the pool deck, consequences be damned.

That thought sent an excited ripple through me that was too rough to resist.

My free hand slid between my thighs, my fingers pressing against the damp fabric of my bikini bottoms. I was already wet. Already aching. The thought of his hands on me, his mouth, his—

A sharp knock at the front door made me jump, my drink sloshing over the rim of the glass. I cursed under my breath, setting it down as I wiped my hand on my thigh. Probably the damn gardener. Or the delivery guy. Or—

"Mrs. Westyn?"

I froze.

Ryder’s voice. Coming from the front of the house.

I turned slowly, my pulse kicking up as I saw his silhouette through the frosted glass of the door. He wasn’t supposed to be around here. He never came to the front door. What the hell was he—?

"Ma’am, I—" His voice cut off as I pulled the door open, my brows lifting.

He stood there, his chest heaving just a little, his hands shoved into the pockets of his shorts. The scent of chlorine and sun-warmed skin hit me like a physical thing, making my head spin. "The, uh. The pool pump’s acting up. I need to check the circuit breaker in the garage."

I leaned against the doorframe, letting my gaze rake over him again. "Do you now?"

His throat worked. "Yes, ma’am."

I stepped aside, letting my hip brush against his arm as he passed. The contact was electric, a spark that shot straight to my core. I watched him walk down the hall, the way his shoulders tensed, the way his fingers twitched at his sides like he was fighting the urge to reach for me.

Oh, this is going to be fun.

I followed him at a distance, sipping my drink as he knelt in front of the circuit panel in the garage, his back to me. The fluorescent light cast sharp shadows over the planes of his muscles, the damp fabric of his shorts clinging to the curve of his ass. I bit my lip, my fingers tightening around the glass.

"Find what you’re looking for?" I asked, my voice low.

He glanced over his shoulder, his eyes dark. "Almost."

I set my drink down on the workbench, the sound of the glass hitting the wood loud in the quiet space. Then I stepped closer, close enough that if he turned around, he’d be right there. Close enough that I could see the way his breath hitched, the way his fists clenched on the edge of the panel.

"You know," I murmured, my fingers trailing over the back of his shoulder, his skin hot beneath my touch, "if you had found me asleep by the pool… I wouldn’t have stopped you."

His body went rigid. "Mrs. Westyn—"

"Candace," I corrected, my voice dropping to a whisper. My nails scraped lightly down his spine, following the line of his vertebrae until I reached the waistband of his shorts. I tugged, just a little. "Call me Candace."

He turned then, his movements sharp, almost angry. But when he looked at me, there was no anger in his eyes. Only hunger. Only need. "You’re playing a dangerous game," he said, his voice rough.

I smiled. "I know."

For a second, neither of us moved. The air between us was thick, charged, the kind of tension that made my skin prickle and my breath come faster. Then his hand shot out, his fingers wrapping around my wrist, pulling me against him. The heat of his body seared through me, his other hand tangling in my hair, tilting my head back.

And then his mouth was on mine.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t sweet. It was hard and hot and desperate, his teeth nipping at my lower lip before his tongue pushed past, claiming me. I moaned into him, my hands fisting in his damp hair, my body arching against his. He tasted like salt and sun, like everything I’d been craving for months. His hands slid down my back, gripping my ass, hauling me up against him so I could feel exactly how much he wanted me, how hard he was, how thick—

A sharp ping from the circuit panel made us both jump. Ryder tore his mouth from mine, his chest heaving, his eyes wild. The garage light flickered back on, casting harsh shadows over his flushed face.

"Fuck," he breathed, his forehead pressing against mine.

I laughed, breathless, my fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "Just our luck," I quipped.

“Maybe it’s a good thing.” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. "Your husband would kill me."

I pulled back just enough to meet his gaze, my smile slow and wicked. "Don’t worry about that," I murmured, my thumb brushing over his lower lip. "I’ll take care of him."

Then I turned and walked away, my hips swaying, knowing he was watching. Knowing he was thinking about it. About me.

Three

The rest of the afternoon passed in a haze of heat and anticipation. I lounged by the pool again, my skin tingling every time Ryder’s gaze flicked over me, my body thrumming with the memory of his hands, his mouth. I drank another martini. Then another. The world softened at the edges, the sun bleeding into the sky like watercolors, painting everything in gold and pink.

I must’ve dozed off, because the next thing I knew, the air had cooled, the sun dipping low behind the trees, casting long shadows across the pool deck. My skin was sticky with sweat and sunscreen, my bikini top riding up just enough to expose the undersides of my breasts. I stretched, arching my back, my nipples tightening against the damp fabric.

Then—I felt it. A presence. A warmth.

My lashes fluttered, but I didn’t open my eyes. Not yet. I was still drowsy, still half-asleep.

Footsteps, soft and cautious, approaching the chaise. The scent of chlorine and male sweat, of something darker, muskier. Ryder. My breath hitched, my pulse kicking up as I felt his shadow fall over me, blocking out the last of the sunlight against my eyelids.

My eyes remained closed, my breathing slow, in semi-sleep but not so deep that I didn’t know what was happening.

His breath was warm against my shoulder, his fingers brushing lightly over my collarbone, testing. I fought the urge to shiver, to arch into his touch. Instead, I let my lips part just a little, my chest rising and falling in a slow, steady rhythm.

"Fuck," he whispered, his voice rough.

He stood so close I could almost feel his hard cock against my cheek as it pressed against the thin fabric of his trunks.

Then he did the last thing I expected.

He pulled it free of his bathing suit and pressed it to my parted lips. I could feel his sticky wetness. I let the tip of my tongue caress his slit and taste him, but I resisted doing anything more. I fought the urge to take his thickness into my mouth and suck him dry. I knew that would defeat everything–and there was so much better to come, I knew, if I were patient and remained semi-asleep for as long as I could.

I half expected him to thrust his hips and shove his cock between my lips and into my warm, wet, mouth, but he didn’t. He rubbed the tip of his cock along my lips as if he were applying lip gloss and then pulled away. I could hear the fabric as he covered himself, and I felt a little stab of disappointment.

But I knew there was more to come–and it’d be even better, even hotter.

His hand hovered over my stomach, his fingers trembling just a little before he finally, finally let them settle against my skin. The heat of his palm seared through me, his touch feather-light as he traced the line of my bikini bottoms, his thumb brushing dangerously close to the damp fabric between my thighs.

I bit back a moan, my fingers curling into the towel beneath me.

He was hesitant. Careful. Like he was afraid I’d wake up. Like he was afraid I’d stop him.

Stupid boy.

I let out a soft, sleepy sigh, rolling just a little onto my side, giving him better access. His breath hitched. Then his hand was sliding under the fabric of my bikini bottoms, his fingers slipping between my thighs, finding me soaked.

"Jesus," he breathed, his thumb circling my clit, slow and teasing. I had to bite my lip again to keep from gasping, my hips twitching involuntarily. "You’re dripping."

I let my legs fall open just a little more, an invitation. A dare.

His fingers slid lower, teasing my entrance, his touch maddeningly light. I wanted to beg. I wanted to grab his wrist and shove him inside me, to feel him stretch me, fill me, fuck me. But I stayed still. Stayed sleeping. Even in my semi-conscious state I worried that if I opened my eyes, it’d all be over. I had to wait until there was no way he could pull back.

So I kept quiet and remained in a drowsy, semi-sleep state.

Until his fingers finally pushed inside.

I couldn’t hold back the whimper that time, my back arching off the chaise as he curled his fingers, finding that spot inside me that made my toes curl. His thumb kept circling my clit, slow and steady, his breath hot against my ear.

"You’re so tight," he murmured, his voice a dark rumble. "I bet you’d take my cock even better."

Yes. The word was a scream in my head. Yes, please, fuck me, I need it—

But I didn’t say it. I just let my hips rock against his hand, my breath coming faster, my body trembling on the edge.

Then his fingers were gone.

I almost whined in protest, my eyes flying open—

—just in time to see him scoop me up into his arms, my body cradled against his chest. I blinked up at him, my heart pounding, my mind racing. He knows. He knows I’m awake.

But he didn’t say anything. Just carried me across the pool deck, his muscles flexing beneath me, his grip sure and strong. The covered lounge area was dark, secluded, the curtains drawn against prying eyes. He laid me down on the chaise, his hands sliding over my body, his touch possessive now, demanding.

"Tell me to stop," he growled, his voice rough with need. His fingers hooked into the ties of my bikini top, tugging them loose. The fabric fell away, my breasts spilling free, my nipples tight and aching.

I didn’t tell him to stop. I didn’t say anything.

I reached for him, my fingers curling into the waistband of his shorts, pulling him down on top of me. His mouth crashed into mine, his tongue sweeping past my lips, tasting of salt and sin. His hands were everywhere—cupping my breasts, pinching my nipples, sliding down to grip my thighs, spreading them wide.

"Fuck, you’re perfect," he groaned against my mouth, his hips grinding against me, the hard length of him pressing against my bare skin. "I’ve wanted to do this since the first time I saw you."

I arched into him, my nails scraping down his back. "Then do it," I gasped. "Fuck me, Ryder. Now."

He didn’t need to be told twice.

His hand slid between us, shoving my bikini bottoms aside, his fingers finding me again, slick and ready. I moaned as he teased me, his thumb circling my clit as his fingers pumped in and out, stretching me, preparing me.

"Please," I whimpered, my hips bucking against his hand. "I need you inside me."

He groaned, his forehead pressing against mine as he fumbled with his trunks, pushing them down just enough to free his cock. I reached between us, my fingers wrapping around him, stroking the thick, veiny length of him. From the touch of his cockhead against my lips, I had no real clue of his size. He was huge, hot and heavy in my hand, the tip already wet with pre-cum.

"Fuck," he hissed, his hips jerking into my touch. "Candace—"

I guided him to my entrance, my body trembling with need. "Now, Ryder. Now."

And then he was pushing inside.

Oh god.

I gasped, my back arching off the chaise as he stretched me, filled me, inch by inch. He was big—bigger than Charles, bigger than anyone I’d ever had—and it burned, but in the best way, my body clenching around him, adjusting, craving.

"Fuck, you’re tight," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips, holding me still as he bottomed out. "So fucking tight."

I wrapped my legs around his waist, my heels digging into his ass, pulling him deeper. "Move," I demanded, my voice a breathless whine. "Fuck me, Ryder. Hard."

He pulled back and slammed into me, his hips snapping against mine, the chaise creaking beneath us.

I cried out, my fingers clawing at his shoulders, my body singing with pleasure. Every thrust hit that spot inside me, every grind of his hips sent sparks through my veins.

"Yes," I gasped, my head falling back. "Just like that. Harder."

He groaned, his pace picking up, his cock pistoning in and out of me, his balls slapping against my ass. The sounds of our bodies coming together filled the air—wet, obscene, perfect. I could feel my orgasm building, coiling tight in my belly, my thighs trembling around him.

"I’m gonna—" I choked out, my nails digging into his skin. "I’m gonna come."

"Do it," he growled, his voice rough. "Come on my cock, Candace. Now."

That was all it took.

Pleasure exploded through me, my back bowing off the chaise as my orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clenching around him, milking him. He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic, his cock swelling inside me.

"Fuck, I’m—" His voice was a strangled gasp. "I’m coming."

"Inside me," I demanded, my voice a breathless moan. "I want it. All of it."

With a groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum filling me, hot and thick. I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close as we both trembled, our breaths mingling, our bodies slick with sweat.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. Then Ryder pulled back just enough to meet my gaze, his eyes dark with satisfaction. "We’re doing this again," he said, his voice rough. "Right?"

I smiled, my fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "As long as my husband doesn’t mind."

His brows lifted. "And if he does?"

I laughed, low and throaty. "What my husband doesn’t know won’t bother us one bit."

Ryder grinned, his hands sliding over my body, possessive and hungry. "Then I guess we’d better make sure he never finds out."

I arched into his touch, my body already craving more. "Oh, he won’t," I promised. "Because I always get what I want."

And as Ryder’s mouth found mine again, his cock hardening inside me, I knew I’d found what I’d been missing.

the end

Sleepy for a Threesome

Also published as Ray’s Story: Unexpected Threesome

by

Mackenzie Grey

It started as a casual evening, just another night of drinks and laughter with Collin, an old friend from college. My wife, Sadie, had insisted on inviting Collin over, saying it had been too long since we’d all caught up. I hadn’t seen him in years, but I remembered him as a quiet, unassuming guy—thin, barely 5’8”, the kind of person who blended into the background. But Sadie had this mischievous glint in her eye when she mentioned him, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was up.

“He’s got a huge cock,” she’d whispered to me earlier that day, a smirk playing on her lips. “Or so I’ve heard. From that young woman he dated for a while? Shelly? Wouldn’t it be funny to find out?”

I’d laughed it off, thinking it was just one of her wild ideas. But as the night unfolded, I realized she was dead serious.

Collin arrived around 8 p.m., carrying a bottle of wine and a nervous smile. He hadn’t changed much—still lanky, with a shy demeanor that made him seem younger than his forty-something years. We settled into the living room, the three of us perched on the couch and armchair, drinks in hand. The conversation was light at first, catching up on old times, but Sadie had other plans.

She was wearing a thin sweater and a long skirt with a slit up the side, something she’d thrown on at the last minute. I’d noticed the slit earlier, but now I saw it for what it was—a deliberate choice.

We had a few drinks, us gin and tonic and her white wine. After a while, Sadie started yawning noticeably. I even asked if she needed to lie down. She said no, she just needed to rest a bit.

With that revelation, she proceeded to lay back against the couch and close her eyes, and slowly, while Collin and I discussed old times at college, she started to drift over ever so slowly towards Collin.

I watched, feeling my excitement rise. I had a feeling I knew where this was going, and so did my dick. It started to get hard and strain against my boxers as if it wanted to be set free. I ignored it while I kept a close eye on Sadie.

After a while she slipped down enough that her head rested weirdly on Collin’s shoulder. I say weirdly because he doesn’t exactly have broad shoulders, and she would have to actually, consciously be holding her head there for it to rest there without toppling off.

But that was coming up too I’d soon find out, almost as if she pre-planned it all in her head. I had a sneaky feeling she had!

Anyway, with her head on Collin’s shoulder, he seemed uncomfortable and shifted some where he sat on the couch as if he wanted to dislodge her.

I had a feeling that might actually be the last thing he wanted.

But whether he wanted it or not, Sadie was determined to make it happen.

And she did.

Her head suddenly drifted down his chest and right into his lap!

She sat there, eyes closed, her head resting on Collin’s lap as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I watched, a knot forming in my stomach, as her hand brushed against his thigh.

Collin stiffened, his eyes darting between Sadie and me. I forced a smile, taking a sip of my drink to hide my unease. But then I saw it—the bulge in his pants, pressing against the fabric. Sadie’s hand moved again, this time more deliberately, and I realized she was tracing the outline of his erection. Damn! My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of jealousy and arousal I couldn’t quite place.

Honestly I didn’t know exactly where this was going, but I admit I was surprised by Sadie’s next move. She opened her mouth and the tip of his cock slid just inside her mouth through the fabric of his slacks. I’d thought I’d lose my load right there. Collin looked directly at me as if were reading my mind, but I bet he wasn’t thinking what I was. At least, I don’t think so.

Anyway, Sadie seemed to stir suddenly, her eyes popped open.

“You two catch up,” she said after a while, sitting up and smoothing her skirt. “I’ll grab another bottle from the kitchen.”

She left the room, leaving Collin and me alone. The silence was thick, and I could feel his eyes on me, waiting for some kind of reaction. I cleared my throat, trying to keep my voice steady. “So, how’s work been?”

He mumbled something about it being fine, his gaze flicking to the door Sadie had just walked through. I followed his stare, my mind racing. What the hell was she doing?

I didn’t have to wait long to find out.

I trailed after her into the kitchen, my footsteps quiet on the tiles. She was leaning against the counter, her back to me, when I slipped my arms around her waist. One hand slid through the slit in her skirt, my fingers brushing against her bare skin. She wasn’t wearing any underwear, and I felt her shiver as I pressed closer, my other hand cupping her breast through the thin fabric of her sweater.

“Did you find out?” I murmured, my lips brushing against her ear. But I already knew the answer. “How big he really is?”

She tilted her head back, her breath coming in short gasps. “He’s huge,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “I can feel it against my face.”

My fingers slipped inside her, and she was already wet, her body responding to the tension in the air. She moaned softly, her head falling back against my shoulder. “Fuck me,” she begged, her voice urgent. “Right now.”

I hesitated, my mind flashing to Collin, still sitting in the living room, his cock hard and waiting. “What about him?” I asked, my voice rough. “You can’t leave him like that.”

She turned in my arms, her eyes dark with need. “Can you… can we… both?”

The question hung between us, electric and forbidden. I took a deep breath, my heart pounding. “Are you sure?”

She nodded, her lips brushing against mine. “Take me back in there. But give me a minute first.”

I let her go, watching as she straightened her sweater and smoothed her skirt. She took a moment to compose herself, her chest rising and falling with her quickened breath. Then she turned to me, a daring smile on her lips. “Watch the door,” she said. “But don’t come in right away.”

I nodded, my throat dry. She left the kitchen, her hips swaying slightly, and I followed her with my eyes until she disappeared into the living room. Then I moved to the door, cracking it open just enough to see inside.

Sadie stood in front of Collin, her posture confident, her gaze locked on his. Slowly, deliberately, she began to undress. First, the sweater came off, revealing the curve of her breasts, the lace of her bra teasingly visible. Then she unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. All she had left were a pair of lacy self-support stockings and high heels, her body exposed and vulnerable.

Collin’s mouth dropped open, his eyes wide with shock and desire. He looked like he couldn’t believe what was happening, his hands clenching and unclenching at his sides.

Sadie ran her hands over her body, her movements slow and sensual, her eyes never leaving his.

I felt my cock twitch in my pants, my breath coming in short gasps. This was surreal, watching my wife strip for another man, knowing what was about to happen. But there was no stopping her now.

It was on… as they say.

Collin finally found his voice, his words coming out in a rush. “Sadie, I—”

She cut him off, stepping closer, her hand reaching out to touch his chest. “Shh,” she whispered, her voice low and seductive. “Just let it happen.”

Apparently he didn’t need as much prodding as I would have expected. In a flash, his shirt was off, then his pants, revealing the source of all the rumors. His cock was massive, thicker and longer than anything I’d ever seen, standing proud and erect. A cross between a baseball bat and a sledgehammer. My jaw dropped, and I had to grip the doorframe to steady myself.

Sadie dropped to her knees, her hands reaching out to take him in her grasp. She stroked him slowly, her touch reverent, before leaning forward to take the head into her mouth. Collin groaned, his hands tangling in her hair, his hips thrusting forward instinctively.

I watched, mesmerized, as she deep-throated him, her lips stretching around his girth. He was too big for her to take it all, but she tried, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him down. Collin’s moans filled the room, his body tense with pleasure.

“Fuck, Sadie,” he gasped, his voice hoarse. “You’re amazing.”

She pulled back, her lips slick with saliva, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Not done yet,” she murmured, before taking him into her mouth again.

I was hard as a rock, my cock aching in my pants. I wanted to join them, to feel her mouth on me, to taste her after she’d had him. But I waited, counting the seconds, until I couldn’t stand it any longer.

Collin was close, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “I’m gonna—”

He didn’t finish the sentence. With a loud groan, he came, his cock pulsing in Sadie’s mouth. She swallowed, her eyes closing in pleasure, her hands gripping his thighs for support.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, her face flushed. Collin looked dazed, his body slack with satisfaction.

That was my cue. I stripped off my clothes quickly, my heart pounding with anticipation. When I stepped into the room, Sadie looked up, a wicked smile on her lips.

“Took you long enough,” she teased, standing up and brushing herself off.

Collin’s eyes widened further, if that was possible, as he took in my naked form. “Uh, hey,” he managed, his voice shaky.

I didn’t say anything, just stepped closer to Sadie, pulling her into a kiss. She tasted like him, and I groaned, my hands roaming over her body. She pressed against me, her lips hungry, her hands reaching down to grip my cock.

“Bedroom,” she murmured against my mouth. “Now.”

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

By the time we reached the hallway, Sadie was on her knees, her mouth wrapping around my cock, her hands stroking me with practiced ease. I groaned, my head falling back, my hands tangling in her hair.

Collin watched, his expression a mix of awe and arousal. “Can I…?” he started, his voice uncertain.

Sadie looked up, her lips slick with my pre-cum. “Join us,” she said simply.

That was all the invitation he needed. He stepped closer, his hands hesitating before settling on Sadie’s shoulders. She leaned back, her mouth still on me, her eyes locking with his.

“Touch her,” I said, my voice rough. “Make her feel it.”

Collin’s hands moved down, cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. She moaned around my cock, the vibrations sending shocks through me. I was close, my balls tightening, but I wanted this to last.

“Enough,” I said, pulling out of her mouth. She looked up at me, her lips swollen and shiny, her eyes dark with desire. “On the floor. Now.”

She didn’t hesitate, lying down on the carpet, her legs spread wide. Collin knelt between them, his cock already hard again, his eyes hungry. I moved behind him, my hands gripping his hips as I guided him into her.

Sadie gasped as he entered her, her hands reaching up to grip his shoulders. He was slow at first, his thrusts deliberate, his eyes locked on mine. I could see every inch of him sliding in and out of her, her pussy stretched around him, glistening with wetness.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice sharp.

Collin obeyed, his pace quickening, his hips snapping against her.

Sadie’s moans filled the room, her body arching off the floor, her nails digging into his skin. I watched, my cock in my hand, stroking myself in time with his thrusts.

“Turn around,” I said, my voice tight. “I want to see his face.”

Collin hesitated for a moment before complying, his body shifting so he was facing me. Sadie’s eyes met mine, her expression wild with pleasure. I could see Collin’s cock disappearing into her, his face a mask of concentration, his lips parted in a silent groan.

I stepped closer, my hand reaching out to grip his shoulder. “Faster,” I commanded.

He nodded, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his body slamming into hers. Sadie’s breath came in short gasps, her body trembling on the edge.

“I’m close,” Collin panted, his voice strained.

“Not yet,” I said, my voice firm. “Keep going.”

He nodded again, his eyes closing as he focused on holding back. Sadie’s hands reached up, her fingers tangling in his hair, her hips lifting to meet his thrusts.

I moved behind her, my cock pressing against her ass, my hands gripping her hips. She moaned, her body tense, her pussy clenching around Collin’s cock.

“Now,” I said, my voice a whisper.

Collin’s eyes snapped open, his body stiffening as he came, his cock pulsing deep inside her. Sadie cried out, her body shaking as her orgasm hit, her walls milking him for every drop.

I didn’t wait, pushing into her from behind, my cock sliding into her wet, stretched hole. She was tight, her muscles gripping me, her body still trembling from her climax.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my hips snapping forward. “So good.”

Collin collapsed onto the floor, his body spent, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Sadie’s hands reached back, her fingers tangling in mine, her head falling forward.

I thrust into her, my pace quick and desperate, my balls slapping against her clit. She moaned, her body responding, her pussy clenching around me.

“Cum for me,” I demanded, my voice hoarse. “Right now.”

She cried out, her body shaking as her orgasm hit again, her walls squeezing me tight. I groaned, my cock pulsing as I came, my seed spilling deep inside her.

We collapsed in a heap, our bodies tangled, our breaths coming in short gasps. Collin lay on the floor, his eyes closed, a satisfied smile on his lips.

Sadie turned to me, her hand reaching out to brush my hair back. “That,” she said, her voice soft, “was incredible.”

I smiled, pulling her into my arms. “We should do it again sometime.”

She laughed, her lips brushing against mine. “Definitely.”

We stayed like that for a while, our bodies still buzzing with the aftermath, the tension of the night dissolving into contentment. Collin eventually stirred, sitting up and looking between us with a sheepish grin.

“Uh, sorry,” he started, his voice uncertain.

Sadie waved him off, her smile warm. “Don’t be. It was perfect.”

He nodded, his gaze flicking between us. “Yeah, well… thanks for, uh, including me.”

I laughed, clapping him on the shoulder. “Anytime, man. Anytime.”

The rest of the night was a blur of laughter, more drinks, and quiet moments of connection. We didn’t talk about what had happened, but the unspoken understanding hung in the air, a secret bond between us.

As Collin left, he paused at the door, turning to us with a grin. “Next time,” he said, “I’ll bring the wine.”

Sadie and I exchanged a look, our hands entwined. “Next time,” I agreed, my voice steady.

After he left, we stood in the doorway, the night air cool against our skin. Sadie leaned into me, her head on my chest, her hand resting on my stomach.

“Are we… okay?” she asked, her voice soft.

I kissed the top of her head, my arms tightening around her. “More than okay,” I murmured. “We’re good.”

She smiled, her lips brushing against my chest. “Good.”

We stayed like that for a while, the world quiet around us, the memory of the night lingering in our minds. It was the first time we’d done something like this, but it wouldn’t be the last. The high we were on would last for days, a secret thrill that only we shared.

And as we finally made our way to bed, I knew one thing for certain, our sex life would never be the same. I was pretty damned sure it’d be better than ever!

the end

Sleepy for the Man Next Door

by

Hayley Westmore

The afternoon sun hung heavy over the quiet suburban neighborhood, its golden rays turning the air thick and syrupy. Holly stretched out on the weathered wooden lounger in her backyard, the plastic straps of her skimpy bikini digging slightly into her sun-warmed skin. The suit was barely more than two triangles of bright red fabric and a few thin strings—just enough to technically cover her, but designed to leave little to the imagination. Her full breasts swelled against the flimsy top, the deep cleavage shadowed and damp with a light sheen of sweat. The bottoms rode high on her hips, the fabric so minimal that the rounded curves of her ass cheeks peeked out beneath the hem when she shifted even slightly.

She adjusted her sunglasses, tilting her face toward the sun with a slow, feline stretch. Her fingers traced idle patterns over her stomach, her nails scraping lightly against the soft skin just above the waistband of her bikini bottoms. The heat was delicious, seeping into her bones, making her limbs heavy and her thoughts lazy. She could feel the sun’s kiss on every exposed inch of her body—her thighs, her collarbone, the sensitive skin of her inner arms. A slow, contented sigh escaped her parted lips as she arched her back just enough to press her breasts upward, the movement making the bikini top strain against her nipples, which had already tightened into stiff little peaks beneath the fabric.

Holly wasn’t just sunbathing. She was performing.

And she knew exactly who her audience was.

Across the fence, in the neighboring yard, Mr. Bolton’s house stood quiet and unassuming. The older man was always out there, puttering around his garden or sitting on his back porch with a glass of iced tea, pretending not to watch her. But Holly had caught the way his eyes lingered. The way his gaze darkened when she bent over to adjust her towel. The way his fingers twitched against the window blinds when she ran her hands over her own body, slow and deliberate, like she was touching herself just for him.

Roy Bolton opened an account at the bank where she worked, and she always tried to be his teller. He usually ended up with that fake-smiling Cynthia who flirted with him shamelessly. But he didn’t seem that interested because he never flirted back. That didn’t stop her from trying, though.

He was a handsome silverfox, widowed and probably lonely. She’d noticed him before, when he’d first moved in. Noticed he didn’t have a wife or any other female with him. She also noticed something else about him in the following weeks after they’d met, he liked to watch her when she was outside sunbathing.

Today, she wasn’t going to pretend she didn’t notice.

She shifted again, rolling onto her side before flopping onto her back with an exaggerated sigh. Her fingers trailed up her ribs, brushing the undersides of her breasts before skimming over the swell of them, her touch featherlight. The bikini top was already so tight that the slightest movement made the fabric shift, threatening to expose her. She let her knees fall open just a little, the position making the bottoms ride up higher, the damp fabric clinging to the lips of her pussy. A slow, smug smile curved her lips behind her sunglasses. She could practically feel his eyes on her, burning into her skin like a second sun.

Then, just as she was about to turn her head toward the fence, to give him a full, unobstructed view of her profile, she heard it—the faint, rhythmic creak of a porch swing. The sound was subtle, almost lost beneath the hum of cicadas and the distant laughter of children playing in a sprinkler two streets over. But Holly’s ears were tuned to it, her body attuned to the old man’s presence like a predator sensing prey.

She didn’t look. Not yet.

Instead, she reached for the half-empty glass of lemonade on the small table beside her, the condensation beading on the outside, cold against her fingertips. She took a slow sip, letting the sweet tartness coat her tongue before swallowing. Then, with deliberate slowness, she set the glass down and sat up, her back to the fence. She knew he was watching. She could feel the weight of his gaze like a physical touch.

Holly stretched her arms above her head, arching her spine, her breasts pushing forward, the bikini top barely containing them. She let out a soft, breathy moan, the sound throaty and just loud enough to carry. “God, it’s so hot today,” she murmured, more to herself than anyone else. But she knew he heard her.

She twisted at the waist, pretending to reach for her sunscreen, her movements slow and languid. The motion made her breasts sway, the bikini top shifting dangerously. For a second, she let her fingers hover over the bottle, her body tensed like she was about to grab it—then she changed her mind, slumping back against the lounger with a dramatic groan. “Ugh, I’m melting,” she complained, her voice husky. She dragged her nails down her sternum, over the swell of her cleavage, her touch lingering just above the edge of the bikini top. “I should probably go inside and cool off for a bit.”

She didn’t move.

Instead, she let her hand drift lower, her fingers tracing the waistband of her bottoms before dipping beneath the fabric. She bit her lower lip, her breath hitching just slightly as her fingertips brushed over the damp heat of her pussy. She wasn’t touching herself—not really—just teasing, letting her fingers glide over her folds without pressing in, without giving herself what she really wanted. But the movement was enough to make the bikini bottoms shift, the fabric tugging against her lips, parting them just enough to expose the glistening pink of her entrance.

Holly’s pulse quickened. She could hear him now—the faint, ragged edge to his breathing, the way the porch swing had stilled. She imagined him sitting there, his gnarled fingers wrapped around his big, thick cock, stroking himself through his pants, his eyes glued to the sight of her touching herself. The thought made her wetter, her thighs slick with arousal.

She let out a soft, needy whimper, her hips lifting just slightly off the lounger. “Fuck,” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. Then, as if suddenly remembering herself, she snatched her hand back, her cheeks flushing with faux embarrassment. She glanced over her shoulder, her lips parting in a gasp. “Oh! Mr. Bolton! I—I didn’t see you there!”

The old man was frozen in his seat, his face flushed, his breath coming in short, sharp pants. His hands were clenched into fists on his lap, his knuckles white. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to.

Holly bit her lip, her eyes flickering down to the obvious tent in his khaki shorts. She let her gaze linger there for a long moment before dragging it back up to his face, her expression a mix of shock and something far more deliberate. “Were you… watching me?” she asked, her voice trembling just enough to sound uncertain.

Bolton swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I—I wasn’t—”

“It’s okay,” Holly interrupted, her tone softening, almost reassuring. She turned fully toward him, her knees pressing together, her posture suddenly demure. “I don’t mind. Really.” She hesitated, then added, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “I kinda… liked it.”

The old man’s breath hitched. His fingers twitched against his thighs, like he was fighting the urge to reach for himself again.

Holly stood, her movements slow and deliberate. She sauntered toward the fence, her hips swaying, her bare feet silent on the warm wood of the deck. When she reached the edge, she leaned against the railing, her body angled just right so that if he looked down, he’d have a perfect view straight down the front of her bikini. “You can watch me anytime you want, Mr. Bolton,” she murmured, her voice thick with invitation. “I don’t have a problem with it.”

Bolton’s chest rose and fell rapidly, his eyes wide behind his thick glasses. “Holly, I—I don’t think that’s appropriate—”

“Why not?” She tilted her head, her lips curling into a slow, knowing smile. “It’s not like anyone else can see. And it’s not like you’d touch me or anything.” She reached up, her fingers toying with the tie at the back of her neck that held her bikini top in place. “Unless… you wanted to.” She giggled. “Then you could, you know. I wouldn’t mind.”

The older man’s breath came out in a shuddering exhale. His gaze was glued to her fingers as they worked at the knot, loosening it just enough that the top sagged, the fabric barely clinging to her breasts.

Holly let it hang there for a moment, her nipples pebbled and visible beneath the thin material. Then, with a soft laugh, she turned away, her hips swaying as she walked back toward the house. “I’m gonna go get a drink,” she called over her shoulder, her voice light, teasing. “You can keep watching if you want. I won’t tell.”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

The screen door creaked as she pushed it open, the cool air of the kitchen washing over her sun-heated skin. She shivered, her nipples tightening further, the bikini top now so loose it was barely more than a suggestion. She didn’t bother fixing it. Instead, she padded barefoot to the fridge, pulling out a bottle of chilled white wine. She didn’t usually drink during the day, but today felt like an exception.

Today felt like a game.

She poured herself a generous glass, the pale liquid sloshing slightly as her hand trembled with anticipation. She took a long sip, letting the crisp, slightly sweet flavor coat her tongue before swallowing. The alcohol hit her bloodstream quickly, warming her from the inside out, making her limbs feel even heavier, her thoughts even hazier.

Holly set the glass down and pressed her palms against the cool countertop, her head dropping back as she let out a slow, satisfied sigh. She could still feel Bolton’s eyes on her, even through the walls. She could imagine him out there, his cock throbbing in his pants, his mind racing with all the things he wished he could do to her.

Oh, how she wanted him to take her and have his way with her!

Her fingers drifted down her stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of her bikini bottoms again. This time, she didn’t tease. She dipped two fingers between her folds, her breath catching as she found herself already slick, her pussy swollen and aching. She circled her clit, her touch light at first, then firmer as she worked herself into a slow, steady rhythm. Her hips rocked forward, her ass pressing back against the counter as she fucked her own fingers, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice rough. She could practically see Bolton out there, his cock in his hand, stroking himself as he watched her through the window. The thought made her wetter, her fingers sliding easily through her folds as she imagined it was his touch, his fingers inside her.

She came with a soft cry, her body shuddering, her pussy clenching around nothing. The orgasm left her boneless, her legs trembling as she sagged against the counter. She pulled her fingers free, bringing them to her mouth, her tongue darting out to taste herself as she met her own gaze in the reflection of the microwave door. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her eyes dark with desire.

Holly smirked.

She took another sip of wine, then grabbed the bottle and her glass, padding back outside. The sun was even hotter now, the air thick and humid, clinging to her skin like a lover’s touch. She set the wine down on the small table beside her lounger, then stretched out on her stomach, her ass lifted just slightly, the bikini bottoms riding up to expose the damp, glistening folds of her pussy.

She reached for her sunglasses, slipping them back on before resting her cheek against her folded arms. Her eyelids fluttered closed, her breath evening out as she pretended to doze.

She wasn’t asleep. Not yet.

But she would be soon.

The wine was already making her drowsy, the heat of the sun lulling her into a lazy, half-aware state. She could hear the faint creak of Bolton’s porch swing again, the sound closer now, like he’d moved to the edge of his deck, as near to the fence as he could get without actually stepping into her yard. She could feel his eyes on her, tracing the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass, and the thought made the damp heat burn between her thighs.

A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

Then, just as she was drifting off, she heard it—the soft click of the gate between their yards opening. Her pulse spiked, her body tensing for just a second before she forced herself to relax, her breathing steady, even. Fake it, she told herself. Let him think you’re asleep.

But even as this thought pulsed through her head, she found herself getting sleepier, semi-conscious but still able to tell what was going on.

Footsteps. Slow. Hesitant. The crunch of gravel underfoot, the faint rustle of fabric—Bolton’s pants, maybe, as he shifted his weight. She could smell him now, the faint scent of old spice and sweat, the musk of arousal thick in the air.

She didn’t move.

A shadow fell over her, blocking the sun. Her skin prickled, her nipples tightening against the loose fabric of her bikini top. She could feel him standing there, his breath ragged, his body trembling with restraint.

Then—his touch.

A single, trembling finger traced down her spine, the calloused pad rough against her sun-warmed skin.

Holly bit back a gasp, her body instinctively arching into the contact. His touch was light, almost reverent, like he was afraid she’d wake up if he pressed too hard. His finger followed the dip of her waist, the flare of her hip, then hesitated at the edge of her bikini bottoms.

She held her breath. Waiting for more. Craving it.

His fingers curled around the fabric, tugging just slightly, testing. Holly let out a soft, sleepy murmur, shifting her hips just enough to make the bottoms ride up higher, exposing more of her ass. Bolton’s breath hitched. His other hand joined the first, his thumbs hooking beneath the waistband, pulling the fabric up, baring her completely.

Cool air hit her damp folds, making her shiver. She could feel his eyes on her, devouring her. His fingers traced over her ass cheeks, his touch featherlight, like he was memorizing the shape of her. Then, slowly, he spread her, his thumbs pressing against the soft flesh, parting her just enough to expose the tight, puckered hole of her ass and the glistening, swollen lips of her pussy beneath.

Holly’s breath hitched. She wanted to open her eyes. She wanted to turn her head, to watch him as he touched her, to see the hunger in his gaze as he took in the sight of her spread open for him. But she didn’t. She stayed still, her body pliant, her breathing even. Even though she was semi-conscious, she lay there like she was lost in a deep, untroubled sleep.

Bolton’s fingers drifted lower, brushing over her folds.

Holly bit her lip to keep from moaning as his touch grazed her clit, his fingertip circling the sensitive nub before dipping lower, tracing the slick entrance of her pussy. She was so wet, her arousal dripping down her thighs, the evidence of her desire impossible to ignore.

“Fuck,” Bolton breathed, his voice a ragged whisper. His finger pressed inside her, just the tip, testing. Holly’s inner walls clenched around him, her body reacting instinctively. He groaned, the sound low and guttural, and pushed deeper, his finger sinking into her tight heat.

Holly’s hips lifted off the lounger, her body seeking more even as she remained semi-asleep.

Bolton’s breath came faster, his free hand gripping her hip, his fingers digging into her flesh as he fucked her slowly with his finger, his touch tentative but growing bolder with every stroke.

“You’re so tight,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust. “So fucking wet.”

Holly let out a soft, needy whimper, her body arching into his touch.

Bolton groaned, his finger curling inside her, finding that rough patch of skin that made her toes curl. Holly’s breath hitched, her pussy clenching around him as pleasure coiled tight in her belly.

Then, just as she was teetering on the edge, Bolton pulled his finger free.

Holly’s body tensed, a soft sound of protest escaping her lips before she could stop herself.

Bolton chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. “Patience, sweetheart,” he murmured. Then, before she could react, he slid his hands beneath her, his arms wrapping around her waist as he lifted her effortlessly from the lounger.

Holly’s eyes flew open for just a second—just long enough to see the hungry look in Bolton’s eyes, the way his gaze raked over her body as he held her against his chest. Then sheer drowsiness forced her lids closed again, her body going limp as she let him carry her.

The world tilted as he moved, his steps sure and steady as he carried her toward the house. The screen door creaked open, the cool air of the living room washing over her sun-heated skin. Bolton kicked the door shut behind them, the sound echoing in the quiet house.

He didn’t take her to the couch. Didn’t lay her down on the floor.

He carried her straight to her bedroom, his arms never wavering, his grip firm. The mattress dipped as he set her down, her body sinking into the soft comforter. Bolton loomed over her, his breath coming in sharp pants, his eyes dark with desire.

Holly’s eyes remained closed, her breathing even, her body relaxed. She could feel him watching her, his gaze like a physical touch as it traced over her breasts, her stomach, the damp heat between her thighs.

Then, the sound of a zipper.

Fabric rustling. The creak of the bed as Bolton climbed onto it, his weight dipping the mattress beside her. His hand settled on her waist, his touch warm, possessive. Holly’s pulse spiked, her body tensing for just a second before she forced herself to relax again.

Bolton’s fingers traced up her side, over the swell of her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple.

Holly let out a soft, sleepy murmur, her back arching just slightly, pressing her breast into his touch.

Bolton groaned, the sound low and rough. Then, his hand slid down, his fingers dipping beneath the loose bikini top, pushing it aside to bare her completely.

His palm cupped her breast, his thumb rolling over her nipple, pinching just hard enough to make her gasp. Holly’s lips parted, her breath coming faster now, her body responding to his touch even as she remained asleep but becoming more conscious as each heated sensation radiated through her body.

Bolton leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice a rough growl. His lips brushed over her shoulder, his tongue darting out to taste her skin.

Holly shivered, her body arching into his touch.

Then, his hand slid lower, his fingers tracing over her stomach, dipping beneath the waistband of her bikini bottoms. He didn’t hesitate this time. His fingers found her pussy, his touch sure as he parted her folds, his fingertips slick with her arousal.

“So wet,” he groaned. “So fucking ready for me.”

Holly’s hips lifted off the bed, her body seeking his touch. Bolton chuckled, the sound dark and satisfied. Then, his fingers were inside her, two of them this time, stretching her, filling her.

Holly’s breath hitched, her inner walls clenching around him as he finger-fucked her with slow, deep strokes.

“That’s it,” Bolton murmured, his lips against her ear. “Take it, sweetheart. Take my fingers like a good girl.”

Even in her sleep, Holly moaned, the sound throaty and needy. Bolton groaned, his cock pressing against her thigh, the hard length of him trapped behind his pants. She could feel the heat of him, the way he throbbed against her skin.

Then, his fingers were gone.

Holly whimpered, her body arching, seeking his touch.

Bolton’s hands gripped her hips, flipping her onto her stomach. She let out a soft gasp, her fingers curling into the comforter as he pulled her onto her knees, her ass lifted, her face pressed into the mattress.

His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her knees wider, spreading her open. Cool air hit her damp folds, her pussy aching, empty. Then, the sound of his belt buckle clinking, the rustle of fabric as he pushed his pants down.

Holly’s breath came in sharp bursts, her body trembling with anticipation. She could hear him—his ragged breathing, the slick sound of him stroking his cock. Then, the blunt head of him pressed against her entrance, hot and heavy.

“Fuck,” Bolton groaned. “You’re perfect.”

Then, he pushed inside.

Holly’s breath left her in a rush, her body stretching around him, her pussy clenching tight as he filled her. He was big—thicker than she’d expected, the stretch burning just enough to make her gasp.

Bolton groaned, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he bottomed out, his balls pressing against her.

“So tight,” he grunted. “Fuck, Holly—”

She moaned, her body rocking back against him, taking him deeper. Bolton’s breath hitched, his hips snapping forward, driving into her with a sharp thrust that made her cry out. Suddenly her eyes opened and there was only the briefest hint of surprise as she stared up at him.

He wasn’t phased, only gave her a smirk and continued as if he’d been waiting for this, and in a way he had… ever since he laid eyes on her. His hands slid up her back, gripping her shoulders as he pulled her up, her back pressed against his chest.

“You like that, don’t you?” he growled, his lips against her ear. “You like me fucking you while you’re asleep.”

Holly let out a soft, needy whimper, her head falling back against his shoulder. Bolton groaned, his hand sliding around her throat, his fingers pressing just enough to make her breath hitch. His other hand found her breast, his palm cupping the heavy weight, his thumb rolling over her nipple.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Taking my cock like you were made for it.”

He thrust into her again, his hips snapping forward, his cock filling her completely.

Holly cried out, her body trembling, her pussy clenching around him.

Bolton groaned, his grip on her throat tightening just slightly as he fucked her, his thrusts slow and deep, each one dragging a moan from her lips.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his teeth grazing her earlobe. “Aren’t you?”

Holly’s breath came in sharp gasps, her body arching into his touch. Bolton’s hand slid down her stomach, his fingers finding her clit. He circled the sensitive nub, his touch firm, relentless.

“Aren’t you?” he repeated, his voice a dark command.

Holly’s lips parted, her body trembling on the edge. “Y-yes,” she gasped, the word torn from her.

Bolton groaned, his thrusts growing harder, faster. “Louder,” he demanded. “I want to hear you say it like you mean it.”

“Yes,” Holly cried, her voice breaking. “I’m yours—”

Bolton’s fingers pinched her clit, his cock slamming into her as she came, her body clenching around him, her orgasm crashing over her in a wave of white-hot pleasure.

Bolton groaned, his thrusts turning erratic as he chased his own release, his cock swelling inside her.

Then, with a sharp cry, he came, his cum filling her, hot and thick. Holly whimpered, her body milking him, her pussy clenching around his cock as he emptied himself inside her.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Bolton’s breath came in sharp gulps, his body pressed against hers, his cock still buried deep. Holly’s limbs felt like jelly, her body boneless, her mind hazy with pleasure.

Then, slowly, Bolton pulled out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound. Holly let out a soft, satisfied sigh, her body collapsing onto the mattress. She could feel his cum dripping out of her, warm and sticky between her thighs.

Bolton’s hands traced over her skin, his touch gentle now, almost reverent. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice rough with awe.

Holly turned her head, her eyes fluttering open. She met his gaze, her lips curling into a slow, satisfied smile. “I told you,” she purred. “You could play with me if I fell asleep.”

Bolton chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. “And I intend to take full advantage of that.” He leaned down, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “Again. And again.”

Holly’s smile widened. She rolled onto her back, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Next time,” she said, her voice husky, “I want to be awake for all of it.”

Bolton’s eyes darkened. “Oh, you will be,” he promised. His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers brushing over her damp folds. “Next time, I’m going to make you beg for it.”

Holly’s breath hitched, her body already responding to his touch. She reached for him, her fingers curling around the back of his neck, pulling him down for a kiss.

And as their lips met, she knew he had a power over her she had never expected. Funny, she had expected it to be the other way around. But Roy Bolton wasn’t the frail older man she might have imagined him to be, he was a strong, virile man who knew exactly what he wanted—this was only the beginning.

the end

Sleepy for My Professor

by

Hayley Westmore

ONE

The first time I dozed off in Professor Devereaux’s class, I didn’t think much of it. It certainly wasn’t intentional.

I’d pulled an all-nighter at the diner the night before, my feet aching from twelve hours of grease-slicked floors and the endless chorus of “Can I get more coffee, sweetie?” My eyelids had weighed a ton by the time I reached the classroom, the kind of exhaustion that seeps into your bones after a double shift at the diner, where the fluorescent lights buzz like angry hornets and the scent of grease clings to your skin long after you’ve clocked out.

I’d slipped into the back row, my usual spot, where the hum of the ancient projector and the droning monotone of some long-dead political theorist lulled me under.

I didn’t even realize I’d fallen asleep until the sharp clack of a pen hitting the podium jolted me awake.

Aidan Devereaux stood at the front of the lecture hall, arms crossed, his dark eyes locked onto mine with the kind of intensity that made my stomach flip. He wasn’t just any professor—tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair that always looked like he’d just run his fingers through it, a permanent five o’clock shadow that made him look more like a man who’d spent the night doing sinful things than grading papers. His voice was deep, smooth, the kind that could make even the driest lecture on federalism sound like a dirty secret. And right then, it was directed at me.

“Miss Holloway,” he said, his tone clipped, “if my lectures are that boring, perhaps you’d be better off dropping the class.”

“I’ll be more careful, sir.”

His jaw tightened. “See that it doesn’t happen again.”

I bit my lip, nodding, but we both knew it would.

He turned away before I could stammer another excuse, and I spent the rest of the period hyperaware of every shift in my seat, every time my thighs pressed together. I wasn’t some starry-eyed freshman with a crush. I was twenty-nine, for fuck’s sake, and I knew what I wanted. And what I wanted was him—his hands, his mouth, that voice growling filthy things in my ear while he pinned me down and fucked me senseless.

So the next class, I dressed for it.

The skirt was short enough that if I crossed my legs just right, he’d get a flash of black lace when he glanced my way. The top was a deep V, the fabric clinging to my tits like a second skin, my nipples already hard from the chill of the AC and the thought of his eyes on me.

I caught him looking twice. The first time, his gaze snagged on my cleavage as I bent to dig a pen out of my bag, his throat working before he forced his attention back to the whiteboard. The second time, I let my fingers trail up my thigh, slow, deliberate, while I “took notes.”

His knuckles whitened around his marker.

He didn’t say a word.

And sure enough I fell asleep.

Again.

I awakened to him tapping on my desk with his big, thick forefinger.

A few snickers rippled through the room.

My face burned. I sat up straighter, adjusting the neckline of my top—just a little, just enough to make sure he noticed the way the fabric clung to my breasts. It was a habit now, dressing for him. Low-cut blouses, skirts that rode high when I crossed my legs, the kind of outfits that made the other girls in class side-eye me like I was trying too hard. Maybe I was. But the way his gaze flickered down, just for a second, before snapping back up told me he’d noticed. And that was all that mattered.

His voice did things to me. Not just the timber of it, but the way it carried—like he was used to being obeyed.

“So the habit continues?”

I blinked up at him, my mouth dry, my pulse already thrumming between my thighs. “No, sir. It’s not—” I swallowed. Then I lied, “I worked late again.”

His gaze flicked down, just for a second, to where my nipples had tightened under my thin tank top. I hadn’t bothered with a bra that morning—too tired, too rushed—and now I was glad.

“Miss Holloway,” Aidan’s voice rumbled above me, low enough that only I could hear. “You’re testing my patience.”

I stirred, blinking up at him. His face was close, close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in his dark irises, the way his pupils dilated just slightly when my lips parted. My tongue darted out to wet them, and his gaze dropped to my mouth, lingering.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, but I didn’t sound sorry at all. I sounded breathless. Hungry.

He straightened, clearing his throat, and when he spoke again, his voice was louder, meant for the whole class to hear. “Stay after, Miss Holloway. We need to discuss your… participation.”

A few more snickers. A girl in the front row—what was her name? Amanda?—shot me a smug look over her shoulder. I ignored her, my pulse thrumming in my throat as I watched Mr. Devereaux turn back to the whiteboard, his broad back tapering to a waist I’d fantasized about gripping while he fucked me against his desk.

The rest of the lecture passed in a haze. I could barely focus, my skin still tingling where he’d touched me, my mind racing with possibilities. What would he do when everyone left? Scold me? Bend me over his knee? The thought made my thighs press together, the seam of my panties already damp.

When the clock finally hit the hour, the class filed out, casting glances back at me like I was a car crash they couldn’t look away from. Aidan waited until the last student—some guy who always smelled like Axe body spray—had shuffled out before closing the door with a quiet click. The sound of the lock engaging sent a shiver down my spine.

Mr. Devereaux turned to face me, leaning back against the door, his arms crossed again. The pose should’ve looked casual, but there was nothing relaxed about the way his muscles tensed under his dress shirt, the way his knuckles whitened where his fingers dug into his biceps.

“You’re making a habit of this,” he said.

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. “I know.”

“Do you want to fail this class?”

“No.”

“Then why,” he took a step forward, then another, until he was looming over my desk, “do you keep falling asleep on me?”

I should’ve been intimidated. I should’ve apologized again, promised it wouldn’t happen a third time. But the way he was looking at me—like he was two seconds away from dragging me out of my chair and onto his lap—made my brain short-circuit.

“Maybe I like the way you wake me up,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

His breath hitched. Just slightly. But I saw it.

“Careful, Charity,” he warned, his voice rough. “That’s a dangerous game to play with a man like me.”

I tilted my head back, meeting his gaze head-on. “What if I want to play?”

For a second, he just stared at me, his chest rising and falling a little faster than before. Then, slowly, he reached out, his fingers brushing against the side of my neck, tracing the line of my jaw. His touch was electric, sending sparks skittering across my skin.

“You have no idea what you’re asking for,” he murmured.

I did.

But he wasn’t ready to give it to me.

Not yet.

So, I hitched a plan with no idea whether it would work or not. But I had to try.

By the third class, I was determined. I’d stayed up late again—this time on purpose, touching myself in the dark while I imagined his hands replacing mine, his cock thick and heavy in my grip. I was so keyed up that the moment his voice dropped into that lecture rhythm, my body just… gave in. My head lolled against the wall, my breaths evening out, my pussy throbbing with every heartbeat.

There was no way in hell I could stay awake for Mr. Devereaux’s lecture no matter how hard I tried, but I didn’t try… 

TWO

I fell asleep. Just like I’d planned.

I was slumped over my notebook, my cheek pressed against the cool wood of the desk, my breath fogging the page where I’d been half-heartedly scribbling notes. The lecture had blurred into white noise, the words swimming together until they made no sense at all. I didn’t even fight it this time. The exhaustion pulled me under like a current, and I let it take me.

I don’t know how long I was out before I felt it—the warmth of a body leaning over me, the scent of bergamot and leather, something expensive and masculine. My skin prickled awake before my mind did, my nipples tightening under the thin fabric of my top. A finger trailed down my spine, slow, deliberate, like he was tracing a path he intended to follow later.

I didn’t even realize I’d fallen asleep until I heard his footsteps and he was standing over me.

I opened my eyes and lifted my head.

The classroom was empty. The clock read 4:17 PM—seventeen minutes past dismissal. My skin prickled, my pulse spiking as I bolted upright, only to find Professor Devereaux leaning against his desk, arms crossed, his tie loosened just enough to hint at the inked skin beneath. His expression was unreadable, but his eyes burned.

“Again, Miss Holloway?”

I wet my lips. “I’m sorry. It won’t—”

“Third time,” he cut in, pushing off the desk. He moved toward me, slow, predatory. “You are most definitely testing my patience.”

Something wild and reckless unfurled in my chest. I should’ve been embarrassed. Ashamed. But the way he was looking at me—like he was two seconds from bending me over that desk and teaching me a real lesson—made my clit ache. “What if I’m not?” I breathed.

He stilled. “Excuse me?”

My heart hammered. “What if I want you to lose your patience?” The words spilled out before I could stop them. “What if I want you to do something about it?”

A muscle feathered in his jaw. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

“I do.” I stood, my skirt riding up as I stepped closer, close enough to smell the bergamot and leather of his cologne, close enough to see the dark hunger in his eyes. “If I fall asleep again, you can let everyone leave. Lock the door. And have your way with me.”

His eyes challenged mine. “Careful what you wish for. I could do that.”

I leaned into his hand, my eyelids fluttering shut. “Then do it.”

He exhaled sharply, his thumb pressing against my bottom lip, pulling it down just enough to expose my teeth. “If you fall asleep in my class again,” he said, his voice a dark promise, “I’ll do whatever I want to with you, Charity. I’ll lock the door. And then I’ll fuck you senseless right here on this desk. Is that what you want?”

My breath came in short, sharp gasps. The image he painted—being spread out for him, his hands on me, his mouth, his cock—made my pussy clench with need. I nodded, unable to form words.

“Say it,” he demanded.

“I—I want that,” I whispered. “If I fall asleep again, you can… you can do whatever you want to me.”

His fingers tightened on my chin, tilting my face up further, forcing me to meet his gaze. “Deal,” he said, his voice a growl. And then, just like that, he let go, stepping back like he hadn’t just agreed to fuck me senseless the next time I dozed off in his class.

The word hit me like a live wire. My breath caught. My pussy clenched. “W-what?”

His lips curled, slow and dangerous. “You heard me, Charity. Next time you nod off in my class, I’m going to fuck you awake.” While he spoke I could see the outline of his cock getting bigger and bigger with each word until one thing was obvious: His cock was massive. “And you’re going to take every inch like a good girl.”

I should’ve been shocked. Should’ve run. Instead, my thighs squeezed together, my panties already damp. “Yes, sir,” I whispered.

He exhaled sharply, his gaze dropping to my mouth. “Get out. Now.”

I fled trembling, my body thrumming with unspent desire, my mind racing with possibilities.

THREE

I didn’t sleep that night.

I tried. I lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling, my skin too hot, my body too restless. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Aidan’s hands on me, his mouth on mine, his cock sliding deep inside me while I slept, helpless to do anything but take it. After seeing the outline of how damned big his monster cock was, the thought should’ve terrified me. Instead, it made me wet.

I slipped a hand between my thighs, my fingers finding the slick heat of my pussy, already swollen and aching. I imagined it was his touch, his fingers circling my clit, teasing me until I was begging. I came with a muffled cry, my hips bucking against my hand, but it wasn’t enough. Nothing would be enough until he touched me for real.

***

The next morning, I dressed with care. A tiny black lace bra that barely contained my breasts, the cups so thin my nipples showed through the fabric. A tight, heather-gray sweater that clung to every curve, the neckline dipping low enough that if I leaned forward just right, he’d get a perfect view of my cleavage. A short pleated skirt that rode up when I sat, the hem barely covering the tops of my thighs. No panties. I wanted him to have easy access when the time came.

I sat in the back row again, my legs crossed, my skirt riding high. Aidan’s gaze found me the second he walked in, his eyes darkening as they raked over me. He didn’t say anything, just turned to the whiteboard and began the lecture, his voice steady, his posture rigid. But I saw the way his fingers twitched around the marker, the way his throat worked as he swallowed.

I’d planned to ‘fake sleep’ in class to make Mr. Devereaux make good on our ‘deal’, but it turns out I didn’t have to.

I let my eyelids droop, my head lolling to the side like I was fighting to stay awake. His voice washed over me, the deep timbre of it vibrating through my chest, lulling me into a half-daze. I didn’t have to fake the exhaustion this time—my body was still humming from the night before, my skin oversensitive, my nerves frayed with anticipation.

At some point, I must’ve drifted off for real, because the next thing I knew, the room was quiet. The hum of the projector was gone. The only sound was the soft rustle of fabric, the creak of a desk chair.

I kept my eyes closed, my breathing even, but my other senses were hyper-aware. The scent of Aidan’s cologne wrapped around me, richer now, like he’d been close for a while. The heat of his body radiated toward me, warming the air between us. And then—his fingers, brushing against my temple, pushing a strand of hair behind my ear.

“Charity,” he murmured, his voice a rough caress. “You fell asleep again.”

I didn’t answer. Didn’t move. My heart pounded so hard I was sure he could hear it. But in my semi-sleep state, I didn’t give a damn.

His touch trailed down, his knuckles grazing the side of my breast through my sweater. I bit back a gasp, my nipple tightening painfully under the thin lace of my bra. He noticed. Of course he noticed. His fingers circled, slow, teasing, before giving a gentle squeeze.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his voice strained. “You’re not even awake and you’re driving me crazy.”

I stayed still, my breath hitching as his hand moved lower, his palm flattening against my stomach before sliding up to cup my breast fully. His thumb flicked over my nipple, once, twice, the pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

“You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his mouth close to my ear now. His breath was hot, his voice a dark whisper. “You like when I touch you while you’re asleep. Helpless. At my mercy.”

I whimpered, unable to stay silent any longer. But I was still semi-conscious and did not open my eyes. His chuckle was low, satisfied.

“That’s what I thought.”

His other hand joined the first, both of them working in tandem, kneading my breasts, rolling my nipples between his fingers until they were hard little peaks, aching for more. I arched into his touch without meaning to, my back lifting off the desk, my body seeking friction, relief.

“Greedy girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “I haven’t even gotten started with you yet.”

The words sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between my thighs. I could feel how wet I was, my pussy throbbing, empty and needy. His hands left my breasts, and I almost whined at the loss, but then he was gripping the hem of my sweater, pulling it up, baring my stomach, my ribs, the black lace of my bra.

“Jeez,” he groaned, his fingers tracing the edge of the lace. “You dressed like this for me, didn’t you? Knowing I’d see you. Knowing I’d touch you.”

He didn’t wait for a response.

His hands were on me again, pushing the cups of my bra down, freeing my breasts. The cool air of the classroom made my nipples tighten even more, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his mouth when he bent down, his lips closing around one stiff peak.

I gasped, my back again arching off the desk, my fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth wood. He sucked hard, his tongue swirling around my nipple before he grazed it with his teeth, sending a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my clit.

My hips jerked, my thighs pressing together, but there was no relief to be found.

A finger traced my pussy, slid along my wet pussylips, smearing my juices.

“So damned wet,” he said. “Still asleep and yet so wet for me.”

I stirred in my sleep, wiggled my hips against his finger, wanting it inside me.

As if he could read my mind, I pushed his thick finger just inside my slit and then pulled it free.

“Tell me what you want, Charity.” As he said the words, he shoved that same big finger into my pussy to the knuckle.

I couldn’t take it anymore. Any remaining drowsiness from sleep drained away in an instance, and I came up, my whole body shaking with need. “You,” I gasped. “I want you inside me.”

He groaned, his hips grinding against my thigh, the thick ridge of his cock pressing through his slacks. “Not yet.” He teased my pussy, then plunged two thick fingers into me without warning.

“Aidan—” His name spilled from my lips before I could stop it, a plea, a prayer.

He pulled back just enough to speak, his breath hot against my damp skin. “Shh, baby. You’re supposed to be asleep, remember?” he teased.

I lay back, breathing hard, watching him tease my snatch mercilessly.

“That’s it,” he murmured, curling his fingers, hitting that spot inside me that made my vision white out. “Take it. Take me.”

I came with a broken cry, my body clamping down around his fingers, my tits heaving as he kept working me through it, drawing out every last shudder. Only when I collapsed back, boneless, did he finally pull his fingers free, bringing them to his mouth.

“Delicious,” he rumbled, licking them clean. “But we’re not done.”

He stripped my skirt off, spreading my thighs wide. “Look at this pretty pussy. All mine.”

“Yours,” I agreed breathlessly.

FOUR

He dropped his head to my tits. He squeezed one tit while he sucked the other, his teeth scraping against the nipple harder than before, biting the tip just enough to make me feel it as the sensation rippled through me.

I whined, my fingers tangling in his hair, trying to pull him back. He chuckled, the sound dark and satisfied, before giving my other nipple the same treatment—licking, sucking, biting just hard enough to make me squirm.

“You taste so fucking good,” he groaned, his hands sliding down to grip my waist, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of my hips. “I could spend hours just playing with these tits. Watching them bounce while I fuck you. Seeing how red I can make your nipples before you beg me to stop.”

I was panting now, my chest rising and falling rapidly, my skin flushed and sensitive. His words were filthy, degrading, and I loved every single one of them. I wanted him to do it all. I wanted him to mark me, to use me, to make me his in every way possible.

His hands left my breasts, and I whimpered at the loss, but then he was sliding his palms down my body, over my stomach, my hips, before gripping the hem of my skirt. He tugged it up, bunching the fabric around my waist, baring me to him.

“No panties,” he growled, his fingers tracing the damp slit of my pussy. “You came to class with no panties, knowing I’d find you like this. So wet. So ready.”

I couldn’t hold back the moan that tore from my throat as he slid a finger through my folds, gathering my arousal before circling my clit. My hips bucked, seeking more, but he pulled back, denying me.

“Not yet,” he murmured, his fingers trailing lower, teasing my entrance. “I want to eat you first. I want to hear you scream my name while I eat this pretty little cunt.”

I was so close to the edge already, my body strung tight, my nerves alight with need. If he kept talking like that, kept touching me like this, I was going to come apart before he even sucked me off.

But then his fingers were gone, and I whined in protest, my eyes flying open. He was standing over me, his chest heaving, his cock a thick outline in his slacks. His gaze was dark, hungry.

He leaned in, pushed my legs wide apart and sank between my thighs. He licked at my pussy, his tongue tracing my pussylips. He lapped at my juices, pushing his tongue just inside. He finally did, tongue-fucking my pussy like mad, and making me even wetter.

I was about to come again when he suddenly pulled away.

“On the floor,” he ordered, his voice rough. “I don’t want you getting cold.”

I blinked up at him, my mind fuzzy with lust. He didn’t wait for me to move. Instead, he scooped me up like I weighed nothing, cradling me against his chest as he carried me to the front of the room. The blanket was already spread out, soft and thick beneath me as he laid me down, my body sinking into the plush fabric.

He knelt beside me, his hands roaming over my skin, his touch possessive, worshipful. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the curve of my waist, the flare of my hip. “All mine. In my classroom, spread out for me. No one else gets to see you like this. No one else gets to touch you.”

I reached for him, my fingers curling into the front of his shirt, pulling him down. He came willingly, his body covering mine, his weight pressing me into the blanket. His mouth crashed onto mine, his kiss hungry, demanding. I opened for him instantly, my tongue tangling with his, my nails digging into his shoulders.

He groaned into my mouth, his hips rocking against mine, the hard length of his cock grinding against my bare pussy. The friction was maddening, the thin layers of fabric between us doing nothing to dull the sensation.

“Please,” I begged against his lips, my voice a broken whisper. “I need you. I need you inside me.”

He pulled back just enough to look down at me, his eyes dark with lust, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. “You’re sure?”

I nodded frantically, my heels digging into the small of his back, trying to pull him closer. “Yes. Yes.”

With a growl, he reached between us, fumbling with his belt, his slacks, until his cock sprang free, thick and heavy in his hand. Huge. I whimpered at the sight of it, the veined length of him, the bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. He stroked himself once, twice, his gaze locked on mine, before guiding the head of his cock to my entrance.

“You’re mine, Charity,” he groaned, pushing inside me in one smooth thrust. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I gasped, my nails raking down his back as he bottomed out, filling me completely, more full than I’d ever been. “Only yours.”

He didn’t wait. Didn’t tease. He set a punishing pace from the start, his hips snapping against mine, his cock brutally driving into me with deep, relentless strokes. The blanket beneath me did nothing to muffle the wet sounds of our bodies coming together, the slap of skin on skin, the obscene squelch of my pussy taking him over and over again.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” he groaned, his mouth finding my neck, his teeth sinking into the tender skin just below my ear. “So tight. So wet. You were made for my cock, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” I sobbed, my back arching off the blanket, my breasts bouncing with each thrust. “Only for you. Only for you.”

His hands found my tits again, squeezing, kneading, his thumbs rolling over my nipples until they were swollen and sore. The pleasure was overwhelming, my body coiled tight, my orgasm building with each snap of his hips.

“Come for me,” he demanded, his voice a dark command. “I want to feel you milk my cock. I want to hear you scream.”

I was already there, teetering on the edge, my body trembling with the force of it. His words sent me crashing over, my pussy clenching around him, my back bowing off the blanket as a broken cry tore from my throat.

“That’s it,” he groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic, his own release close. “Take it. Take all of me.”

He buried himself deep, his cock pulsing inside me as he came, his cum filling me, marking me. I could feel it, hot and thick, dripping out of me as he collapsed on top of me, his breath ragged, his body trembling.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. The only sound in the room was our harsh breathing, the rapid beat of our hearts. Then, slowly, he pulled out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound that made me whimper. He reached down, his fingers gathering the cum that leaked from my pussy, pushing it back inside me with a groan.

“Mine,” he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Fucking all mine.”

I could only nod, my body fucked out, my mind still hazy with pleasure.

His hands found my tits again, squeezing, kneading, his thumbs flicking my nipples until I was writhing beneath him. “Aidan—please—”

“Begging already?” He chuckled darkly, pinching one nipple hard enough to make me gasp. “I haven’t even started.”

He lifted me in his arms and carried me to his desk. He placed me on the desk sweeping all his paperwork and pens onto the hard floor with a loud clatter.

“I’ve got to give you what I promised,” he said, grinning. “Remember, it’s a deal?”

Before I could even nod, he slammed into me, balls deep, stretching me, filling me inch by inch until I was full, so full, my nails digging into his shoulders.

“Oh—!Fuck!” I gasped.

He thrust his hips, pressing me against the hard desktop and fucking me harder and harder.

“Next time,” he promised, through clenched teeth. “Next time, you can suck me off. But right now? I’m going to fuck you exactly how I’ve imagined.”

He set a punishing pace, his hips snapping against mine, his cock hitting that spot over and over until I was babbling, my tits bouncing with every thrust. “Harder—please—”

“Greedy girl can’t get enough,” he grunted, slamming into me so deep I saw stars. His hand found my clit, rubbing in tight circles. “Come for me again. Now.”

I shattered, my orgasm ripping through me, my pussy clenching around him. He followed with a groan, his cock pulsing as he again unloaded inside me, his forehead pressed to mine.

For a long moment, we just breathed. Then he pulled back, his eyes dark with promise. “You’re staying awake in my class from now on, Charity.”

I smirked, tracing a finger down his chest. “Only if you give me a reason to.”

His lips quirked. “Oh, I’ll give you plenty of reasons.”

And I believed him.

the end
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