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Chapter 1: The Neighbor
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The humid Texas air clung to Brittany’s skin like a second layer as she climbed out of her car, the familiar weight of a twelve-hour shift still on her shoulders. Her new house—a cute, if slightly weathered, Craftsman bungalow she’d closed on just six weeks ago—stood before her, a beacon of hard-won independence. She’d unpacked the last box only last weekend, but it was finally starting to feel like hers.

Her heels, a poor choice she’d regretted by hour three, clicked a weary rhythm on the paved walkway. She was already mentally cataloging the contents of her fridge, debating between a glass of wine and just collapsing into bed, when a sound made her look up.

A whisper of water on thirsty earth.

Her neighbor was in his front yard, a garden hose in his hand, a look of serene focus on his face as he watered a bed of vibrant hibiscus. He was... a lot. Tall, well over six feet, with a physique that his simple white t-shirt did absolutely nothing to hide. Broad shoulders, muscled arms that flexed subtly as he adjusted the nozzle, and skin the deep, rich color of dark roast coffee. His head was shaved clean, emphasizing the strong line of his jaw and the quiet confidence in his posture.

Brittany’s step faltered, her exhaustion momentarily forgotten. She’d seen him from her window a few times, a passing silhouette, but other than one quick chat with some of her other neighbors involved, this was the closest she’d been to him since moving in. A bead of water clung to his forearm, catching the golden evening light, and she watched it trail slowly down to his wrist. Her mouth went dry.

He glanced up, as if sensing her stare, and his face broke into an easy, welcoming smile that sent a completely uninvited flutter through her stomach.

Everett? she thought, her brain scrambling for the name she’d been told in passing by the previous owner. No... it’s Emmett. The name fit. Solid. Steady.

“Hey there,” he called out, his voice a low, smooth baritone that seemed to vibrate in the space between them. He gave a small wave with his free hand, the one not holding the hose.

She returned the wave, forcing her own tired smile. “Hi.”

“Long day?” he asked, letting the hose droop to his side. The water continued to trickle out, soaking the grass around his worn work boots.

“You could say that,” she replied, stopping at the edge of her own lawn. She gestured vaguely with her car keys. “The usual. Twelve hours of corporate chaos.”

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound. “Oof. Well, welcome home. This heat’s a different kind of chaos, but at least it’s honest about it.”

“I’m learning that,” she said, tucking a strand of her almost-platinum blonde hair behind her ear. She felt suddenly hyperaware of her own appearance—the pale sheen of her skin, the dark circles under her eyes, the sharp contrast she knew she made against his rich, warm coloring. She was a whisper; he was a statement.

“Garden’s looking good,” she added, nodding toward the explosion of red and orange blooms.

His smile widened, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Thanks. It’s a labor of love. Keeps me sane.”

The way he said love, so casually, sent another flutter through her. An image flashed in her mind: those strong, water-slicked hands not tending to flowers, but gripping her hips, her thighs. She blinked it away, heat crawling up her neck.

“Well, enjoy your sanity,” she said, her voice coming out a little breathier than she intended. “I’m gonna go find mine. Probably in a glass of wine.”

“You’ve earned it,” he said, his gaze lingering on her for a moment longer than was strictly neighborly. “Have a good rest of your night, Brittany.”

He remembered her name. The sound of it in his deep voice, the way his lips wrapped around the two syllables, sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the cooling evening air.

“Yeah, you too. Night, Emmett,” she managed.

She turned and walked the remaining few feet to her door, acutely aware of his eyes on her back. She fumbled with her keys, her fingers clumsy, and finally managed to get the door open. She stepped inside and closed it firmly behind her.

For a moment, she just stood there, the cool wood of the door pressing against her back. Her heart was hammering against her ribs. She listened to the sound of the water resuming its gentle spray outside, a quiet, rhythmic hiss.

She pressed her palms flat against the door, her eyes falling shut. The image of him was seared into the back of her eyelids: the dark skin stretched over muscle, the easy confidence, the way his voice had dipped when he said her name.

A slow, simmering heat coiled low in her belly, a stark contrast to the clinical sterility of the day she’d just left. She let out a shaky breath.

“God,” she whispered to the empty house, her voice thick with a want that had ignited so suddenly it left her dizzy. “He’s so hot.”
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Chapter 2: Looking
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Friday evening arrived like a slow exhale, the workweek finally releasing its grip. Brittany pulled into her driveway just after six, the trunk of her sedan packed with grocery bags. She'd learned quickly that suburban living meant planning ahead; no more popping around the corner to a bodega at midnight. This weekend, she was prepared.

She made three trips from the car to the kitchen, the screen door swinging on its hinges each time as she hauled in bags filled with fresh produce, a nice bottle of Sauvignon Blanc, and the expensive pasta she'd been craving all week. The fridge, which had looked embarrassingly barren just hours ago, now filled with color and possibility. She arranged the berries in the fruit drawer, tucked the salmon on the middle shelf, and stood back with a small sense of accomplishment.

There. Civilized.

She'd earned this. Monday through Thursday had been brutal—back-to-back meetings, a client crisis that required two late nights, and the kind of exhaustion that had her collapsing into bed without so much as a glass of water. Tonight, she was reclaiming something for herself.

She pulled the Sauvignon Blanc from the bag, twisted off the cap, and poured a generous glass. The wine was crisp and cold, the first sip a cool slide down her throat that made her sigh with genuine pleasure. She leaned against the counter, cradling the glass, letting the tension of the week begin to unravel.

The kitchen faced the backyard, but it was the side window that drew her attention. Through it, she could see the edge of her neighbor's property: the neat row of hibiscus, the garden hose coiled like a patient snake, and the slice of golden light that signaled the day's slow surrender to dusk.

She wandered over, glass in hand, drawn by the way the light was shifting. The sunset was just beginning to paint the sky. Streaks of coral bleeding into lavender, the clouds edged in soft pink. It was the kind of sky that made you stop what you were doing and just look.

And then she saw him.

Emmett was in his yard, as if summoned by the same evening light. He had the hose in one hand, the faint drift of music coming from somewhere in his yard, as he watered his plants with that same methodical focus. Tonight, he wore a faded gray tank top that left his arms completely bare, and Brittany felt her breath catch in her throat.

Good lord.

She told herself she was just admiring the sunset. That she'd happened to pause at this window. That her gaze just naturally drifted to the movement in his yard.

But she didn't look away.

He moved slowly along the flower bed, the hose spraying a gentle arc that caught the fading light and turned it into a momentary prism. His shoulders were impossibly broad, the muscles of his back shifting beneath the thin fabric of his tank top. When he bent to check a bloom near the base of a bush, she watched the way the cotton pulled across his shoulder blades, the way his biceps flexed as he adjusted the nozzle.

Her teeth found her bottom lip, a nervous habit she'd never quite broken, and she bit down.

He straightened, wiping his forehead with the back of his wrist, and she let her eyes travel down the length of him. The way his waist narrowed from those shoulders. The way his shorts hung low on his hips. The strong column of his thighs. He was built like someone who worked with his body, who understood his own strength, and the thought of what those hands might feel like...

Brittany took a sip of wine, but it did nothing to cool the heat that had begun to bloom low in her stomach.

He hadn't seen her. She was tucked back from the window, the evening light reflecting off the glass, and he was focused entirely on his garden. She had the strange, guilty thrill of watching someone unaware, and she let herself have it for a moment longer.

She imagined crossing the lawn. Walking up behind him, her hand on his arm, feeling the warmth of his skin beneath her palm. The way he'd turn, surprised, and then that slow smile would spread across his face. The sound of her name in his voice, ‘Brittany,’ sounding low and curious.

She imagined him stepping closer. The hose forgotten, the water soaking into the ground at their feet. The smell of damp earth and something clean and male. His hand coming up to her face, his thumb brushing her cheekbone, his dark eyes searching hers.

What would he do if she closed the distance?

What could he do?

The thought sent a pulse of want through her so sharp it was almost physical. Her thighs pressed together beneath her loose shorts, a reflexive response she couldn't control. She wanted to know what his mouth felt like. Wanted to know if that quiet confidence in his posture translated to something more assertive behind closed doors. Wanted to feel the weight of him, the strength of those arms wrapped around her, pinning her down, lifting her up—

Okay.

She forced herself to take a step back from the window, her pulse thrumming in her throat. She was standing in her kitchen, wine glass sweating in her hand, watching her neighbor water his petunias like some kind of suburban voyeur. It was a little weird. Maybe more than a little.

But God, the wanting was undeniable. It was a physical thing now, a low, persistent ache that had taken up residence somewhere beneath her ribs. She'd spent the week too tired to feel much of anything, and now here it was, rushing in to fill the space. She wanted a piece of him. Just a taste. Just to know what it would be like to be the focus of that steady, unhurried attention.

She looked back out the window one last time. Emmett had moved to the far end of the flower bed, his back to her now, the evening light catching the sheen of moisture on his dark skin. A work of art she had no right to stand there admiring.

She let out a slow, shaky breath, turned away from the window, and grabbed the remote.

Her new show waited for her, queued up where she'd left off midweek. She sank onto the couch, tucking her legs beneath her, and pressed play. The familiar theme music filled the room, a welcome distraction from the image still burned into her mind.

She took another sip of wine and tried to focus on the screen. Tried to let the fictional drama pull her in, to lose herself in someone else's complications instead of the ones blooming in her own chest.

But even as the first scene unfolded, her gaze kept drifting toward the window. Toward the fading light. Toward the man on the other side of the glass who had no idea she'd been watching, no idea the thoughts he'd stirred up, no idea that somewhere in the quiet of her new house, a woman was sitting in the dark, wondering just what he might be capable of.
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Chapter 3: Happenstance
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Saturday night settled over the neighborhood like a velvet blanket, the kind of quiet that felt almost luxurious after a long week. Brittany had spent the day doing absolutely nothing of consequence; sleeping in, making a leisurely breakfast, reading half a book on her back patio. It was exactly what she'd needed.

Now, freshly showered and wearing a thin cotton tank top with matching shorts, she padded her way into her upstairs bedroom. The house was cool, the ceiling fan stirring a gentle breeze, and she was looking forward to climbing into bed with the rest of her book.

She reached for the lamp on her nightstand, then paused.

A glow was coming through her window, soft and golden, spilling across her floor in a rectangle of light. She frowned slightly, trying to place it. Her bedroom faced the side of Emmett's house, and in the two months she'd lived here, she'd never noticed much beyond the dark shape of his roof and the occasional flicker of a television from a lower floor.

But tonight, a room on his second floor was fully lit.

Curious, she moved toward the window. Her own room was dark—she hadn't bothered turning on a light yet—and she approached the glass carefully, as if any sudden movement might give her away.

She stopped at the window and looked out.

His bedroom.

She realized it with a small jolt. She'd never seen it before, never known which window was his. But there it was, directly across from hers, maybe forty feet of suburban air and darkness separating them. The light was bright, the blinds fully open, and the window functioned like a stage, offering an unobstructed view she'd never known existed.

Her heart gave a strange little skip.

She should look away. She knew she should. This was the kind of accidental invasion of privacy that would mortify her if the roles were reversed. She should close her blinds, right now, and pretend she'd never noticed.

But she didn't move.

Emmett walked into view, and her breath caught.

He was coming from what looked like an adjoining bathroom, a towel slung over his shoulder, his movements unhurried and casual. He was wearing a t-shirt and jeans, the same kind of simple clothes she'd seen him in before, but somehow the context changed everything. This was his space. His bedroom. And she was seeing him in it, unaware, unguarded.

She told herself she'd look for just another second. Just to satisfy her curiosity.

He dropped the towel onto a chair near the door. And then, with a movement so casual it seemed almost deliberate, he reached behind his head, grabbed the back of his t-shirt, and pulled it off in one smooth motion.

Brittany's mouth fell open.

The tank tops and t-shirts she'd seen him in had hinted at a good body, but they had done nothing—nothing—to prepare her for this. His back was a landscape of muscle, broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, every plane and ridge defined with the kind of clarity that seemed almost sculpted. When he turned slightly, reaching for something on his dresser, she saw his chest.

Her fingers pressed against the window frame.

His abs were ridiculous. A perfect set of carved ridges, each one distinct, leading down to a V-line that disappeared beneath the waistband of his jeans. His pectorals were full and defined, his arms thick and roped with muscle. He looked like he'd been chiseled out of something solid, something dark and enduring, and he was standing forty feet away with no idea anyone was watching.

She should close her blinds.

She should absolutely, without question, close her blinds.

Her hand didn't move.

He was unhurried, going about his evening routine with the comfortable ease of a man alone. He folded the t-shirt, placed it on the dresser. He ran a hand over his shaved head, then down the back of his neck. She watched the muscles in his shoulder shift with the movement, the play of light across his skin, and felt something tighten deep in her belly.

Then his hands went to his jeans.

Her breath stopped.

He unfastened the button with one thumb, the sound something she could only imagine, and pulled down the zipper. He pushed the denim down his thighs, stepping out of them with the same casual efficiency, and...

Boxers.

He was wearing dark boxer briefs that hugged his hips and thighs, and Brittany felt her face flood with heat. He wasn't naked. But what he was, was revealed. The boxer briefs fit him like a second skin, leaving almost nothing to the imagination, and her gaze dropped before she could stop it.

Oh.

Even in the dim light, even from forty feet away, she could see that he was... substantial. The fabric stretched across him in a way that made her mouth go dry, made her thighs press together instinctively, made a pulse begin to beat low and insistent between her legs.

Large and in charge. The phrase surfaced in her mind, unbidden, and she almost laughed at herself. But it was accurate. God, was it accurate.

He bent to pick up the jeans, giving her an unobstructed view of his back again, the muscles flexing as he straightened. He moved to the closet, hung them up, and then finally reached for something on the bed. A pair of sweatpants, which he pulled on with infuriating slowness, covering up the body she'd been devouring with her eyes.

She should be relieved. The show was over. She could close her blinds, crawl into bed, and pretend this never happened.

But she couldn't move.

He walked to his window—her heart seized for a moment, terrified he'd look out—but he only reached for the cord of the blinds. He paused, though, before pulling them. He stood there, looking out at the night, his silhouette framed against the light. She could see the outline of his shoulders, the shape of his arms crossed over his chest. He was just standing there, thinking, maybe, or listening to something she couldn't hear.

What a body.

The thought was a whisper in her mind, but it felt louder than anything else in the quiet room. What a body. What a man. What it would feel like to be in that room with him, to have those arms around her, to have that body pressed against hers, skin to skin, nothing between them.

Her tank top felt too thin. The room felt too warm. The pulse between her legs had become a steady, throbbing ache that demanded attention, that made her shift her weight from foot to foot as if she could outrun it.

He pulled the blinds, finally, and the window went dark. The rectangle of light on her floor disappeared. The stage was empty, the show over, the actor retreated back into his own private world.

But she was still standing at her window, her breath uneven, her skin flushed, her body humming with a need that had no immediate outlet. She pressed her palm flat against the cool glass, grounding herself, trying to steady the rapid beat of her heart.

She was completely, utterly, undeniably aroused.

It wasn't just attraction anymore. It was a physical ache, a hollow wanting that had settled deep in her core and refused to leave. She wanted him. Wanted to touch him, wanted to be touched by him, wanted to know what his mouth felt like, what his hands felt like, what it felt like to be the focus of that quiet, steady presence.

She closed her eyes and leaned her forehead against the window, the glass cool against her heated skin.

In the darkness of her bedroom, with nothing but the sound of her own ragged breathing, she let herself imagine it. Let herself imagine crossing that forty feet of darkness. Let herself imagine knocking on his door. Let herself imagine the look on his face when she told him, outright, exactly what she wanted.

She really wanted him.

And for the first time since she'd moved into this house, she wasn't sure how much longer she was going to be able to just watch.
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Chapter 4: Aroused
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The window was still cool against her forehead when Brittany finally pushed herself away from it. The glass had done nothing to quell the fire burning inside her; if anything, the contrast had only made it burn hotter. Her bedroom was no longer a sanctuary of quiet relaxation but a charged space humming with the ghost of his image, the memory of muscle and skin burned into her mind's eye.

She didn't bother with the lamp. She didn't need it. Her eyes had adjusted to the darkness, and she moved with a singular purpose, her body a taut wire of need. The thin cotton of her tank top clung to her breasts, her nipples hard and sensitive points that brushed against the fabric with every step, sending little jolts straight down to her core. Her shorts felt constricting, the seam pressing right against her most wet, aroused parts.

She reached the bed and didn't get in. Not yet. She stood beside it, her hand hovering over the bedside drawer. This was the moment of decision. She could crawl under the covers, pick up her book, and try to will this ache away. Or she could give in to it. She could feed it.

Her fingers curled around the handle and pulled the drawer open. Right inside, nestled between a half-empty bottle of lube and a charging cable, was her vibrator. A sleek, silver wand, cool and heavy in her hand. It was a tool, a means to an end, but tonight it felt like more. It felt like a proxy. A promise.

She climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping softly under her weight. She settled against the pillows, propping herself up just enough to watch her own hands in the dim light. She didn't turn it on yet. First, she needed to build the fantasy, to stoke the fire until it was an inferno.

Her free hand drifted down, over the soft plane of her belly, until it rested just above the waistband of her shorts. She closed her eyes, and he was there. Not the distant figure across the lawn, but a close-up, vivid memory. The way the light had caught the defined lines of his abdomen. The sheer breadth of his shoulders. The powerful, confident way he'd moved, completely unaware of the effect he was having.

Her fingers slipped beneath the elastic of her shorts, finding the edge of her panties. The lace was already damp. She traced the line of it, a teasing touch that made her hips lift involuntarily. She imagined his hands instead of her own. Larger, darker, stronger. She imagined the rough texture of his fingertips against her pale skin, the contrast as stark and thrilling as what she'd witnessed through the window.

With a soft sigh, she hooked her thumbs into both her shorts and panties and pushed them down, wriggling until they were a tangle of cotton at her feet. She kicked them away, leaving her bare from the waist down. The cool air of the room kissed her heated flesh, and she spread her legs slightly, a silent invitation to the darkness, to the fantasy.

Her fingers returned, this time with no barrier. She slid them through the neat, platinum curls, parting the slick folds beneath. She was soaking wet, ready, the ache between her thighs now a demanding, insistent throb. She circled her clit with the pad of her middle finger, the touch light at first, then firmer as she imagined his mouth on her. What would his lips feel like? Full and soft, maybe, but with an edge of authority. Would he be gentle? Or would he devour her, the way she had devoured the sight of him?

The thought made a gasp catch in her throat. She arched her back, her fingers working faster, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in her belly. But it wasn't enough. It wasn't nearly enough. She needed more. She needed the intensity, the release only the machine could give her.

Her hand fumbled for the wand on the bedspread. She found it, her fingers closing around the smooth, cool metal. She brought it down, positioning the rounded head against her entrance, letting the cold metal shock her system for a moment before she dragged it up to coat it in her own wetness. Then she pressed it directly against her clit.

She thumbed at the power button.

A low, deep hum filled the quiet room, and a jolt of pure, unadulterated pleasure shot through her. "Oh, God," she whispered, her back bowing off the bed. The vibrations were intense, a focused pulse of electricity that seemed to bypass every nerve ending and go straight to her soul.

In her mind, the fantasy sharpened. It was no longer her hand holding the wand. It was him. He was kneeling at the foot of her bed, his dark eyes locked on hers as he held the silver head against her. His other hand was on her thigh, his grip firm, possessive. She could almost feel the heat of his palm, the weight of it, the contrast of his skin against hers.

She turned the vibrator up a notch.

The hum deepened, the vibrations stronger, more insistent. Her free hand came up to pinch her nipple through the thin tank top, the sharp pain mixing with the overwhelming pleasure in a dizzying cocktail. Her hips began to move, grinding against the wand in a desperate, primal rhythm. The image in her head was so clear now: Emmett, rising from his knees, covering her body with his own. The weight of him, the sheer mass of muscle pressing her into the mattress. His mouth finding hers, a kiss that was all-consuming, claiming.

"Emmett," she breathed, his name a ragged sigh on her lips.

She turned the wand to its highest setting.

The world dissolved into a blinding, white-hot wave of sensation. The humming became a roar in her ears, her blood pounding in time with the relentless vibrations. Every muscle in her body tensed, coiling like a spring wound impossibly tight. The fantasy fractured, breaking into a kaleidoscope of images: his back, his chest, the dark stretch of fabric across his thighs, the look on his face as he stood at his window.

And then it broke.

Her orgasm crashed through her with the force of a tidal wave. A strangled cry tore from her throat as her body convulsed, her inner walls clenching and releasing in powerful, rhythmic spasms. It wasn't a gentle crest and fall; it was a violent, shattering release, an explosion that left her breathless and trembling. Her toes curled, her thighs shook, and for a long, endless moment, the only thing that existed was the overwhelming, all-consuming pleasure.

Slowly, slowly, the waves subsided. She fumbled for the power button, switching the wand off. The sudden silence in the room was deafening, broken only by the ragged sound of her own breathing. She lay there, boneless and spent, the vibrator still clutched in her hand, its metal now warm from her body.

The ache was gone. In its place was a profound, sated emptiness. But as her heart rate slowly returned to normal, a new feeling began to creep in. The release had been real, but it was temporary. It had quenched the fire, but it hadn't put it out. It had only shown her how badly she wanted the real thing.

She opened her eyes and stared at the dark ceiling. Across the forty feet of darkness, his window was a black square. He was in there. He was real. He was potential.

And she knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones, that watching from her window wasn't going to be enough anymore. Not by a long shot.
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Chapter 5: What If?
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Sunday morning arrived soft and golden, the kind of morning that made Brittany remember why she'd fallen in love with this house in the first place. Sunlight streamed through her kitchen windows, catching the specks of dust that drifted lazily through the air, and she moved through her space with the easy satisfaction of a woman who had slept well and woken up ready to reclaim her weekend.

She made breakfast with care: fluffy scrambled eggs, avocado toast with a sprinkle of red pepper flakes, and fresh coffee brewed strong enough to wake the dead. She ate at her small kitchen table, the Sunday paper spread before her, and felt something she hadn't felt in weeks: contentment.

After breakfast, she cranked up her playlist—something upbeat with a heavy bass line—and threw herself into cleaning. She dusted the living room, scrubbed the bathroom until it gleamed, stripped her bed and started a load of laundry. The physical exertion felt good, a way to channel the restless energy that had been building in her since... well, since she'd moved in, if she was being honest. But especially since last night.

She was vacuuming the upstairs hallway when she glanced out the window at the top of the stairs. Emmett's house sat across the narrow stretch of lawn, quiet and still in the morning sun. His car was in the driveway. The blinds on his bedroom window were closed, giving nothing away.

Just a house. Just a neighbor's house, ordinary and unremarkable.

But her mind went there anyway. Of course it did. It had been doing that all morning, sneaking thoughts of him into the spaces between tasks. The way his shoulders had moved when he pulled off his shirt. The dark stretch of fabric across his thighs. The casual, unselfconscious way he'd stood at his window, looking out at the night, unaware that she'd been watching, breathless, from the darkness.

She leaned against the windowsill, the vacuum humming in the background, and let herself imagine.

What if?

The question surfaced like a bubble rising through water, light and iridescent. What if she did the same thing? What if she put on a show for him, the way he'd accidentally put on one for her?

A flush of heat crept up her neck at the thought. She bit her lip, considering.

It was bold. It was brazen. It was absolutely the kind of thing she would never, ever do under normal circumstances. But these weren't normal circumstances. He'd been standing there, in his bedroom, with his blinds wide open, giving her a view she hadn't asked for but had certainly enjoyed. What if she gave him a view of his own? An eye for an eye? A body for a body?

The idea took root, spreading warmth through her chest and lower, settling into that familiar, insistent place between her thighs. She imagined him looking up from whatever he was doing, catching sight of her silhouette through her window. Imagined his hands pausing, his attention snagging, his dark eyes widening as he realized what he was seeing.

Would he watch? Of course he would watch. She was a woman, and she knew what men liked. She had a body worth looking at. She was slim but curved in the right places, had beautiful pale skin that caught the light, and had breasts that were full and had always been complimented by her suitors. She'd seen the way his gaze had lingered on her that first evening, when she'd come home from work in her heels and her tired smile. He'd looked at her like she was something sweet, something he wanted to taste.

So yes. He would watch.

But what if he didn't? What if he saw her through the window and thought she was ridiculous? What if he closed his blinds, the way she should have closed hers, and she was left standing there in her lingerie, embarrassed and exposed?

She pushed away from the window, her cheeks burning. The fantasy was intoxicating, but the reality was terrifying. She couldn't just stand in front of her window like some kind of exhibitionist, hoping he'd notice. That was desperate. That was weird. That was...

She paused, the vacuum cord tangled around her feet, and a different idea took shape.

What if she didn't make it obvious?

What if she put on something beautiful, something that made her feel powerful and sexy, and then simply... changed out of it? With her lights on. And her blinds open. She wouldn't be standing there posing. She wouldn't be looking at his window, waiting for his gaze. She would just be a woman in her bedroom, going about her evening routine, who happened to be wearing something exquisite underneath her robe.

If he happened to look over and see her, well, that was his choice, wasn't it? He could look away. He could close his blinds. But if he chose to watch, he'd see her slip out of something lacy and gorgeous, catch a glimpse of pale skin and soft curves, and he'd be left wondering if she'd done it on purpose or if he'd simply been lucky.

Plausible deniability. The phrase made her smile.

She wasn't forcing anything on him. She was just... living her life. In her own bedroom. With her own blinds. If he happened to glance across the forty feet of darkness between their houses and see something that made his pulse quicken, that was his business.

And if he liked what he saw?

The thought sent a shiver down her spine, hot and electric. She imagined his reaction. The sharp intake of breath, the way his hands might tighten on whatever he was holding, the possibility that he might find himself standing at his window, watching her the way she'd watched him, wanting her the way she'd wanted him.

She was sure he would like what she had to show. The confidence wasn't arrogance; it was simply a sort of innate knowledge. She knew her body. She knew what it could do. And she knew, with a certainty that settled in her chest like a spark waiting to catch, that if Emmett saw her tonight, he wouldn't be closing his blinds.

She smiled, turned off the vacuum, and went to her closet to choose her weapon.

—
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THE HOURS UNTIL EVENING passed with a delicious slowness. Brittany went through the motions of her Sunday afternoon, folding laundry, scrolling through her phone, making a light salad for lunch. Though her mind was elsewhere, running through possibilities, refining the plan.

By the time the sun began its descent, painting her bedroom in shades of amber and rose, she was ready.

She'd spent an hour in the bathroom, more time than she'd devoted to her appearance in weeks. She'd exfoliated until her skin was soft as silk, shaved every inch that needed shaving, and moisturized with the expensive lotion she usually saved for special occasions. Her hair, nearly platinum in the fading light, she'd left loose around her shoulders, falling in soft waves. A touch of makeup; just enough to enhance, never to conceal. A spritz of perfume at her wrists and behind her ears, something floral and warm that made her feel like a woman worth noticing.

The lingerie she'd chosen was her finest. A balconette bra in deep burgundy lace, the cups pushing her breasts up and together, creating a décolletage that made her think of old Hollywood. Matching high-waisted briefs that sat low on her hips, the lace tracing the curve of her ass in a way that was elegant and undeniably erotic. She'd added a garter belt and a brand new pair of stockings. She wanted to reveal herself slowly, in layers, like unwrapping something precious.

Over it all, she wore her silk robe, a deep champagne color that shimmered in the low light. She belted it loosely at her waist, the fabric falling open just enough to hint at what lay beneath without giving anything away.

She stood in the corner of her bedroom, where she knew the shadows would keep her hidden, and looked across at his window.

The lights were on.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. She couldn't see him—not yet—but the light meant he was in there. Somewhere. Maybe reading. Maybe getting ready for bed. Maybe standing just out of sight, about to move into view.

This was it. The moment of truth.

She took a deep breath, steadying herself. Her hands were trembling slightly, a mix of nerves and anticipation that made her feel more alive than she had in months. She was about to do something reckless, something thrilling, something that could change everything between them.

Or it could change nothing. He might not even look. He might look and feel nothing. He might look and close his blinds, and she'd be standing here in her finest lingerie, feeling foolish and exposed.

But she didn't think so.

She thought about the way he'd stood at his window last night, looking out at the darkness. She thought about the way he'd said her name—Brittany—low and warm, like he was tasting it. She thought about the way his gaze had lingered on her that first evening, the way his smile had widened when she'd complimented his garden.

He was interested. Or, he would be. She was almost certain of it.

And tonight, Brittany was going to give him something to be interested in.

She crossed to her window, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. The blinds were already open, she'd made sure of that hours ago, before the sun went down, so the change wouldn't seem deliberate. Her bedroom lights were on, the overhead fixture casting a warm, flattering glow that turned her skin to alabaster and her hair to spun gold.

She didn't look at his window. That was the key. She wasn't performing. She was just a woman, getting ready for her shower, who happened to have forgotten to close her blinds.

She let her robe fall open, just slightly, as she moved toward the bed. She picked up the towel she'd laid out earlier, folded it over her arm. A prop. A purpose. She was going to take a shower. That was the story, and she was sticking to it.

She paused at the foot of her bed, her back half-turned to his window, and reached for the belt of her robe.

Her fingers were steady. Her breath was calm. Her heart was a wild, reckless thing pounding in her chest, but she didn't let it show.

She untied the belt slowly, letting it fall loose. The robe parted, revealing the edge of the burgundy lace at her hips, the shadow of her cleavage beneath the silk. She let the moment stretch, giving him—if he was watching—time to see. Time to look. Time to want.

Then, with a movement that was both casual and devastating, she let the robe slide from her shoulders.

The champagne silk pooled at her feet, and Brittany stood in her bedroom window, illuminated by the warm light, wearing nothing but burgundy lace and the confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

Across the forty feet of darkness, she didn't look. She didn't need to.

She simply bent to pick up the robe, her movements unhurried, and walked toward the bathroom, leaving the lingerie—and the invitation to watch—glowing in the window behind her.
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Chapter 6: Shown
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She didn't look at his window.

That was the rule she'd set for herself, the careful architecture of plausible deniability that made this whole thing feel like chance rather than choice. She was just a woman, going about her evening, who happened to be wearing exquisite lingerie and happened to have her blinds open. If he happened to look, well, that was his business.

She walked toward the bathroom, the champagne silk robe draped over her arm, and told herself she wasn't going to look.

But she felt him.

It was a prickling at the back of her neck, a warmth that spread across her shoulders and down her spine. The unmistakable sensation of being watched. She'd felt it before, in crowded rooms, in bars, in the split second before she caught someone's eye across a crowded space. It was instinct, ancient and unerring, and right now it was screaming at her that she had his full attention.

Her heart kicked against her ribs, but she kept moving. Slowly. Deliberately. She reached the bathroom doorway and paused, her back still half-turned to the window, and let the robe hang over the door handle. A simple act, made into something more by the pause, by the arch of her spine, by the way she let her fingers trail along the silk before letting go.

She could see him now. Just at the edge of her peripheral vision, a dark shape against the illuminated rectangle of his window. He was there. He was watching. And from the way he stood—still, focused, utterly motionless—he had been watching for a while.

A thrill shot through her, so sharp and sudden it made her breath catch.

She turned from the bathroom, moving back toward the center of the room. Not toward his window—never directly toward it—but across it, giving him a slow, unhurried view. The burgundy lace caught the light, the cups of her bra pushing her breasts into soft curves that she knew, she knew, he could see clearly from where he stood.

She stopped at her dresser, picking up a hairbrush, running it through her hair with long, languid strokes. The motion lifted her arms, stretched her torso, made the lace shift against her skin. She could feel the weight of his gaze like a physical touch, traveling over her, settling on the places she wanted him to look.

She angled her body slightly, giving him her profile, then turned a little more, until she was facing the window almost directly. Still not looking. Still playing the game. But now he could see her fully: the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips beneath the high-waisted briefs, the long lines of her pale legs. She was a painting in burgundy and cream, illuminated by warm light, and he had the best seat in the house.

She set the brush down and let her hands fall to her hips. Her fingers traced the edge of the lace there, a casual touch that she knew was anything but. She imagined his eyes following that movement, imagined him leaning closer to his window, imagined his breath fogging the glass.

And then she saw it.

A movement, in the corner of her eye. His hand, lifting from his side. A wave.

It was small, almost tentative. The wave of a man who wasn't sure he should be watching but couldn't bring himself to look away. It was acknowledgment. It was permission. It was him, telling her that he saw her, that he was there, that he was interested.

Her lips curved into a smile she didn't bother to hide.

She turned, slowly, giving him her back. The briefs cut low on her hips, the lace framing the curve of her ass in a way that was both elegant and devastating. She looked over her shoulder—not directly at him, but close enough that he would know she was aware of him now, that she was giving him this on purpose.

His hand dropped.

She bent forward, just slightly, reaching for something on the floor. A stray sock, a dropped earring, it didn't matter. The movement arched her back, pushed her hips out, and gave him an unobstructed view of the burgundy lace stretched across her rear. She held the position for a beat longer than necessary, then straightened, slow and fluid, like honey pouring.

When she turned back around, he was closer to his window. She could see him clearly now, even without looking directly. The broad shoulders. The shaved head. The intensity of his posture, the way his hands were braced on either side of his window frame like he needed something to hold onto.

He was excited. There was no mistaking it. The way he stood, the tension in his body, the way his gaze tracked her every movement like a predator watching prey. He wanted her. And he wasn't hiding it.

She let herself look at him then. Not from the corner of her eye, but fully, directly. Her face was still angled away, but her gaze found his window, found him, and held.

She saw the sharp intake of his breath. Saw his hands tighten on the window frame. Saw the way his eyes moved over her, hungry and appreciative, lingering on the places she'd shown him, returning to her face with something that looked like wonder.

And then, because she couldn't help herself, because the power of it was intoxicating, she turned.

She faced him fully. Both of them, illuminated in their respective windows, forty feet of darkness between them, and no pretense left. She was wearing burgundy lace. He was watching her with the kind of intensity that made her knees weak. Neither of them spoke. Neither of them could. But the air between them crackled with something that needed no words.

She let her hands trail up her sides, slowly, tracing the line of her ribs, the edge of the lace, the curve of her breasts. She watched his jaw tighten. Watched his chest rise and fall with breath that was no longer steady.

She turned again, giving him her back, and looked over her shoulder. She bent, just slightly, just enough, and let her hand rest on her hip, fingers splayed across the lace that covered her rear. She moved, a subtle sway, a sultry rhythm that she knew he could see, that she knew was driving him crazy.

When she straightened and turned back to face him, his hands were pressed flat against his window, his forehead nearly touching the glass. He was riveted.

She smiled.

It was time.

She lifted her hand, her index finger extended, and wagged it at him. Twice. A slow, deliberate motion, the kind of gesture that could mean come here or tut tut or I see you depending on how it was read. But in this context, with her standing in her lingerie, with his hands pressed against his window and his breath fogging the glass, there was only one way to read it.

Come here.

For a moment, he didn't move. He stared at her finger, then at her face, as if processing what she'd just done. She saw the question in his posture, the flicker of uncertainty that made her heart clench.

She wagged her finger again. Just once this time. A question. A command. An invitation she was terrified he might refuse.

And then he disappeared.

One moment he was there, a dark silhouette against his window. The next, he was gone. The window was empty. The rectangle of light was vacant. He had stepped back, turned away, vanished into the depths of his house.

Brittany stood frozen, her hand still raised, her heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat.

He had disappeared.

She stared at the empty window, her mind racing. Did he understand? Did he accept? Or had she misread everything, pushed too far, made him uncomfortable in a way that would have him closing his blinds and avoiding her gaze for the rest of eternity?

The window stayed lit. The blinds stayed open. But he was gone.

She lowered her hand slowly, her fingers trembling now. Her pulse was a wild drumbeat in her ears, her breath coming in shallow gasps that had nothing to do with exertion and everything to do with the possibility that was crackling through the air between their houses.

He had disappeared. But he hadn't closed his blinds.

She stared at his window, willing him to reappear, to give her some sign that he was coming, that he had understood, that her reckless, brazen invitation had landed exactly where she'd intended it to.

The window remained empty. The house remained still. Somewhere inside, he was moving, she was sure of it. Moving toward his door. Moving across his yard. Moving toward her.

Or maybe he was moving away. Maybe he was pulling on a shirt and shaking his head and deciding that the woman across the lawn was too forward, too bold, too much.

Her heart raced. Her lungs felt too small. She pressed her palm flat against her chest, trying to steady herself, trying to breathe.

She had wagged her finger. Twice. And he had disappeared.

Now all she could do was wait.
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Chapter 7: The Calling
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The doorbell rang.

Brittany's heart stopped. Every hair on her body rose at once—arms, neck, the back of her legs—a full-body static charge that left her breathless. She stared at her bedroom doorway, then at his empty window across the lawn, and the reality of what she'd done crashed over her like a wave.

He was here.

She didn't think. She just moved.

Her bare feet flew down the stairs, her heart pounding in her throat, the burgundy lace still clinging to her skin beneath the fresh robe she'd snatched from the bathroom. She reached the front door and stopped, her hand on the knob, forcing herself to breathe. Be cool. Be casual. Don't look like you've been waiting your whole life for this moment.

She leaned against the doorframe, angling her body, trying for the same sultry confidence she'd worn at the window. She pulled the door open.

He stood on her porch, and the sight of him up close—really close—stole the air from her lungs. He was taller than she'd realized, his shoulders blocking out the porch light behind him. He'd pulled on a black t-shirt at some point, but it did nothing to conceal the body she'd watched through his window. His chest was heaving slightly, like he'd jogged across the lawn. Or like he was having just as much trouble breathing as she was.

His dark eyes dropped to her robe, to the hint of burgundy lace visible at her collarbone, and something fierce and hungry flickered across his face.

Neither of them spoke. Neither of them needed to.

Then a car turned onto the street, headlights sweeping across her porch, and the spell cracked. Brittany's pulse spiked with sudden fear. What if one of the other neighbors saw? What if someone recognized him, recognized her, started talking?

She reached out, grabbed a fistful of his t-shirt, and pulled him inside.

The door slammed shut behind him, and the darkness of her foyer swallowed them both. For one suspended moment, they stood there, inches apart, his breath warm on her forehead, her fingers still twisted in the cotton of his shirt.

Then his hands were on her.

One cupped the back of her neck, fingers threading into her hair. The other found her waist, pulling her against him with a force that made her gasp. His mouth came down on hers, and the world narrowed to the heat of him, the taste of him, the desperate, consuming need that had been building between them for weeks.

She kissed him back like she was drowning. Her arms wrapped around his neck, her body pressing into his, feeling for the first time the solid wall of his chest, the breadth of his shoulders, the way his arms banded around her like he never wanted to let go. He kissed her hard and deep, his tongue sliding against hers, and she made a sound—something between a moan and a whimper—that seemed to ignite something in him.

He walked her backward, his mouth never leaving hers, until her shoulders hit the wall. He pinned her there, one hand braced beside her head, the other sliding down her side, over her hip, gripping her thigh through the silk of her robe. She felt the evidence of his want pressed against her, felt her own answer in the ache that had been building since the moment she'd first seen him watering his garden.

She broke the kiss, gasping for air. "Upstairs," she breathed. "Now."

His eyes met hers, dark and heavy-lidded, as Emmett nodded. He didn't need to be told twice.

She grabbed his hand, laced her fingers through his, and pulled him toward the stairs. He followed without hesitation, his grip tight on hers, his presence at her back a solid, consuming heat. She felt his eyes on her as she climbed, felt the weight of his gaze on the sway of her hips, on the bare legs exposed by her robe, on the promise of what was waiting for them at the top of the stairs.

She reached the landing, her bedroom door open before her, the warm light spilling out into the hallway. She could feel him behind her, so close now that his chest nearly brushed her back.

She pulled him through the doorway, and the room closed around them like a held breath.

The door clicked shut, and the sound was a starting pistol. The space between them, charged for days, if not weeks, with longing and stolen glances, evaporated. He was on her before she could take another breath, his hands gripping her waist, lifting her slightly off her feet as he backed her against the closed door. His mouth claimed hers, and it wasn't a kiss of gentle introduction but of pure, unapologetic hunger. It was a kiss that said I saw you, I wanted you, and I'm here now.

Brittany met that hunger with her own. Her fingers grazed the short hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer, angling her head to deepen the kiss. She could feel the hard, solid lines of his chest against her breasts, the heat of him radiating through the thin silk of her robe. He tasted like mint and something uniquely, intoxicatingly male. His tongue swept against hers, a claiming, a conquest, and a moan vibrated deep in her chest, a sound she didn't recognize as her own.

His hands roamed, sliding down her back to cup the curve of her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp into his mouth. The friction was exquisite, the pressure exactly what she'd been craving. He ground his hips against hers, letting her feel the thick, hard length of his cock straining against his jeans, and her knees went weak. The ache she'd soothed hours earlier returned tenfold, a desperate, pulsing emptiness that cried out to be filled.

She broke the kiss, panting, her head falling back against the door with a soft thud. "Emmett," she breathed, his name a prayer on her lips.

His response was to trail his mouth down her throat, his teeth scraping lightly over her pulse point. His hands found the belt of her robe, tugging it free. The silk whispered open, revealing the burgundy lace beneath. He pulled back just enough to look, his dark eyes raking over her, taking in the sheer cups of the bra, the high-cut panties, the garter straps framing her thighs. The look on his face was pure, unadulterated lust. It was a look that made her feel powerful, desired, like the most beautiful woman in the world.

"Fuck," he growled, the sound low and guttural. He hooked a finger in the center of her bra, between the lace cups, and with a sharp, decisive tug, ripped it open. The delicate fabric gave way, and her breasts spilled free, her nipples already hard and begging for his attention.

He didn't make her wait. He ducked his head, his mouth closing over one peaked nipple while his hand came up to mold the other. The wet heat of his tongue, the slight sting of his teeth, the firm pressure of his palm—it was a sensory overload. She cried out, her hands clutching at his shoulders, her nails digging into the cotton of his shirt. He sucked hard, pulling her sensitive nipple into his mouth, sending a direct, electric line of pleasure straight to her clit.

She needed more. She needed all of him.

"Bed," she managed to gasp out, pushing against his shoulders. "Now."

He lifted his head, his eyes dark and intense, but he didn't move. Instead, he hooked his arms behind her knees and lifted her, carrying her as if she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, the rough denim of his jeans pressing against the slick lace of her panties as he walked them toward the bed. He laid her down gently, a stark contrast to the desperate way he'd been kissing her, and stood over her for a moment, his chest rising and falling with his ragged breaths.

He reached down and hooked his fingers in the sides of her panties, tugging them down her legs. The garter and stockings followed, until she was completely bare before him, the ruined bra still hanging from her shoulders. He stripped it off and tossed it aside, his gaze never leaving her body.

Then he reached for the hem of his own shirt and pulled it over his head. And there it was. The body she had only seen from a distance, now right in front of her. The broad shoulders, the carved pectorals, the ridiculous abs that narrowed into that V-line. Her mouth watered. She wanted to trace every ridge with her tongue.

He saw the look on her face and a slow, confident smile spread across his lips. He unfastened his jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and beautiful, curving up toward his stomach. It was every bit as impressive as she'd imagined, and the sight of it made her inner walls clench in anticipation.

He knelt on the bed, covering her body with his own. The weight of him, the feel of his hot skin against hers, was overwhelming. He kissed her again, a deep, possessive kiss that left her trembling. His hand slid down her body, his fingers parting her slick folds, finding her clit. He circled it once, twice, and she bucked against him, a desperate whine escaping her throat.

"Please," she begged, not even sure what she was begging for. For him to stop? To never stop? For him to finally be inside her?

He seemed to know. He positioned himself at her entrance, the thick head of his cock teasing her, before stretching her. He looked down at her, his eyes searching hers, and in that moment, she saw it wasn't just lust. There was something else there, something deeper. But there was no time to analyze it, because with one powerful thrust, he was inside her.

The sensation was indescribable. A sharp, exquisite fullness that stole her breath. He was big, bigger than she was used to, and her body stretched to accommodate him, a slight burn giving way to a pleasure so intense it was almost painful. He gave her a moment to adjust, his forehead resting against hers, their breath mingling in the space between them.

Then he began to move.

He started with slow, deep strokes, pulling out almost completely before pushing back in, filling her to the hilt each time. It was a deliberate, punishing rhythm that was designed to drive her insane. She met him thrust for thrust, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him on. The room filled with the sounds of their coupling: the slap of skin on skin, their ragged breaths, her soft cries and his low groans.

The pace quickened. His control began to fray. He propped himself up on his arms, his muscles flexing as he drove into her, harder, faster. He needed her, just as badly as she needed him. And in their combined desperation, the pace escalated to a peak faster than either of them had expected.

The headboard began to slam against the wall in time with his thrusts, a frantic, desperate beat. She could feel it building, the tension coiling tighter and tighter in her belly, the pleasure cresting higher and higher.

"Look at me," he commanded, his voice rough. "I want to see you when you cum."

Her eyes fluttered open, locking with his. “Oh... ohhh... OH FUCK!” Brittany cried out.

Emmett grabbed her jaw, ensuring she’d keep looking at him. Directly at him. Right into his eyes.

Something about the feeling of his hand and fingers on her face only served to turn Brittany on even more. Though, it was really the intensity in his gaze that was her undoing. It sent her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed through her, a violent, shattering wave that ripped a scream from her throat. 

“Oh my Godddd!” Brittany howled. Her body convulsed, her inner walls clamping down around him, milking him as the pleasure washed over her in endless, pulsing waves.

He fucked her through it, his thrusts becoming erratic, his own release barreling down on him. With a guttural roar, he pulled out, his fist wrapping around his slick cock. He stroked himself once, twice, a third time, and then he was cumming. Thick, hot streams of his cum painting her stomach, her breasts, her chest. It was a primal, possessive act, and the sight of it, the feel of his heat on her skin, sent another, smaller aftershock through her.

He collapsed beside her, his chest heaving, his body slick with sweat. For a long moment, the only sound in the room was their combined, ragged breathing. Brittany stared up at the ceiling, her body humming, her skin marked by him. She felt spent, satisfied, and utterly, completely dominated by Emmett. She turned her head to look at him, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her face. The night was far from over.
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Chapter 8: Taken
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The air in the room was thick with the scent of their sex, heavy and intimate. Brittany lay on her side, feeling the cooling evidence of his first release on her skin, a possessive brand that made her feel more alive than ever before. She watched him, the rise and fall of his chest slowing, the satisfied gleam in his dark eyes as he looked back at her. They weren't done. She knew it, and he knew it. The fire between them hadn't been banked; it was just catching its breath.

His gaze dropped to the mess on her stomach, and a slow, predatory smile touched his lips. "Look at you," he rumbled, his voice a low vibration that she felt in her bones. "All marked up. You like that, don't you? You like wearing my cum."

A shiver traced its way down her spine. She did. She liked it more than she cared to admit. She nodded, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "I do."

She could hardly believe she’d spoken the words aloud.

"Good," he said, his hand moving to rest possessively on her hip, his thumb stroking the curve of her bone. "Because I'm not done with you yet." He shifted, his cock, already beginning to harden again, pressing against her thigh. "Get on your hands and knees."

The command was simple, direct, and it sent a bolt of pure electricity through her. There was no question, no hesitation. This was what she wanted. To be told what to do. To give over control. She rolled over, pushing herself up onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The cool air of the room kissed her slick, swollen folds, and she felt a fresh wave of arousal, a desperate ache to be filled again.

He moved behind her, and she felt the mattress dip with his weight. He didn't touch her at first, and the anticipation was a delicious torment. She could feel his eyes on her, on the curve of her ass, on the glistening pink flesh between her thighs. She arched her back, pushing herself toward him, a silent plea.

"Such a greedy little thing," he chuckled, his voice thick with lust. "Already begging for it with your body." Then his hand landed, sharp and sudden, on her right ass cheek.

The sting was immediate, a hot bloom of pain that melted instantly into pleasure. She cried out, her back arching even more. 

A brief moment passed. Then, "again," she gasped.

"You want more?" He spanked her other cheek, just as hard, the sound a sharp crack in the quiet room. "You want me to turn this pretty white ass red for me?"

"Yes," she moaned, pushing back against him. "Please, Emmett. Spank me. Make me yours."

He gave her what she wanted. A series of sharp, stinging smacks, alternating between her cheeks, each one making her wetter, each one eroding another layer of her control until all that was left was raw, desperate need. Her ass was on fire, a glorious, throbbing heat that only made her want him more.

"You like that, don't you?" he growled, his voice rough with desire. "You like being my dirty little slut. My good girl who takes her punishment so well."

"Yes," she whimpered, her arms trembling. "I'm your slut. I'm your good girl." Brittany blushed, loving having to make her oxymoron of a confession.

He positioned himself behind her, the thick head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He teased her, sliding it up and down her slit, coating himself in her wetness, but not giving her the satisfaction of entry. "Tell me what you want," he commanded, his voice a low growl. "Beg for it."

"Please," she begged, shameless. "Please fuck me! I need your cock inside me. Please, Emmett, fuck me hard."

With a guttural groan, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. The sensation stole her breath, a perfect, overwhelming fullness that stretched her to her limits. He didn't give her time to adjust, pulling out and slamming back in, setting a punishing, relentless rhythm from the very start.

“Oh fuck!” Brittany cried out, right away.

The sound of his hips slapping against her sore, reddened ass was obscene, a wet, rhythmic percussion that filled the room. He was fucking her like he owned her, like he was staking his claim, and she was taking it, loving every second of it. She pushed back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust, her body a vessel for his pleasure.

"Look at you, taking it all," he grunted, his hands gripping her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh. "Such a tight little pussy. Made for my cock, isn't it?"

"It's yours," she cried out, the words torn from her throat. "It's all yours."

He reached forward, his fingers tangling in her hair, and pulled her head back, arching her neck at an almost painful angle. The new angle allowed him to go deeper, and she screamed as he hit a spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes. "Who do you belong to?" he demanded, his voice harsh and commanding.

"You!" she sobbed. "I belong to you!"

"Damn right," he snarled, releasing her hair and bringing his hand down on her ass again, harder this time. The extra sting was all it took.

“Uhhh! Oh shit! Oh fuck!” Brittany cried out. Her orgasm tore through her, a violent, convulsive wave that ripped through her body, leaving her a trembling, moaning mess.

“Oh my God! Emmett you feel so good!” Her inner walls clamped down around him, milking him as wave after wave of pleasure washed over Brittany.

Emmett continued thrusting, pumping into her, building to his own release. "I'm gonna cum all over you," he grunted, his voice strained. "I’m gonna mark you again so everyone knows who you belong to."

“Mmm, do it, Daddy,” she growled back at Emmett.

He pulled out with a groan, and she felt the first hot spurt of his cum land on the small of her back. He stroked himself, painting her skin, thick, warm streams covering her back, her ass, the tops of her thighs. She shuddered, a final, smaller orgasm rippling through her at the feeling of his hot glaze on her skin. It was possessive, primal, and she loved it.

“Good girl,” Emmett barely managed to wheeze out.

He collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms, their bodies slick with sweat and cum. He held her tight, his face buried in her hair, his heart pounding against her back. She felt completely and utterly owned, and she had never felt safer or more satisfied in her life.
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Chapter 9: Impressed
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The shower had been warm and unhurried, a quiet comedown from the storm of the last hour. They'd moved around each other in the small space with an ease that surprised her, no awkwardness, no fumbling negotiations. Just two people, soap-slicked and satisfied, washing the evidence of the evening from each other's skin.

Now, clean and wrapped in fresh towels, they'd migrated back to the bed. Brittany had pulled on an oversized sleep shirt, and Emmett had retrieved his boxers from the floor. The overhead light was off, the room lit only by the soft glow of her bedside lamp, and the whole world had contracted to the warm circle of her bed.

He was behind her, his arm draped over her waist, his chest a solid wall of warmth against her back. The ceiling fan turned lazily overhead. Outside, the neighborhood had gone quiet, just crickets and the distant murmur of someone's television two houses down.

She felt heavy with satisfaction. The good kind of heavy. The kind that comes from being thoroughly, completely spent.

"You surprised me tonight," he said, his voice low and unhurried in the quiet room, a little rough at the edges still.

She smiled at the wall. "Did I?"

"Mmm." She could feel the vibration of it against her shoulder blade. "The window thing." A pause, and she could hear the smile in his voice. "That was bold."

"I prefer 'strategic,'" she said.

He laughed, a low, rumbling sound that she felt as much as heard. "Call it whatever you want. It worked." His arm tightened around her, pulling her a little closer. "And then the way you took everything I gave you." He shook his head slightly, his lips brushing the back of her neck. "God, Brittany. You’re so hot."

The way he said her name still did things to her. She wondered if it always would.

"I could say the same about you," she said, turning her head slightly so her voice carried back to him. "The way you gave it." She exhaled slowly, a satisfied sound. "I wasn't sure what to expect. But it was..." She searched for a word big enough and gave up. "Yeah."

"Yeah," he echoed, and she could hear the satisfaction in it.

They lay quiet for a moment, the comfortable kind of quiet that didn't need filling. Her eyelids were growing heavy, the warmth of him at her back pulling her down toward sleep like a gentle current.

"Our neighbors are going to think you were murdering someone," he said.

She burst out laughing, a real laugh, helpless and bright, and felt him shaking behind her with his own. It took a while to subside, fading into breathless giggles that kept reigniting every time one of them almost got it under control.

"Oh God," she managed finally, pressing her hand over her mouth. "Don't."

"I'm just saying." She could hear him grinning.

"Stop." But she was still smiling, her whole body light with it. “I couldn’t have been much louder than you!”

“I don’t know,” he teased back, a playful shrug and smile upon Emmett’s face.

The laughter faded slowly, like the last notes of a song. His arm pulled her closer again, his chin resting at the top of her head. Her eyes drifted shut.

The lamp was still on. Neither of them moved to turn it off.

His breathing was evening out, slow and deep, and she was almost gone herself when his voice came again, quieter now, half-swallowed by sleep.

"I hope we get to do this again sometime."

She smiled in the dark, her eyes still closed, warmth spreading through her chest.

"Oh, definitely," she murmured.

And then the room was still, and the lamp burned softly on, and outside the crickets sang, and neither of them moved again for a very long time.

––––––––
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        Never Have I Ever: An Interracial Romance Novella
Some attractions are worth the wait.
One glance across a Montreal hotel lobby. That's all it takes for Steven to lose himself in a woman he doesn't know, and won't forget. She's gone before he can speak, leaving nothing but a knowing smirk and the echo of her scent. Rain and cedar. He tells himself it was just a moment.
Twenty-four hours later, she's standing in front of him at a wedding rehearsal. Shawna. Bridesmaid. Friend of the bride. The woman who caught him staring now has a name, a laugh that warms him from the inside out, and a confession: she noticed him too. All weekend, they'll be thrown together—dinners, dancing, stolen glances across crowded rooms. The tension builds with every accidental touch, every charged silence, every moment they don't act on what's growing between them.
By the reception, the chemistry is undeniable. A slow dance. A quiet corner. Hands that find each other and don't let go. When they finally escape to her hotel room, the anticipation is unbearable—but Shawna wants to be present, not rushed. So they wait. They talk. They kiss until they can't breathe. And before morning comes, there's nothing left between them except skin and honesty and the electric reality of two people who've never done this before. Never been with someone different from them, never felt anything quite like this.
One weekend. Two strangers. A connection that neither expected and neither can walk away from. Never Have I Ever is a slow-burn interracial romance about the courage it takes to want someone new, and the exquisite reward of finally letting go.
Perfect for readers who love wedding-set romances, sizzling chemistry, and intimate scenes that earn every moment.
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